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CHAPTER  VII. 


EXODUS. 


Why  did  I  feel  no  overpowering  rush  of  nature — no  subtle  instinct  prompting 
me  to  seek  the  embrace  of  the  arms  held  out  to  receive  me  ?  Why  did  no  re- 
iponsive  impulse  thrill  me  as  those  great,  sorrowful  eyes  looked  so  imploringly  into 
mine  ?  Every  other  emotion  was  absorbed  in  a  wild  surprise,  not  unmixed  with 
fe»r,  and  I  could  only  passively  submit  to  the  eager  clasp  with  which  she  drew  me 
to  her  side  and  placed  my  head  upon  her  bosom.  IVe  sat  thus  till  silence  became 
oppressive,  and  sounds  before  inaudible  came  from  distant  streets,  as  I  felt  the 
throbbing  of  her  heart  upon  my  cheek. 

“  Why  did  you  come  here  1  asked  at  last ;  “  do  you  know  Mrs.  Bradley 

“  Do  you  remember  me,  then  ?”  she  replied.  “  Do  you  remember  sending  a 
message  to  your  mother  ?” 

“  Yes — and  you  bring  me  word  to  go  to  her — now,  to-night — I  will  be  ready 
in  a  minute.” 

I  had  sprung  to  my  feet  and  struggled  from  her,  for  the  whole  weight  of  long- 
sustained  misery  was  bearing  on  me  heavily ;  an  aw'akening  power  seemed  to 
reveal  to  me  for  a  moment  what  a  mother’s  love  should  be,  compared  to  the  dreary 
life  I  led,  where  affection,  even  common  interest,  had  bound  me  with  no  tie  that 
could  not  be  broken  in  an  instant  of  new-fledgei  hope. 

“  I  have  w'alked  twelve  miles  since  noon  to  see  you,”  she  said,  hurriedly,  and 
with  a  purposeless  motion  of  her  hands,  as  though  she  would  have  wrung  them 
together — “twelve  miles,  and  would  have  come  fifty,  for  one  look  at  your  face 
while  you  were  asleep ;  and  yet  1  dared  not  stay  till  I’d  promised  to  hide  myself 
from  you.  I  came  to  see  you;  and,  but  for  a  mercy  that  I’m  not  worthy  to 
receive,  you’d  have  been  burnt  to  death.  To  think — oh,  to  think — that  I  can 
only  do  you  hurt,  when  I’d  die  to-night  if  my  death  could  bless  you !” 

bhe  bowetl  her  head  upon  her  bands,  and  strong  sobs  shook  the  window'-frame 
against  which  she  leaned.  Still  no  light  dawned  upon  me.  I  was  amazed, 
frightened,  filled  with  pity,  above  all,  for  the  grief  that  seemed  to  tear  her. 
Stealing  gently  to  her  side,  J  strove  to  take  her  clenched  fingers  from  her  hair. 
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“Who  are  you?”  I  said,  desperately.  “If  you  love  me  so  well,  thank  you! 
thank  you !  But  take  me  home  now ;  if  even  my  mother  is  poor  I  don’t  care, 
I’ve  no  one  here  to  love  me  even  as  you  seem  to  do.  Let  us  go.”  i 

She  rose  suddenly,  with  a  strange  light  upon  her  face,  which  I  noticed  even  in 
that  dim  room,  by  the  rays  of  a  street  lamp  shining  through  the  window ;  with  a  ^ 
wild  cry  of  joy  and  outstretched  hands  she  was  coming  to  me.  I  believed  now 
that  1  knew  who  she  was,  and  doubt  and  wonder  held  me  spell-bound  for  an 
instant — only  for  an  instant — for  there  suddenly  reverberated  through  the  silent 
house  a  peal  upon  the  door  which  I  knew  full  well.  “  My  guardian !”  1  gasped, 
as  the  blood  rushed  back  again  to  my  face,  and  made  me  lean  against  the  wall  for 
support. 

With  a  groan  like  that  of  sudden  pain,  the  woman  caught  my  hand,  and  while  k 
the  old  sad  expression  of  her  face  came  back,  led  me  to  the  door. 

“  No  hope  and  no  right,”  she  said  to  herself ;  then  turning  to  me — “  Your 
mother  can’t  have  you  with  her,  child ;  she  will  love  you,  pray  for  you — wishes  she 
might  die  for  you,  but  you  must  not  see  her  yet — not  yet.  You  will  try  to  love 
her— oh,  say  you  will  try  to  love  her  I”  she  repeated,  as  the  first  tears  she  had  shed 
fell  down  upon  her  breast  “  Go,  now,  and  let  in  Mr.  Willmott,  but  don’t  tell  : 
him  of  my  being  here — for  your  mother's  sake  don’t !  I  shall  go  away  now and, 
kissing  me  once  upon  the  cheek,  she  pushed  me  gently  out  of  the  room. 

It  was  indeed  my  guardian,  who  looked  surprised  when  he  found  it  was  I  who 
opened  the  door  to  him.  I  saw  the  policeman  still  standing  suspiciously  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  street,  and,  as  Mr.  Willmott  took  my  hot  hand  in  his  smooth, 
cool  one,  I  knew  that  the  bull's-eye  lantern  was  turned  full  upon  my  face.  I 

“  W  hat  is  the  matter,  Wayfe  ?”  said  the  old  gentleman  in  a  kindly  tone ;  “  you 
are  not  alone  in  this  house,  surely?”  he  continued,  looking  round,  with  some  dis¬ 
pleasure  kindling  in  his  eye ;  “  let  me  sit  down  and  talk  to  you.” 

I  led  the  way  into  the  kitchen,  and,  as  I  placed  him  a  chair  near  the  fire,  the 
embers  of  which  had  burned  low,  I  saw  a  shadow  pass  swiftly  behind  the  dulled 
glass  panes  that  lighted  part  of  the  stairs  near  the  wainsjot ;  every  nerve  was  so 
highly  strung  that  I  heard  the  street-door  softly  open  and  close ;  and,  knowing 
that  she  whom  I  had  begun  to  believe  was  my  own  mother  had  gone  forth,  perhape 
never  to  return,  1  sank  into  a  low  chair  near  the  hearth,  and  covered  my  face  with 
my  hands,  endeavouring  to  stifle  the  sobs  that  broke  forth  with  a  vehemence  that  I 
seemed  to  tear  my  chest  asunder. 

I  suppose  Mr.  Willmott  never  was  excited  ;  his  was  one  of  tlfose  placid — ^not 
cold — but  self-contained  and  somewhat  narrow  natures,  which  are  never  violent  in 
demonstration,  are  always  prepared  for  action,  frequently  commonplace,  but  never 
injudicious.  After  regarding  me  for  a  moment  with  wonder  and  a  great  deal  of 
concern,  he  rose,  and,  fi  ling  a  tumbler  with  water,  bade  me  drink ;  then,  finding 
the  coal-scuttle,  carefully  mended  the  fire,  whose  reviving  blaze  shone  upon  hi* 
polished  head  and  snowy  hnen  as  though  it  recognised  the  chance  of  reflecting 
itself  somewhere,  and  took  the  opportunity. 

My  first  hysterical  paroxysm  over,  he  drew  his  chair  beside  me,  and,  taking  my 
head  upon  his  knee,  smoothed  the  hair  from  my  forehead. , 

“  Tell  me  what  is  the  matter,  poor  girl !”  he  said,  in  a  caressing  voice.  “  Who  r 
has  ill-treated  you,  and  why  are  you  left  in  this  gloomy  house  aloiio  ?”  r 

The  words  of  kindness  fell  so  strangely  on  my  ears  that  I  could  only  answer  by  I 
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taking  his  hand  and  kissing  it ;  then,  in  a  burst  of  tears,  slid  to  the  ground  at  bis 
knee,  and  incoherently  enough  poured  out  my  complaints.  I  believe  that  the 
sound  of  my  own  voice  speaking  so  rapidly  shamed  me  into  greater  calm,  and 
prevented  me  from  much  exaggeration.  I  felt  that  he  was  listening  attentively, 
and  became  vaguely  conscious  that  vehemence  was  unseemly.  1  began  in  a  loud 
and  violent  declamation  unusual  to  me,  and,  shrinking  from  the  tone  of  my  own 
voice,  ended  in  a  whisper.  He  lifted  mo  up  presently,  and,  seating  me  in  the  chair, 
rose  and  paced  the  kitchen  with  uneasy  and  irregular  strides. 

“Shameful!  shameful!"  1  heard  him  say  presently.  “But  I’d  better  send 
kirs.  White  for  her ;  I  can’t  trust  myself  to  a  scene  with  that  hard-mouthed  saint. 
Would  you  like  to  come  and  live  at  my  house?"  he  said  at  last,  turning  suddenly, 
and  looking  me  in  the  face. 

“  Yes,”  I  said,  “  I  should  like  it,  but - ’’ 

He  bent  down,  and  looked  at  me  still  more  closely. 

“  But  what?" 

“  Forgive  me,  sir ;  I’m  not  as  ungrateful  as  Mrs.  Bradley  says  I  am — I  will 
gladly  go  away  from  here — but  wby  does  my  own  mother  never  come  to  me  ?  Is 
abe  dead — or  wby  did  she  semd  me  away  to  this  wretched  place?" 

I  saw  his  lips  close,  and  his  eye  lower,  not  angrily,  but  with  a  stem,  hard 
impulse. 

“  I  know  nothing  of  her,”  he  said  at  last ;  “  I  knew  your  father  once,  but  he’s 
abroad,  I  believe — I  never  hear  from  him." 

“  Who  is  he,  and  why  have  they  disowned  me?”  I  persisted.  “Isn’t  it  cruel 
never  to  see  or  care  for  their  child  ?  AV'hat  have  I  done,  or  what  can  I  do,  to 
make  them  hate  me  so  ?’’ 

Again  he  paced  up  and  down,  slowly  this  time ;  then,  taking  out  his  great  gold 
watch,  said  it  was  late,  and  slowly  put  on  his  hat.  I  sprang  up,  and  held  out  my 
bauds  to  stay  him.  There  must  have  been  a  forlorn,  piteous  look  in  my  pale, 
geared  face,  for  he  took  off  his  hat  again,  and  dropped  it  on  the  ground,  to  take 
me  with  his  arm — an  arm  which,  as  it  clasped  my  shoulders,  I  felt  was  thin  and 
trembling.  Then  stooping  down,  and  kissing  my  forehead,  he  said — 

“  Wait  until  to-morrow,  my  poor  child.  Mrs.  White,  my  housekeeper,  shall  come 
and  fetch  you  away,  and  you  will  love  her  as  though  she  were  the  mother  whom 
you  have  never  seen  since  you  came  under  my  charge.” 

“  Will  she  tell  me?”  I  cried — “will  anybody  ever  tell  me,  what  I  have  done, 
and  why  I’ve  been  given  to  you  ?" 

“  Some  day  she  will.  You  say  truly  when  you  tell  me  that  you  have  been 
given  to  me ;  but  I  expect  you  to  be  obedient,  and  to  ask  no  more  questions.  Try 
to  be  happy  and  useful,  and  wc  will  take  care  of  you  till  you  are  older  and 

itronger ;  then  you  will  know  that  it  is  better  to  be  as  you  are  than  to  have - 

Do  I  hear  a  knock  at  the  door?"  he  added,  suddenly  disengaging  his  hand  from 
mine,  and  picking  up  his  hat. 

It  was  the  low,  stifled  rap  of  Mi's.  Bradley  herself,  who  knocked  very  softly, 
that  she  might  afterwards  have  the  satisfaction  of  saying  that  she  had  been  kept 
waiting. 

“  Keep  your  own  counsel,  and  wait  till  to-morrow,"  said  my  guardian,  as  I 
Went  to  let  them  in. 

“  A  pretty  time  you’ve  kept  me  waitin’,”  said  the  lady,  as  she  snatched  the 
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candlo  from  my  hand.  “You’ve  been  asleep,  I’ll  lay;  look’ee  here  at  this 
musheroon  top  to  the  wick.” 

Almost  instinctively  I  was  about  to  touch  her  arm,  and  tell  her  that  ^Ir.  Will, 
mott  was  standing  in  the  kitchen — for,  somehow,  it  was  I  who  felt  the  shame  of 
her  highly-pitched,  piercing  voice,  not  she.  I  should  have  stopped  her,  but  her 
husband,  who  was  behind,  suddenly  became  strongly  illuminated ;  and  in  another 
moment  the  still  watchful  policeman  stood  upon  the  door-step. 

“  I  don’t  know  whether  you’re  aware  on  it,  mum,”  he  said,  impressively,  “  but 
there’s  been  rum  carryia’s  on  here  while  you  was  out.” 

“  What?”  said  Mrs.  Bradley,  leaning  against  the  wall,  and  turning  as  yellow 
as  the  paint  that  covered  it — “  carryin’s  on,  as  you  call  ’em — who  with  ?” 

“  Well,  this  young  person  an’  another  party,  a  female,  ’as  been  a-settin’  the 
’ouse  a-fire,  an’  other  games.  Perhaps  you  know’d  of  it,  as  it  was  meant  playful," 
he  continued,  with  bitter  irony,  and  regarding  me  sternly,  as  though  ho  would 
have  said — “  Now  see  whether  I’m  to  be  put  off  and  made  nothing  of  before  the 
beadle." 

“  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you’ve  been  up-stairs  pokin’  and  pryin’  ?”  said 
Mrs.  Bradley,  turning  fiercely  upon  me,  and  seizing  me  by  the  hair.  “  Down  on 
your  knees  this  minute,  and  tell  me  who  you  saw,  and  what  you  did  there,  you 
shameful,  spyin’,  charity  baggage.” 

“  My  dear,”  remonstrated  her  husband,  “  the  street-door’s  open ;  let’s  get  in, 
out  of  the  public  street.  I  suppose  there’s  nobody  in  the  house  now,  Mr. 
Officer?” 

“  Beggin’  of  your  pardin,  sir,  there  is  another  party — a  elderly  party — male 
— as  I  ’aven’t  seen  come  out  yet ;  but  I  can’t  enter  the  primmises  to  take  him,  you 
see,  becos  it’s  agin  the  law.  If  you  see  cause  for  it,  an’  turn  him  outside,  we’ll  see 
what  he’s  made  on.” 

Mrs.  Bradley,  relaxing  her  grasp,  glared  round  uneasily,  and  at  length  fixed 
her  eye  on  me,  as  though  I  had  been  some  venomous  thing.  She  had  good  reason, 
doubtless ;  for  1  had  a  sense  of  security  in  my  guardian's  presence,  and  yet  felt  all 
that  was  savage  in  me  rise  up  in  rebellion  against  her. 

“  Take  your  hand  out  of  my  hair,”  I  said,  breathlessly,  “  or  I’ll  bite  it  to  the 
bone.” 

Even  while  1  spoke  I  felt  that  I  was  casting  away  from  myself  all  the  hopes  I 
had  ever  entertained  of  peace  and  holiness.  The  passion  and  hatred  that  consumed 
me  was  a  veritable  hell,  upon  the  brink  of  which  I  seemed  to  totter,  even  while  I 
could  make  no  effort  to  subdue  myself.  Mrs.  Bradley  took  her  hand  aw.ay  and 
put  me  from  her,  and  her  husband  asked  the  policeman  to  stand  outside  while  be 
shut  the  door. 

“  Not  under  this  roof  shall  she  sleep,”  said  my  now-recovered  mistress,  “  unless 
I  have  the  key  of  her  room ;  an’,  come  what  may,  to-morrow  Mr.  Willmott  shall 
know  a  piece  of  my  mind.  An’  think  yourself  lucky,”  she  added  to  me,  “  that  I 
don’t  have  you  shut  in  the  station -house.  There  you'll  be  some  day;  for,  if  ever 
gallus  was  wrote  in  the  face  of  anybody,  it  is  plain  in  yours.” 

Mr.  Bradley,  who  had  been  nervously  attempting  to  hush  her  wrath,  now 
fairly  put  his  hand  before  her  mouth,  and  said  something  to  her  in  a  low  tone. 

“  Who’s  in  the  house  with  you?”  she  said,  in  a  smothered  voice,  and  pointing 
up-stairs. 
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“Mr.  Willinott,”  I  replied,  pointing  in  a  similar  way  to  the  kitchen-door, 
through  which  he  was  coming  at  the  moment. 

It  is  wonderful  with  what  persistent  force  a  habit,  and  especially  a  hypocritical 
habit,  will  cling  to  people.  Such  was  the  strength  of  association  with  Mrs.  Bradley, 
that,  although  she  must  have  been  suddenly  aware  that  my  guardian  had  overheard 
the  whole  conversation,  her  features  puckered  up  into  a  grinr  caricature  of  her 
smug  smile,  while  her  hands  mechanically  rubbed  together  as  though  they  had 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  disturbance. 

My  guardian  came  slowly  into  the  passage  with  his  hat  on,  and  buttoning 
hia  gloves. 

“  Como  in  here,  Wayfe,”  he  said.  “  Excuse  me,  Mr.  Bradley ;  I  hope  you 
are  well.  Your  wife  wishes  to  tell  mu  a  piece  of  her  mind ;  oblige  me  by  informing 
her  that  I  know  it  already — the  whole  of  her  mind — and  that  there’s  about  af 
much  of  it  as  there  is  of  her  heart.  Oblige  me  with  the  key  of  Wayfe’s  bed¬ 
chamber.  I  will  be  responsible  for  her  until  to-morrow,  after  which  she  will  not 
remain  with  you.  Go  up-stairs,  girl,  and  wait  for  me  on  the  landing.” 

I  went. 

“  You  will  be  good  enough  to  walk  out  with  me  presently,  Mr.  Bradley,”  I 
heard  him  say  as  1  climbed  the  stairs.  “  I  want  a  word  or  two  with  you  in 
explanation  of  the  visitor  who  came  before  me  this  evening.” 

Standing  trembling  on  that  wide  landing,  under  the  shadow  of  the  “  well,”  I 
felt  that  a  crisis  in  my  life  had  come,  and  welcomed  it  with  an  awful  sense,  not 
of  foreboding,  but  of  dread.  1  had  had  a  terrible  inward  revelation  of  myself, 
and  feared  exceedingly.  Mr.  Willmott  came  up  presently,  with  a  candle  in  his 
hand. 

“  Go  to  bed  for  to-night,  ehild,”  he  said ;  “  you  have  not  done  well  to  threaten, 
even  though  you  were  attacked ;  but  I  will  say  no  more  now.  Here  is  the  key; 
remember  that  I  am  responsible  for  you.” 

Giving  me  the  candle,  he  followed  to  the  garret-door  and  looked  in,  bewildered 
bjthe  dim  shadows  of  the  great,  silent  room. 

“Are  you  ever  afraid  to  sleep  here?”  he  said. 

“  I  never  slept  anywhere  else,  sir ;  but  I  don’t  believe  in  things  appearing  to 
pwple,  nor  in  skeletons ;  I  don’t  like  the  rats  in  the  walls.” 

“  Shameful !  shameful  I”  I  heard  him  say  again.  “  To-morrow  you  will  eome 
>way  with  Mrs.  White.  Get  up  early  and  pack  up  your  clothes — a  box  will  be 
lent  for  them.  Remember  that  I  have  promised  for  you.  Are  you  hungry  ?”  he 
inquired  suddenly,  as  he  turned  to  go. 

“  No,  sir,  I  am  only  thirsty.” 

“Well,  drink  some  water,  and  try  to  sleep.  You  will  breakfast  with  Mrs. 
White  to-morrow ;  so  now  good  night.” 

I  could  not  let  him  go  without  once  more  taking  his  hand  and  pressing  it  to 
my  cheek.  The  touch  of  that  kind  hand,  which  had  been  held  out  to  me  in  my 
^irtress,  smote  my  heart  as  the  rock  Iloreb  was  smitten  of  old,  and  tears  flowed 
•fresh.  Even  of  the  loss  of  her  whom  I  had  seen  that  night,  and  now  believed  to 
he  the  mother  1  had  waited  so  long  to  know,  1  felt  then  what  1  did  not  read  till 
long  afterwards — 

“  Verschmerzen  werd  ich  diesen  Schlag,  das  vreiss  ieh 
Dean  was  verachmertze  nicht  dcr  Mensch.” 
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The  first  hour  of  the  night  was  spent  upon  my  knees;  and  in  my  after-sleep  I 
dared  to  hope  for  the  acceptance  of  my  broken  prayers. 


CHAPTER  VIII.  ^ 

1)  A  Y  n  11  K  .\  K  S.  I 

The  sunlight  fell  broadly  through  the  casement  and  across  my  bed  before  I  ^ 
woke.  The  weaver  at  the  opposite  window  was  at  work  already,  and  I  closed 
my  eyes  again  for  the  luxury  of  hearing  the  sharp  whirr  of  his  shuttle  and  the 
clatter  of  the  loom  while  the  infiuence  of  my  long,  and  I  believed  dreamless  sleep  | 
lasted. 

I  had  already  determined  not  to  go  down-stairs  till  I  was  sent  for ;  and,  after 
dressing  myself  in  the  best  of  the  last  new  frocks,  and  taking  care  to  brush  my 
hair  smopth,  began  to  pack  up  such  few  clothes  as  were  in  a  shattered  box  under 
my  bidstead — for  hirs.  Bradley  had,  for  some  time  past,  relinquished  the  care  of  | 
my  wardrobe,  except  on  washing-days,  when,  to  give  her  credit  for  such  care  ' 
of  me  as  would  not  be  directly  injurious  to  my  health,  she  always  insisted  on  my  (_ 
doing  duty  at  a  large  clothes-horse,  where,  before  the  kitchen  fire,  she  herself 
superintended  the  “  thorough  airing  of  everything.” 

A  strange  serenity  reigned  within  me  on  this  last  morning  of  my  life  at  | 
Perram-street ;  not  exultation,  for  I  felt  humbled  at  the  recollection  of  the  savage  | 
temper  I  had  displayed  the  night  before,  but  the  influence  of  that  long,  quiet  , 
sleep  seemed  to  be  upon  me  still.  Even  the  curiosity  I  felt  as  to  the  person  and 
character  of  Mrs.  White  scarcely  served  to  disturb  this  sense  of  calm ;  so  that 
when  I  had  completed  my  little  bundle,  which  included  the  shilling  paint-box  and 
some  scitaps  of  paper,  I  sat  down  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed,  and  waited. 

I  must  have  been  sitting  some  time  occupied  with  a  retrospect  of  all  my  past  ' 
life,  and  endeavouring  to  find  some  clue  to  the  strange  appearance  of  her  whom  I  / 
still  believed  to  be  my  mother.  The  w'eaver  had  gone  to  breakfast,  and  now  stood  ! 
looking  out  of  window  at  the  canary,  while  he  took  huge  bites  from  a  gigantic  ■ 
slice  of  bread  and  butter,  moistened  with  a  sip,  now  and  then,  from  a  blue  mug  f 
containing  his  pint  of  tea.  t 

1  was  not  hungry,  but  had  reached  that  point  when  the  body  is  quiet  and  the  p 
life  of  the  pulse  ebbs  low.  A  tap  at  the  door,  which  I  jumped  up  to  open,  and  my  r 
exiKcted  visitor  stood  before  me.  She  had  taken  me  gently  by  the  hands  before  I  | 
had  time  to  ol«crve  her  appearance,  except  in  the  first  hasty  glance.  Her  voice, 
as  she  asked  me  how  1  was,  and  hoped  1  had  slept,  was  singularly  calm ;  there  was  | 
gentleness  in  it  too,  but  perfect  quietude  was  what  it  at  first  expressetl  to  me.  t 
This  w’as  my  first  impression — the  second  may  be  more  difficult  to  define. 

Has  the  reader  never  met  persons  who  seemed  to  be  at  once  identified  with  the  ; 
name  they  bore?  It  is  by  no  means  a  frequent  experience,  but  yet  there  are  some 
names  which  we,  as  it  were,  associate  with  certain  characteristics ;  and  when  we  [ 
meet  anybody  uniting  these  attributes  to  the  name  which  we  have  heard,  and  eo  ; 
interpreted,  there  is  a  strange  sense  of  completeness  in  our  recognition  of  the  ‘ 
stranger  to  whom  our  own  arbitrary  imaginings  have  already  introduced  us.  I 
Mrs.  White  stood  for  a  minute  looking  round  her  at  the  dingy  whitewashed  j 
walls  of  the  great  lonesome  room  ;  and,  although  not  without  some  slight  shadow  I 
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of  dismay  upon  her  face  at  such  a  chamber  being  appropriated  to  a  solitary  child, 
I  could  see  that  she  was  little  accustomed  to  let  disagreeable  impressions  influence 
her  either  in  looks  or  words.  As  she  stood,  however,  I  had  some  opportunity  of 
forming  her  acquaintance.  Most  sincere  acquaintances  are  so  formed ;  the  face 
speaks  its  own  language  to  us  before  we  either  hear  or  wish  to  hear  the  voice. 

It  was  a  clear,  soft,  loving  face  upon  which  I  looked  now — traced,  too,  by 
a  few  firm  lines  and  more  sorrowful  ones — a  face  once  pretty  and  regular,  with 
fresh,  rosy  checks  and  smiling  eyes — but  that  must  have  been  some  twenty  years 
before.  The  eyes  were  softened  by  time  or  thought,  but  smiling  still ;  the  rosy 
cheeks  had  paled — had  greyed — but  colour  shone  in  them  yet ;  the  smooth  hair  had 
turned  silver,  except  where  some  few  soft  brown  threads  relieved  its  shining  bands. 
A  quiet  silk  dress — brown,  I  think ;  a  plain  straw  bonnet,  soberly  trimmed ; 
gloves,  collar,  shawl,  all  fitting  well,  and  an  indescribable  air  of  neatness  without 
meanness — of  plainness  redeemed  by  taste — that  was  Mrs.  White. 

“  Have  you  been  up  long,  my  dear  V"  she  inquired,  turning  round  and  taking 
up  the  bundle,  which  1  had  placed  on  the  bed. 

“  I  don’t  know  how  long,  ma’am,”  I  answered ;  “  I  have  not  been  down-stairs.” 

“  No.  I  heard  that  you  had  not.  Mrs.  Bradley  desired  me  to  come  up  here 
for  you.  She  is  not  quite  in  a  good  humour  this  morning ;  but  we  need  not 
notice  it,  I  think.  There  is  a  box  down-stairs  with  your  clothes  in  it.  I  have 
folded  them.” 

“  You  have,  ma’am?” 

“  Oh,  yes ;  it’s  always  best  to  avoid  trouble ;  and  perhaps  Mrs.  Bradley  was 
very  much  annoyed.  But  we  will  go,  if  you  are  ready.  I  have  ordered  breakfast 
at  ten  o’clock,  and  the  coach  is  waiting.” 

I  was  nervously  apprehensive  of  a  scene  with  Mrs.  Bradley,  and,  as  we  went 
down-stairs,  asked  Mrs.  White  whether  I  had  better  go  out  without  saying 
“  Good-bye.” 

“  My  dear,  you  must  endeavour  not  to  part  in  anger,”  she  said.  “  W’e  hare 
all  such  need  to  be  forgiven,  that  when  we  imagine  we  have  cause  of  offence  with 
any  one  we  may  be  sure  our  own  part  has  not  been  without  fault.  I  will  go  with 
you,  and  no  doubt  Mrs.  Bradley  wishes  you  well.” 

I  stayed  for  a  minute,  to  put  on  my  cloak  and  bonnet,  and  then  went  into  the 
kitchen. 

“  I  think  we  need  scarcely  stay  longer,  Mrs.  Bradley  ?”  said  my  companion, 
pleasantly.  “ There  is  nothing  more  to  take  with  us,  I  think?  I  have  a  note 
here  from  Mr.  Willmott,  which  he  instructed  me  to  give  you.” 

Mrs.  Bradley  stood  at  the  fireplace,  making  coffee. 

“Just  stop  where  you  are  a  minute,  madam,  if  you  please,”  she  said,  taking 
the  pot  off  the  fire,  and  looking  darkly  at  Mrs.  White  over  my  head.  “  I’ll  taxe 
the  liberty  of  lookin’  over  them  things  before  they  leave  this  house — there's  them 
that’s  better  known  than  trusted.” 

I  was  going  to  speak,  but  Mrs.  White  laid  her  hand  upon  my  shoulder. 

“  If  you  really  think  so,  Mrs.  Bradley,”  she  replied — “  though  I  hope  you  only 
speak  in  this  way  because  you  are  annoyed  with  Miss  Wayfe — look  over  them,  by 
tU  means.” 

“  Miss  Wayfe  may  have  your  good  opinion,  and  welcome,  if  it’s  any  use  to 
her,”  retorted  the  mistress  of  the  house,  with  a  scornful  emphasis  that  had  no 
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effect  on  Mrs.  White ;  “  you’ll  be  mighty  fond  of  her  for  a  fortnight,  I’ll  lay 
and  ehe  strode  past  us  into  the  passage,  where  there  stood  a  new  white  deal  box, 
containing  such  of  my  clothes  as  Mrs.  White  had  folded,  and  the  few  I  had 
brought  down  with  me. 

“  You  find  nothing  there  which  we  should  not  have  taken,  I  hope?”  said  my 
new  friend,  quietly  re-arranging  the  box  after  she  had  tumbled  out  the  contents. 

“  I’m  not  sayiu’  anything  about  you,  marm,"  was  the  defiant  answer ;  “  she 
knows  what  1  mean  when  I  ask  her  how  she  dared  to  ransack  my  chauey  closet, 
an’  make  away  with  my  books?” 

She  pointed  as  she  spoke  to  three  or  four  volumes,  the  last  of  the  treasure  I 
had  discovered  in  the  w'indow-scat,  and  which,  in  the  excitement  of  the  previous 
night,  I  had  left  upon  the  dresser. 

“  They  are  all  there,”  1  said,  angrily.  “  I  should  never  have  taken  them  to 
read  if  you  had  not  made  me  miserable.”  I  felt  the  touch  upon  my  shoulder 
again,  and  continued  more  quietly — “  I  will  put  them  back  in  the  closet,  if  you 
please.” 

“  You  dare  to  lay  a  hand  on  one  of  ’em,”  she  cried,  holding  up  her  threatening 
finger. 

I  stood  still. 

“Wish  Mrs.  Bradley  good-bye,  my  dear,”  said  Mrs.  White,  pinning  her 
shawl. 

“  Don’t  come  anear  me  to  say  it,  then,”  was  the  response.  “  There’s  some 
that  can  pretend  to  be  that  amiable  that  butter  wouldn’t  melt  in  their  mouth,  but 
I  aint  one  of  ’em.  Good  mornin’  to  you,  marm,  an’  I  hope  you’ll  like  your  new 
missis.  Good-bye  to  both  of  you ;  and  as  to  you” — still  with  her  threatening 
finger — “  mark  my  words :  ‘  him  that  bein’  often  reproved  hardeneth  his  neck 
shall  come  to  judgment,  and  that  suddenly.’  If  you’d  read  your  Bible  you’d  have 
read  that  there.” 

“  We  all  need  to  remember  words  of  such  awful  warning,”  said  Mrs.  White, 
looking  at  her  steadily,  “  and  shall  have  read  them  to  very  little  purpose  unless 
they  teach  us  to  speak  reverently  of  God’s  Word,  and  to  apply  it  to  ourselves.  I 
would  rather  we  parted  differently ;  but  you  have  some  cause  for  being  angry,  no 
doubt.” 

Whether  the  “  soft  answer”  which  “  turneth  away  wrath”  occurred  to  Mrs. 
Bradley  at  that  moment  I  have  no  means  of  knowing,  but  certainly  as  we  turned 
to  go  her  face  drooped  somewhat. 

“  It’s  no  use  askin’  you  to  take  some  breakfast,  I  suppose?”  she  said,  ungra¬ 
ciously. 

“  Thank  you,  no,”  said  Mrs.  White ;  “  I  have  breakfast  waiting,  and  we  are 
late  already.” 

The  coachman  carried  the  box  out,  and  put  it  on  the  top  of  the  fly.  Mrs. 
Bradley  followed  us  to  the  door. 

“  Good-bye  I”  said  my  companion,  pleasantly. 

“  Good-bye  1”  I  echoed,  doubtfully. 

“  Good-bye !  an’  I  hope  it  mayn’t  be  as  I  said,”  said  Sirs.  Bradley,  gloomily. 

•  So  we  parted. 

Sitting  there  by  the  side  cf  that  kind,  quiet  face,  which  regarded  me  with 
such  an  expression  of  gentleness  and  pity  as  I  had  imagined  must  belong  to  a 
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mother’s  love,  I  felt  like  one  awakened  from  a  weary,  painful  dream.  Rather,  I 
had  been  awakened  by  the  events  of  the  preceding  night,  and  felt  like  the  dreamer 
vbo,  struggling  into  a  half-consciousness,  waits  for  dawn. 

The  sober  grey  of  morning  was  breaking  now  upon  my  childish  heart — peace¬ 
ful,  but  not  brilliant — full  of  a  subdued  hope  which  gives  promise  of  safety, 
and  fills  the  thoughts  with  thankfulness  that  the  horrors  of  the  night  have  passed, 
and  we  may  turn  and  rest.  As  I  leaned  back  in  the  coach  I  wept  such  tears  as  I 
had  never  known  before,  and,  though  we  spoke  no  word,  I  felt  my  hand  clasped 
cloeely,  and,  looking  at  my  companion,  saw  her  lips  moving  in  silence. 


THE  DOMESTIC  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND. 

CHARLES  I. 

“  My  dear  babie.”  Can  I  commence  the  domestic  history  of  any  period  in  a 
more  piquant  style  than  by  the  three  words  which  James  the  father  addressed 
to  Charles  the  son  when  the  latter  left  the  parental  palace  in  company  with  Steenie* 
(Buckingham),  on  that  half-romantic,  but  very  righteous,  journey  to  Spain,  which, 
as  all  the  world  knows,  was  undertaken  at  the  suggestion  of  Buckingham,  who 
was  desirous  of  an  opportunity  which  might  connect  him  with  the  prince,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  overcome  his  aversion  to  himself.  It  was  Buckingham  who  repre¬ 
sented  to  Charles  that  persons  of  his  exalted  station  were  peculiarly  unfortunate 
in  their  marriage,  and  commonly  received  into  their  arms  a  bride  unknown 
to  them,  and  to  w’hom  they  were  unknown — a  wife  who  had  been  wooed  by  treaties 
alone,  not  attracted  by  sympathy ;  that,  however  accomplished  the  Infanta  might 
be,  she  possibly  might  consider  herself  only  a  melancholy  victim  of  state,  who 
would  contemplate  with  aversion  the  bidding  adieu  to  her  father's  house  and  her 
native  land,  and  the  passing  into  a  foreign  country,  and  a  new  family ;  that  it  was 
in  the  prince’s  power  to  soften  all  those  rigours,  and  lay  such  an  obligation  on  her 
as  vould  attach  the  most  indifferent  tan{)er,  and  warm  the  coldest  affections ;  that 
his  journey  to  Madrid  would  be  an'  unexpected  gallantry,  which  would  equal  all 
the  fictions  of  Spanish  romance,  suiting  the  amorous  and  enterprising  character 
of  that  nation ;  and  would  introduce  him  to  the  princess  under  the  agreeable 
character  of  a  devoted  lover  and  daring  adventurer. 

The  mind  of  the  young  prince,  replete  with  ardour,  was  inflamed  by  these 
generous  ideas.  State  painters  and  diplomatists  had  not  always  been  faithful  to 
their  mission,  and  application  was  made  to  the  king  for  permission  to  undertake 
the  journey.  They  chose  the  moment  of  his  kindest  and  most  jovial  humour,  and 
more  by  the  earnestness  which  they  expressed  than  by  the  force  of  their  reasons 
they  obtained  a  hasty  and  unguarded  consent  to  the  undertaking.  But,  even  after 
this  consent  was  given,  the  prince  and  his  companion  had  no  slight  difficulty  in 
commencing  their  journey ;  for  James,  fearful  that  he  would  render  himself 
infamous  to  his  people  and  ridiculous  to  posterity  by  permitting  his  son  to  imder- 
take  such  an  expedition,  threw  himself  (after  a  consultation  on  the  subject  with 
Sir  Francis  Collington)  on  his  bed,  and  cried,  “  I  told  you  this  before  I"  and,  falling 


•  Stenny,  or  Stoenic,  a  name  by  which  Buckingham  was  sometimes  called,  was  tlic  diminutive  of  St. 
Stephen,  who  is  generally  painted  with  a  glory  about  his  face,  which  Villiers'i  beauty  was  said  to  suggest. 
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into  a  new  passion  and  new  lamentations,  complained  that  he  was  undone,  and 
should  lose  baby  Charles ! 

However,  in  spite  of  these  remonstrances,  they  started  at  last,  the  two  cheva¬ 
liers,  with  their  two  attendants  and  Sir  James  Graham ;  and  passing,  disguised 
and  undiscovered,  through  France,  they  even  ventured  into  a  court  ball  at  Paris, 
where  Charles  saw  the  Princess  Henrietta  (whom  he  afterwards  espoused),  at  that 
tune  in  the  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty.  In  eleven  days  after  their  departure 
from  London  they  arrived  at  Madrid,  and  surprised  everybody  by  a  step  so  unusual 
among  great  princes.  The  Spanish  monarch  immediately  paid  Charles  a  visit,  and 
by  the  most  studious  civilities  showed  the  respect  which  he  bore  his  royal  guest 
He  gave  him  a  golden  key  which  opened  all  his  apartments,  that  the  prince  might, 
without  any  introduction,  have  access  to  him  at  all  hours.  He  took  the  left  hand 
of  him  on  every  occasion,  except  in  the  apartments  assigned  to  Charles,  for  there 
he  said  the  prince  was  at  home.  Charles  was  introduced  into  the  palace  with  the 
same  pomp  and  ceremony  that  attend  the  kings  of  Spain  on  their  coronation; 
the  council  received  public  orders  to  obey  him  as  the  king  himself.  Olivarez,  too, 
though  a  grandee  of  Spain,  having  the  right  of  being  covered  before  his  own  king, 
would  not  put  on  his  hat  in  the  prince’s  presence.  All  the  prisons  of  Spain  were 
thrown  open,  and  all  the  prisoners  received  their  freedom,  as  if  the  event  the  most 
honourable  and  most  fortunate  had  happened  to  the  monarchy  ;  and  every  sump¬ 
tuary  law  with  regard  to  apparel  was  suspended  during  Charles’s  residence  in  Spain. 
The  Infanta,  however,  was  only  shown  to  her  lover  in  public :  the  Spanish  ideas  of 
decency  being  so  strict  as  not  to  allow  of  any  further  intercourse  till  the  arrival  of 
the  dispensation  from  the  I’ope,  who,  hearing  of  the  prince's  arrival  in  Madrid, 
tacked  some  new  clauses  to  that  document,  so  that  it  became  necessary  to  transmit 
the  articles  to  l..ondon,  that  the  king  might  ratify  them. 

While  the  new  clauses  were  under  discussion,  Gregory  XV.,  who  granted  the 
dispensation,  died,  and  Urban  VIII.  was  chosen  in  his  place.  Upon  this  event, 
the  nuncio  refused  to  deliver  the  dispensation  till  it  should  be  renewed  by  his  new 
master — a  ratification  which  the  pontiff  took  good  care  should  be  delayed,  in  the 
fond  hops  that,  during  the  prince’s  residence  in  Spain,  some  expedient  might  die 
fallen  upon  to  effect  his  conversion.  The  King  of  England,  as  well  as  the  prince, 
became  impatient,  and,  on  the  first  hint,  Charles  obtained  permission  to  depart. 
PhiUp  graced  his  departure  with  all  the  circumstances  of  elaborate  civility  and 
respect  that  had  attended  his  reception ;  he  even  erected  a  pillar  on  the  spot 
where  they  took  leave  of  each  other.  The  Infanta  dropped  her  assumed  title  of 
Princess  of  Wales,  and  received  orders  to  stop  her  study  of  English  ;  and  so  the 
story  was  suddenly  concluded  soon  after  the  return  of  the  prince  to  his  native  land 
— the  Infanta  observing,  as  they  parted,  “  that,  had  the  prince  loved  her,  he  would 
never  have  quitted  her.” 

We  tear  we  shall  have  to  turn  to  Charles’s  second  love-making  rather  abruptly, 
for,  except  that  the  king  was  a  great  virtuoso,  and  delighted  particularly  in  sculpture 
and  painting,  there  will  not  be  much  domestic  matter  to  relate  of  a  time  when 
men  talked  of  the  battles  and  sieges  of  the  day  with  as  much  indifference  as  about 
horse-races  and  fox-hunting.  Fortunately,  the  domestic  history  of  Henrietta 
conveys  a  very  fair  picture  of  the  customs  of  the  day.  The  journey  of  that 
young  queen  from  the  French  court,  and  her  reception  here,  are  most  characteristic 
of  the  times  in  which  she  lived,  and  present  a  marked  contrast  to  our  present 
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j  notions  of  propriety.  What,  for  instance,  would  be  thought  if  the  bride  elect  of 
I  oar  own  Prince  of  Wales  were  to  be  detained  at  Amiens  as  Henrietta  was  delayed 
for  sixteen  days,  to  undergo  penance  for  marrying  Charles  without  the  papal  dis¬ 
pensation  ?  * 

i  When  Charles  heard  of  the  delay,  he  was  waiting  for  her  at  Canterbury,  and 

[replied,  that,  if  the  princess  did  not  instantly  proceed,  he  should  start  alone  for 
London.  Henrietta  doubtlessly  sighed  for  the  Pope  and  the  penance,  but  she  set 
1  of  the  very  day  she  received  this  unwelcome  intelligence.  When  the  king  arrived 
■  at  Canterbury,  although  not  at  the  moment  prepared  to  receive  him,  Henrietta 
flew  to  meet  him,  and,  with  all  her  spontaneous  grace  and  native  vivacity,  kneeling 
at  his  feet,  kissed  his  hand,  while  the  king,  bending  over  her,  wrapped  her  in  his 
^  arms,  and  kissed  her  with  many  kisses.  This  royal  and  youthful  pair,  unusual 
with  persons  of  their  rank,  met  with  the  eagerness  of  lovers,  and  the  first  words 
of  Henrietta  were  those  of  devotion — “  Sire  1  je  suis  venue  en  ce  pays  de  votre 
Majeste  pour  etre  usde  et  commandde  de  vous.” 

It  had  been  rumoured  that  she  was  of  a  very  short  stature,  but,  reaching  to 
the  king's  shoulder,  his  eyes  were  cast  down  to  her  feet,  seemingly  observing 
whether  she  used  art  to  increase  her  height.  Anticipating  his  thoughts,  and 
-  jJayfully  showing  her  feet,  she  declared  she  “  stood  upon  her  own  feet,  for  thus 
high  am  I,  and  neither  higher  nor  lower.”  After  an  hour's  conversation  in  privacy, 
Henrietta  took  her  dinner  surrounded  by  the  court ;  the  king,  who  had  already 
dined,  performing  the  ofidce  of  her  carver,  and  cut  a  pheasant  and  some  venison. 

I  By  the  side  of  the  queen  stood  her  ghostly  confessor,  solemnly  reminding  her  that 
this  was  the  eve  of  John  the  Baptist,  and  was  to  be  fasted,  exhorting  her  to  be 
cautious  that  she  set  no  scandalous  example  on  her  first  arrival.  But  the  queen 
ate  very  heartily,  whatever  her  scruples  or  her  after-pangs  of  conscience  may  have 
been ;  and  her  deportment  to  her  women,  and  her  looks  to  her  eervante,  were  so 
iweet  and  humble”  in  these  first  days,  at  least,  of  her  arrival,  that  Sir  S.  D’Ewes, 
in  his  jouroel)  remarks  that  “  he  could  not  abstain  from  deep-fetched  sighs  to 
consider  that  die  wanted  the  knowledge  of  true  religion.” 

Waller,  in  the  profusion  of  poetical  decoration,  makes  Henrietta  so  beautiful 
that  her  beauty  would  affect  every  lover  “  more  than  his  private  loves she  was 
“the  whole  world’s  mistress.”  A  portrait  in  crayons,  still  preserved  at  Hampton 
Court,  sadly  reduces  all  his  poetry,  for  the  miraculous  was  only  in  the  fancy  of 
the  court  poet.  There  may  be  some  truth  in  what  he  says  of  the  eyes  of 
Henrietta — 

“  Such  eyes  as  yours  on  Jove  himself  had  thrown 
I  As  bright  and  tierce  a  lightning  as  his  own” — 

I  for,  in  a  MS.  letter  of  the  times,  the  writer  describes  the  queen  as  “  nimble  and 
I  quick,  black-eyed,  brown-haired,  and  a  brave  lady,”  And  even  Sir  Symonds 
'  D'Ewes,  a  cold  and  puritanic  antiquary,  notices  with  some  warmth  that,  on  her 
first  arrival,  the  features  of  her  face  were  much  enlivened  by  her  radiant  and 
sparkling  black  eyes.”  She  appears  also  to  have  possessed  French  vivacity,  both  in 
her  manners  and  her  conversation.  Two  characteristic  anecdotes  are  related  of  this 
queen.  As  they  are  not  generally  known,  we  quote  them,  the  more  especially  as 
they  exhibit  her  character  in  a  very  strong  light.  On  one  occasion,  when  landing 
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at  Burlington  Bay,  in  Yorkshire,  she  lodged  on  the  quay,  the  parliament’i 
admiral  barbarously  pointed  his  cannon  at  the  house,  and,  several  shots  reaching 
it,  her  favourite,  Jermyn,  requested  her  to  fly.  She  reached  in  safety  a  cavern  in 
the  fields,  when,  suddenly  recollecting  that  she  had  left  a  lap-dog  asleep  in  its  hed, 
she  flew  back,  and,  amidst  the  cannon-shot,  returned  with  the  favourite.  The 
queen  related  this  incident  of  the  lap-dog  to  her  friend,  Madame  Motter^’ille,  and 
the  ladies  all  considered  it  a  complete  woman's  victory.  On  another  occasion, 
when  the  queen  was  at  sea,  they  were  in  danger  of  being  taken  by  a  parlia¬ 
mentarian.  Henrietta  at  odcc  commanded  the  captain  not  to  strike,  but  to 
prepare  at  the  extremity  to  blow  up  the  ship,  resisting  the  shrieks  of  her  femalei 
and  domestics. 


Desibuction  of  Pacl's  Cuoss. 


By  the  marriage  contract,  Henrietta  was  to  be  allowed  a  household  establish¬ 
ment  composed  of  her  own  people ;  unfortunately,  this  household  consisted  at  last  of 
a  small  French  colony  of  more  than  three  hundred  persons.  These  domestics  of  the 
queeu  were  engaged  in  continual  intrigues ;  they  lent  their  names  to  hire  houses 
in  the  suburbs  of  London,  where,  under  their  protection,  the  English  Catholics 
found  a  secure  retreat  to  hold  their  assemblies,  and  where  the  youth  of  both  sexes 
were  educated  and  prepared  to  be  sent  abroad  to  Catholic  seminaries. 

The  domination  of  the  priests  soon  grew  to  a  fearful  height,  and  an  anecdote 
is  told  of  a  most  indecorous  race  run  between  the  Catholic  priest  and  the  king’s 
chaplain  in  their  anxiety  to  say  grace  before  the  king  at  his  own  table. 

The  king  and  the  queen,  dining  together  in  the  presence  (».  e.,  in  ancient  style, 
with  music  and  all  the  court  ceremonies),  Mr.  Hacket  being  then  to  say  grace, 
the  confessor  would  have  prevented  him,  but  that  Hacket  shoved  him  away; 
whereupon  the  confessor  went  to  the  queen’s  side,  and  was  about  to  say  grace 
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again,  but  that  the  king,  pulling  the  diahes  unto  him  again,  and  the  caryers 
falling  to  their  business,  hindered.  When  dinner  was  done,  the  confessor  thought, 
standing  by  the  queen,  to  have  been  before  Mr.  llacket,  but  Mr.  Racket  again 
got  the  start.  The  confessor,  nevertheless,  begins  his  grace  as  loud  as  Mr.  Hacket, 
with  such  a  confusion  that  the  king,  in  great  passion,  instantly  rose  from  the 
table,  and,  taking  the  queen  by  the  hand,  retired  into  the  bedchamber. 

It  is  with  the  greate.st  difficulty  that  we  can  conceive  it  possible  that  such  a 
scene  of  priestly  indiscretion  should  have  been  suffered  at  the  table  of  an  English 
sovereign.  But  their  power  over  Henrietta  was  still  further  exerted ;  for  tho 
priests  made  Henrietta  dabble  in  the  dirt,  in  a  foul  morning,  all  the  way  from 
Somerset  House  to  St.  James’s,  her  confessor  the  meantime  riding  along  by  her 
in  his  coach."  Nor  were  they  contented  until  they  had  reduced  tho  unfortunate 
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qneen  to  the  most  humiliating  stato  of  monastic  obedience ;  and  if  it  were  not  for 
a  print  (a  very  rare  one  indeed)  which  commemorates  this  circumstance,  we  could 
scarcely  credit  this  barefoot  pilgrimage  to  Tyburn.  However,  it  is  a  fact  that 
there  one  morning  she  marched,  and,  under  the  gallows  where  so  many  Jesuits 
had  been  executed  as  traitors  to  Elizabeth  and  James,  she  knelt  and  prayed  to 
them  as  martyrs  and  saints  who  had  shed  their  blood  in  defence  of  the  Catholic 
cause. 

This  French  establishment  was  daily  growing  in  expense  and  number.  A 
MS.  letter  of  the  time  states  that  it  cost  the  king  240/.  a  day,  and  had 
increased  from  threescore  persons  to  440,  besides  children.  But  at  last  there 
came  a  memorable  evening  when  the  king  suddenly  appeared,  and,  summoning  the 
French  household,  commanded  them  to  take  their  instant  departure.  In  doing 
this,  Charles  had  to  resist  the  warmest  intreaties,  and  even  the  vehement  anger,  of 
the  queen,  who  is  said  in  her  rage  to  have  broken  several  panes  of  the  window  of 
the  apartment  to  which  the  king  carried  her  to  confine  her  from  them. 

The  consternation  occasioned  by  this  sudden  command  was  tremendous.  The 
servants  flew  to  take  possession  of  all  the  queen’s  wardrobe  and  jewels ;  it  is  even 
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stated  that  they  did  not  leave  her  a  change  of  apparel ;  while  they  invented  bills, 
for  which  they  pretended  that  they  bad  engaged  themselves  on  account  of  the 
queen,  to  the  amount  of  10,000/.  Among  these  items  was  one  of  400/.  for 
necessaries  for  her  majesty ;  an  apothecary’s  bill  for  drugs  of  800/. ;  and  another 
of  150/.  for  “  the  bishop’s  unholy  water,”  as  a  writer  of  the  day  expresses  it. 
The  young  French  bishop  attempted,  by  all  sorts  of  delays-,  to  avoid  this  igno* 
miuious  expulsion,  and  at  last  the  king  was  forced  to  send  his  yeomen  of  the 
guards  to  turn  them  out  from  Somerset  House.  It  appears  that,  to  pay  the  debts 
and  pensions,  besides  sending  the  French  troops  home  free,  cost  50,000/.,  and  the 
forty  carriages  that  formed  the  elite  of  the  procession  did  not  reach  Dover  until 
after  four  days’  tedious  travelling — from  which  it  would  seem  that  Charles  was  not 
so  weak  a  slave  to  his  queen  as  our  writers  echo  from  each  other;  and  though,  no 
doubt,  her  suggestions  were  always  listened  to,  and  sometimes  approved,  yet  the 
fixed  and  systematic  principles  of  the  character  and  the  government  of  this 
monarch  must  not  be  imputed  to  the  intrigues  of  a  mere  lively  and  volatile 
woman ;  indeed,  we  must  trace  them  to  a  higher  source — to  Charles’s  own  inherited 
conception  of  regal  rights. 

As  would  be  expected,  this  infiuence  of  the  French  court  had  a  most  powerful 
effect  upon  the  conduct  of  the  nation  at  large ;  and  there  can  be  little  doubt  that 
we  have  to  thank  foreigners,  in  some  measure  at  least,  for  the  destruction  which 
then  took  place.  The  ecclesiastical  buildings,  indeed,  met  with  very  rough  usage 
in  these  turbulent  times,  as  may  be  seen  from  our  engraving.  Besides  the 
havoc  made  by  stripping  the  lead  from  the  roofs  of  the  cathedrals,  and  the  brass 
plates  from  the  tombs — which  were  applied  to  military  use — the  Puritans,  in  their 
vehement  fury,  destroyed  everything  which  they  chose  to  consider  as  a  remnant  of 
Popery.  The  painted  glass  in  the  windows  of  the  churches,  the  statues  of  the 
saints  on  the  outside,  ttud  evep  the  tPPUumeuts  of  the  dead,  were  broken  and 
defaced  by  these  raging  fanatics. 

One  of  the  most  memorable  places  swept  snray  about  this  time  was  Paul's 
Cross ;  and  it  was  Charles  I.,  on  the  30th  of  May,  1630,  who  came  in  state  to 
St.  Paul's,  and,  after  hearing  first  the  service  in  the  cathedral,  took  a  seat  pre¬ 
pared  for  him  in  the  open  air  before  the  door  to  hear  one  of  the  very  last  sermons 
preached  at  that  cross. 

St.  Paul’s  Cross  stood  on  the  north  side  of  the  church,  a  little  to  the  east  of 
the  entrance  of  Cannon-alley ;  it  was  not  originally  used  as  a  preaching  station, 
though  a  pulpit  was  erected  as  early  as  the  time  of  Stow,  Popular  preachers 
were  invited  to  hold  forth  in  this  pulpit,  which  was  simply  an  hexagonal  piece  of 
wood  covered  with  lead,  elevated  upon  a  flight  of  stone  steps,  and  surmounted 
by  a  large  cross" — the  bishop  being  always  the  inviter.  Many  benefactors  con¬ 
tributed  to  support  these  sermons,  which  were  known  by  the  title  of  “  Paul’s  Cross 
Sermons.”  During  rainy  weather  the  poorer  part  of  the  audience  retreated  to 
a  covered  place,  called  “  the  shrouds,”  which  are  supposed  to  have  abutted  on  the 
church  wall. 

In  the  time  of  James  I.,  the  lord  mayor  and  aldermen  ordered  that  every  one 
who  should  preach  there,  “  considering  the  journeys  some  of  them  might  take  from 
the  universities,  or  elsewhere,  should  at  his  pleasure  be  freely  entertained  for  seven 
days’  space  with  sweet  and  convenient  lodging,  fire,  candle,  and  other  necessaries ; 
viz.,  from  Thursday  before  their  day  of  preaching  to  Thursday  morning  following." 
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This  good  custom  continued  for  some  time;  and  the  Bishop  of  London  or  his 
chaplain,  when  he  sent  to  any  one  to  preach,  did  actually  signify  the  place  where 
he  might  repair  at  his  coming  up,  and  be  freely  entertained.  In  still  earlier  times 
a  kind  of  inn  seems  to  have  been  kept  for  the  entertainment  of  the  preachers  at 
Paul’s  Cross,  which  went  by  the  name  of  the  Shunamite's  House.  It  was  at  Paul’s 
Cross  that  Martin  Luther’s  books  were  publicly  burned — where,  in  Mary’s  time, 
t(fo  attempts  were  made  during  sermon-time  to  assassinate  the  preachers — where 
Elizabeth  attended  to  hear  a  thanksgiving  sermon  for  the  defeat  of  the  Invincible 
Armada  (on  which  occasion  she  rode  in  the  first  carriage  ever  seen  in  England) — 
and,  as  we  have  just  stated,  where  King  Charles  sat  in  state  to  hear  one  of  the 
very  last  discourses  ever  preached  on  the  spot.  The  “  willing  instrument”  of  this 
destruction  was  Pennington,  the  then  lord  mayor ;  and,  at  the  same  time,  I  do 
not  say  by  the  same  authority,  all  the  rest  of  the  crosses  about  London  and  West¬ 
minster  were  also  swept  away,  among  which  may  especially  be  mentioned  the 
beautiful  cross  of  Cbeapside. 

Charing  as  a  village,  and  citizens  taking  their  evening  walk  to  the  well  at 
St.  Clement’s-inn,  is  now — thanks  to  many  accurate  drawings  and  interesting 
papers — pretty  well  recognised ;  but  London  fortified  is,  we  believe,  not  so  gene¬ 
rally  known  ;  and  we  are  sorry  to  say  that  it  was  fortified  by  the  citizens  to  pre¬ 
vent  the  king  making  any  sudden  movement  to  obtain  possession  of  it. 

May,  the  parliamentary  historian,  says — “  The  gentlemen  of  the  bL.'st  quality, 
knights,  and  ladies,  going  out  with  drums  beating,  and  spades  and  mattocks  in 
their  hands  to  assist  in  the  work,  put  life  into  the  drooping  people.”  So  that,  in  a 
space  of  time  that  seems  hardly  credible,  twelve  miles  of  intrenchment  were 
finished,  encircling  the  entire  capital,  and  studded  at  intervals  throughout  with 
bulwarks,  hornwotks,  redoubts,  and  batteries.* 

A  resistance  of  another  kind  was  made  by  the  poet  Milton,  then  resident  in 
London.  His  fortification  was  the  following  noble  sonnet,  written  when  the 
assault  was  intended  to  the  city. 

“  Captain  or  colonel,  or  knight  in  arms, 

>Vho8e  chance  on  tbef^e  defencelets  doors  may  seize. 

If  deed  of  honour  did  thee  ever  please, 

Guard  them,  and  him  within  protect  from  harms; 

He  can  requite  thee,  for  he  knows  the  charms 
That  call  fame  on  such  gentle  acts  as  these ; 

And  be  can  spread  thy  name  o’er  lands  and  seas, 

Whatever  clime  the  sun’s  bright  circle  warms. 


*  We  give  a  list  ezplanatory  of  the  plan  of  the  fortification  of  London:—!.  Gravel-lane — a 
bulwark.  2.  Whitecbapel-road — a  horuwork.  3.  Kew  Brick-lane— a  redoubt.  4.  Hackney- 
road,  Shoreditch — a  redoubt.  6.  Kingsland-road,  Shoreditch— a  redoubt,  fi.  H'  unt  Mil — a 
battery  and  breastwork.  7.  St.  John-street — a  battery  and  breastwork.  8.  Islington  Pound — a 
small  redoubt.  9.  New  River,  upper  pond— a  large  fort,  with  bulwarks.  10.  The  hill  east  of 
Black  Mary’s  Hole — a  battery  and  breastwork.  11.  Southampton  House,  now  the  British  Museum 
—two  batteries  and  a  breastwork.  12.  Near  St.  Giles’s  Pound — a  redoubt.  13.  Tyburn-road — a 
small  fort.  14.  Oxford-road,  now  Oxford-street,  by  Wardour-street — a  large  fort.  15.  Oliver’s 
Mount — a  small  bulwark.  16.  Hyde  Park  Corner — a  large  fort.  17.  Constitution  Hill— a  small 
redoubt  and  battery.  18.  Chelsea  Turnpike — a  court  of  guard.  19.  Tothill- fields — a  battery  and 
breastwork.  2U.  Vauxhall— a  quadrant  fort.  21.  St.  George’s-fields— a  fort.  22.  Blackman- 
itrect— a  large  fort.  23.  Kent-strect — a  redoubt. 
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was  intimate  with  Elias  Ashmole,  the  very  man  to  collect  all  sorts  of  curiosities  in 
natural  history  or  the  arts.  It  is  true  that  both  men  had  a  faith  beyond  the  faith 
of  those  who  now  collect  such  things ;  and  the  philosopher’s  stone,  grilBns,  and 
rocs  that  could  truss  elephants,  were  to  them  not  fables  but  living  realities.  We 
wonder  what  has  become  of  the  griffin  and  the  roc,  or  their  representative  frag¬ 
ments,  that  figured  in  the  first  museum  ever  opened  in  England. 

Of  Charles’s  love  of  the  fine  arts  most  of  our  readers  are  aware;  and  the 
inventory  of  the  goods,  jewels,  plate,  &c.,  belonging  to  Charles  I.,  and  made  after 
his  execution,  forms  a  magnificent  folio  of  nearly  a  thousand  pages.  There  were 
many  drawers  of  coins,  a  model  of  the  Temple  of  Jerusalem,  a  fountain  of  silver, 
for  perfumed  waters,  artificially  made  to  play  of  itself ;  a  chess-board,  said  to  be 
Queen  Elizaljcth’s,  inlaid  with  gold,  silver,  and  pearls ;  a  conjuring  drum  from 
Lapland,  with  an  almanac  cut  on  a  piece  of  wood ;  several  sections  in  silver  of  a 
Turkish  galley,  a  Venetian  gondola,  an  Indian  canoe,  and  a  first-rate  man-of-war ; 
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“  Lift  not  thy  spear  against  the  hlnses’  bower ; 

The  great  Ematbian  conqueror  did  spare 

The  house  of  Pindarus,  when  temple  and  tower 
Went  to  the  ground,  and  the  repeated  air 
Of  sad  Electra's  poet  had  the  power 
To  save  the  Athenian  walls  from  ruin  bare.” 

The  earliest  museum  or  collection  of  curiosities  was  made  in  King  Charles’s  dixya 
by  one  John  Tradescant,  the  king’s  gardener,  and  the  greatest  part  of  it  is  pre¬ 
served  to  this  day  in  the  Ashiuolean  Museum  at  Oxford.  Tradescant  of  Lambeth 
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a  Saxon  king’s  mace  used  in  war,  with  a  ball  full  of  spikes,  and  the  handle  covered 
with  gold  plates  and  enamelled  ;  a  gorget  of  massy  gold,  chased  with  the  manner 
of  a  battle ;  a  Roman  shield  of  bu£F  leather,  covered  with  a  plate  of  gold,  finely 
chased  with  a  Gorgon's  head,  set  round  the  rim  with  rubies,  emeralds,  and  turquoise 
stones;  while  the  pictures  taken  from  AVhitehall,  Windsor,  Wimbledon,  Green¬ 
wich,  Hampton  Court,  &c.,  exhibit,  in  number,  an  unparalleled  collection.  All 
the  pictures  belonging  to  the  king  sold  for  considerably  under  their  value ;  and  in 
the  case  of  portraits  the  prices  were  curiously  fluctuating,  according  to  the 
political  bias  of  the  persons  they  were  intended  to  represent.  The  matchless 
cartoons  of  Raphael,  called  in  the  catalogue  “  The  Acts  of  the  Apostles,”  were 
only  appraised  at  SOOf.,  and  literally  found  no  purchaser  I  The  following  full- 
lengths  of  celebrated  personages  were  rated  at  these  whimsical  prices : — Queen 
Elizabeth  in  her  parliament  robes,  valued  H. ;  the  Queen-Mother  in  mourning 
habits,  valued  31. ;  the  King,  when  a  youth  in  coats,  valued  21. ;  the  picture  of 
the  Queen  when  a  child  sold  for  5s. ! 

But  let  m  pause  awhile.  The  domestic  history  of  the  period  is  not  alluring, 
for  there  is  no  armour  against  fate ;  and  if  we  linger,  we  shall  only  stay  to  see 

"  Death  lay  his  icy  hands  on  kings ; 

Sceptre  and  crown 
Come  tumbling  down, 

And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 

With  the  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade.” 

M.  S.  R. 


LESSONS  FROM  LEAVES. 

“  Tongues  In  trees." — SiiAKSPEauE. 


Rdstuko  on  the  ground. 

And  scatter'd  by  the  breeze, 

Are  the  leaves  that  rohed  in  summer  time 
Our  noble  forest  trees; 

Their  beauty  is  for  ever  gone. 

Their  early  grace  is  flown, 

And,  wither'd  and  forgotten. 

They  are  fading  here  alone. 

(lilded  by  the  sunshine, 

Or  jewell’d  by  the  dew. 

Did  they  charm  us  with  their  gracefulness 
The  blithesome  summer  through; 

And  ’neath  their  living  canopy 
The  little  birds  would  sing, 

And  the  huttertiy  would  stay  awhile 
To  rest  its  tiny  wing. 

Joyous  were  our  hearts, 

And  happy  oft  were  we, 

When  we  gazed  at  them  admiringly 
Upon  some  lordly  tree ; 

And  then  some  friendly  summer  breeze 
Would  waft  them  to  and  fro. 

As  if  they  felt  our  happiness, 

And  long’d  to  tell  us  so. 

Sometimes  dark  Sorrow  cast 
Her  gloomy  veil  around, 

And  we  felt  as  if  we  wish’d  for  death; 
Their  rustling  t/ien  would  sound 


Lilte  some  kind  spirit's  warning  voice 
To  bid  us  look  above, 

And  place  our  confidence  in  Him 
Who  ever  bears  us  love. 

Now  changing— dying,  dying. 

Are  the  leaflets,  one  and  all. 

And  never  more  their  shadows  cool 
Will  o’er  us  gently  fall. 

Oh,  can  we  see  them  lying  low 
Without  a  single  thought 
Of  the  lesson  that  their  summer  life — 
Their  transient  beauty — taught? 

I);d  they  not  speak  to  men, 

Though  their  language  was  not  known 
To  all  who  heard  the  murni'riug  sound 
And  silvery  rustling  tone? 

Did  they  not  bid  us  fly 
The  fleeting  joys  of  earth, 

Its  vain  and  empty  pleasure?. 

For  those  of  lasting  worth? 

And  shall  they  speak  in  vain — 

These  preachers.  Nature-taught? 

Or  shall  we  turn  a  list’ning  ear, 

And  profit  us  we  ought  ? 

The  next  year’s  spring  will  bring  with  it 
Leaves  fair  as  those  that  die — 

The  snring-time  of  our  life  comes  once, 
Ana  then  fur  aye  doth  fly. 

St,  SwiTiiry. 
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IN  FIVE  CHAPTERS. 

II. 

Yes,  it  had  come  —  in  a  more  awful  aspect  than  even  that  in  which  her  ^ 
imagination  had  painted  it.  The  fire  had  come ! 

The  child — standing  there  with  the  full  sense  of  her  position,  the  flames 
before  her,  her  father’s  guilt  acknowledged,  himself  helpless  and  despairing,  her 
little  brother's  cry  ringing  in  her  ears — felt,  for  an  instant,  her  soul  give  way  to 
the  madness  it  had  been  so  long  struggling  against.  It  was  not  in  prayer  she  made  | 
that  wild  appeal  for  help  to  her  dead  mother — no,  it  was  her  soul  rising  within  j 
her,  passionately  resisting  the  cruel  hand  that  had  fallen  so  heavily — too  heavily 
for  her  child’s  strength  to  boar.  Then,  as  if  that  piercing  cry  had  rent  its  way 
through  heaven’s  gate,  letting  thence  a  breath  of  pure  air  issue,  she  felt  a  sudden 
calm  playing  like  a  cool  breeze  around  her  heated  brow — it  drove  off  the  madness, 
and  left  her  strong  for  thought  and  action. 

“  ’Duke !  ’Duke !  I’m  coining !” 

The  boy’s  cries  for  help  cease.  He  has  heard  her.  The  old  man,  as  he  leans 
on  the  bed,  paralysed  mind  and  body  by  the  awful  consequence  of  his  crime,  is 
suddenly  startled  to  his  senses  and  his  feet  by  that  loud,  clear,  ringing,  childish 
shout — a  shout  that,  in  its  shrill  treble,  rises  high  above  the  deafening  roar  like  a 
challenge  from  a  power  mighty  as  the  raging  fire  itself — sent  by  God  into  that 
small  body  to  combat  with  and  quell  it.  And  the  trembling  man  obeys  that  voice 
which  calls  him  to  take  arms  against  himself ;  and  soon  he  is  running  hither  and 
thither  at  her  word,  and  watching  for  every  gesture  of  her  hand  as  his  destiny. 

There  is  not  even  pain  in  her  voice  now.  The  almost  cheerful  tone  is  not 
forced.  Relief  in  action  has  come  to  her  as  to  all  brave  souls :  fearful  enough— 
but  still  relief.  Xo  longer  has  she  to  struggle  with  a  nameless,  creeping  terror—  ' 
no,  she  sees  now  a  living  enemy  to  grapple  with,  hand  to  hand,  to  whom  she  can 
give  war-cry  for  war-cry. 

From  the  end  of  the  long  landing  where  they  are,  the  flames  come  leaping 
towards  them,  catching  at  the  torn  paper  of  the  wall  and  the  loose  heaps  of 
pamphlets.  It  is  but  the  work  of  a  few  minutes  to  unrol  a  lot  of  damp,  mouldy, 
carpet,  throw  it  down,  and  crush  the  flames  under  it.  Then  they  clear  the  ! 
landing,  as  far  as  it  is  safe  to  venture,  from  the  books  and  rolls  of  paper,  by 
throwing  them  out  of  the  window  into  the  little  back-yard. 

The  breeze  from  the  open  window  drives  back  the  smoke  and  flame,  and 
enables  them  to  bear  the  stifling,  pungent  atmosphere,  and  to  work  ;  but  it  also  > 
feeds  the  fire.  They  see  that,  and  they  shut  the  window,  but  are  compelled 
instantly  to  re-open  it.  They  cannot  live  else :  even  with  that  help  it  is  difficult  | 
to  breathe.  But  through  the  thick,  suffocating,  yellow  vapour,  thus  partially  drawn  [ 
aside,  they  perceive,  between  them  and  the  child's  door,  a  seething  and  crackling 
gulf  of  fire  right  through  the  flooring.  Directly  under  that  spot  is  the  lumber- 
closet,  and  the  miserable  father  knows  the  fire  has  been  too  well  laid  there  to  be 
soon  quelled  by  their  feeble  efforts. 

But  some  new  current  of  air  drives  the  smoke  along  on  one  side  of  the  landing, 
and  up  the  stairs  to  the  attics.  A  door  has  been  opened  ;  Constance  catches  a 
glimpse  of  a  little  white  figure  standing  in  the  opposite  doorway,  and  the  sight 
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stimulates  her  fast-failing  strength,  and  rouses  her  from  the  almost  irresistible 
pressure  of  despair  that  the  iirst  glimpse  of  that  fiery  gulf  produced. 

“  We  are  coming,  darling  I  keep  back !  we  are  coming !” 

The  father,  though  he  never  ceased  working  at  her  word  or  gesture,  felt  his 
own  efforts  weak  beside  hers.  They  had  changed  characters — he  was  the  child, 
she  the  man.  Hale  and  hearty  though  he  was,  he  had  never  used  himself  to  hard 
work ;  while  Constance,  whose  strength  had  never  been  dissipated  by  luxury  or 
idleness,  had  lifted  his  bales,  and  on  dark  winter  mornings,  when  no  one  could 
see  (for  Mr.  Chorley  would  not  have  liked  that),  had  often  taken  down  the  heavy 
shutters  of  the  shop.  From  her  straight  figure  and  npright  walk  the  children  of 
the  town  had  nicknamed  her  “  the  poplar and  to-night,  as  her  lithe,  agile  body 
swayed  from  side  to  side,  avoiding  the  smoke  and  tlames  as  she  worked,  she  seemed 
the  very  spirit  of  that  desolate,  murmuring  tree,  as  it  turns  to  lash  the  wind  that 
frets  it. 

On  they  went — the  child  and  the  fire — now  l)oth  for  a  moment  sinking 
exhausted,  and  then,  at  the  least  sign  of  returning  strength  in  each  other,  rushing 
again  to  the  combat  with  redoubled  force.  One  minute  she  drives  it  before  her, 
smothering  the  fiames  as  she  goes  with  damp  carpet ;  at  times,  even  with  her  feet 
and  hands,  still  striving  to  reach  the  side  of  the  abyss,  and  shouting  every  minute 
to  the  trembling  boy  with  a  hopeful,  ringing  voice. 

Another  minute,  and  the  fire  bursts  out  afresh  on  either  side,  compelling  the 
boy  to  retreat  and  shut  the  door  against  even  his  father  and  sister,  and  forcing 
Constance  herself  back  irresistibly — nay,  even  licking  her  dress  with  tongues  of 
flame.  But,  snatching  up  her  skirt,  and  rumpling  it  suddenly  with  her  fearless 
hands,  she  was  able  to  retreat  in  safety — sick,  breathless,  and  exhausted. 

“  Father,  water !  Quick !  we  must  have  water !” 

He  stirs  not.  A  new  horror  has  seized  him. 

“  Father,  make  haste  1  What  is  it?  You  don’t  mean  that - ?” 

“  There  isn’t  any  I  I  let  it  off !  Oh,  Constance !  what  must  we  do  ?’ 

“  Did  you  throw  away  the  buckets  I  drew  for  the  wash  ?” 

“  No  1  where  are  they  ? — in  the  yard  ?” 

“  Yes  I  Oh,  make  haste,  father  I  make  haste,  or  it  will  be  too  late  1” 

She  saw  him  tremble  at  the  double  meaning  of  those  words,  “  too  late,”  and  a 
thrill  of  pity  for  him  went  through  her  heart. 

“  Father  !”  she  whispered,  as  his  foot  was  on  the  stairs,  and  as  she  drew  fre.?h 
life  from  the  window,  “  let’s  work  hard,  and  put  everything  right  again,  and  no  one 
shall  ever  know  how  it  begun.” 

New  hope  and  new  terror  (for,  in  the  anguish  and  remorse  produced  by  the  sight 
of  his  son’s  danger,  he  had  forgotten  the  possibility  of  his  own  discovery  and 
punishment)  quickened  the  father’s  feet,  and  he  was  back  with  the  water  before 
Constance  thought  he  had  unfastened  the  yard-door.  But  almost  fatal  had  been  the 
delay  as  it  was.  The  heat,  smoke,  and  noise  inereased.  The  boy’s  cries  became 
fainter  and  hoarser  from  behind  the  door  which  he  dared  not  open  ;  and  the  old  man 
grew  more  and  more  distracted  and  unfit  to  act  as  he  saw  the  growing  impossibility 
of  removing  the  obstacle  he  had  raised  between  him  and  his  darling.  He  could  do 
nothing  but  watch  helplessly  from  the  stairs  how  the  fire  rushed  on  and  up,  with 
a  roar  of  exultation.  But  that  roar  is  answere<l.  Again  that  tiny,  shrill  voice 
rings  through  the  house,  dauntless  as  over — 
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“  We  are  getting  on,  darling !  Keep  back  till  I  come !  Open  the  door  when 
I  tell  you.  Father,  w-e  can't  put  the  fire  out — I  must  go  through  it  and  fetch 
him !  The  screen — quick  1  the  screen — from  the  top  landing  1  We  must  make  a 
bridge  across.  Perhaps  it  may  shut  out  the  fire  for  a  minute  1” 

She  cannot  repress  a  shudder  as  she  watches  the  leaping  and  quivering  bursts 
of  flame  and  smoke,  and  sees  piece  after  piece  of  the  reddened  boards  of  the  floor¬ 
ing  drop  inwards  at  the  least  touch,  making  the  cavity  still  larger.  But  she 
profits  now  by  her  reading  of  the  evening  before,  in  that  book  which  her  father 
had  examined  for  a  very  different  purpose. 

While  he  fetches  the  screen,  the  child  hurriedly  soaks  the  blankets  that  they 
had  previously  fetched  from  the  beds.  She  spreads  two  of  them  on  the  floor.  She 
wraps  another — the  smallest — around  her ;  she  puts  one  aside  for  her  father ;  and 
then  empties  the  buckets  on  the  carpets,  which  have  hitherto  helped  to  protect 
this  part  of  the  landing. 

“  Put  that  blanket  on,  father  I”  she  cried,  as  he  returned  staggering  under  a 
great  red  screen.  “  That  book  says  you  don’t  catch  fire  so.  Now  help  me  to 
wrap  these  carpets  round  the  screen.  And  now,  father,  you  keep  that  side,  and 
help  me  push  it  along  as  far  as  you  dare  go.” 

But  the  old  man  can  dare  a  great  deal  now.  Creeping  along  the  floor  on  their 
hands  and  knees  (where  they  discover  they  breathe  more  freely),  they  push  the 
screen  before  them ;  and  they  get  nearer  and  nearer,  though  the  smoke  is  stifling, 
the  heat  terrible  1 

The  screen  approaches  the  gulf— it  is  pushed  across  the  edge,  and  they  are 
conscious  they  are  shutting  down  the  fire,  inch  by  inch ;  and  still,  with  averted 
heads  and  panting  breasts,  they  push  it  on  till  it  is  nearly  across,  and  they  can 
boar  no  more — no,  not  even  though  they  know  not  whether  the  end  will  catch  on 
the  opposite  side  as  they  let  it  go.  But  it  has  not  reached  the  cross-beam,  which 
is  its  only  safe  resting-place ;  the  slight  flooring  edge  on  which  it  caught  crumbles 
away  with  a  thousand  brilliant  morsels  scattered  from  its  burning  side,  as  the  end 
of  the  screen  slips  off  and  begins  to  sink. 

The  old  man  is  wringing  his  hands  in  despair,  and  the  boy,  as  he  crouches 
down  on  the  other  side  of  the  door,  listening  to  the  preparations  for  his  deliverance, 
hears  the  hiss  of  the  dripping  end  of  the  blanket  as  it  falls  over  from  the  sloping 
screen.  But,  in  an  instant,  Constance  in  back  from  the  window  and  kneeling  to 
stretch  out  her  arm  as  far  as  it  will  reach,  and  she  plunges  her  hand  unhesitatingly 
through  the  rotten  canvass-w'ork  of  the  screen  right  into  the  fire ;  and,  heedless  of 
ihe  tortmre,  she  grasps  the  framework  and  stays  the  frail  bridge  in  its  downward 
course.  Once  more  it  is  raised,  but  her  strength  is  not  sufficient  to  push  it  more 
securely  on  to  the  beam. 

“  Father  I  father  1”  she  screams  hoarsely.  He  comes  from  the  window  again, 
and  while  she  holds  it  up  he  pushes  it  safely  on  to  the  cross  rafter.  O  the 
grateful  burst  of  the  child’s  heart  as  she  cries  at  last,  “  ’Duke  1  ’Duke  1  Come — 
you  are  safe !” 

But  there  is  no  answer.  She  springs  across  the  screen,  pushes  the  door,  but 
can  see  nothing.  Presently  she  feels  something  in  her  path  at  her  feet.  The  boy 
h-'s  fainted,  but  she  has  him  up  in  her  arms  instantly,  and  to  the  window,  which 
is  a  little  ojxin,  and  he  revives  and  tries  to  smile  as  he  sees  who  looks  upon  him. 

O  tliat  facel  O  those  eyes  drowned  in  tears  of  agony  1  They  shine  like 
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*  liquid  fire — they  burn  and  burn  their  beauty  into  the  boy’s  soul,  until  he  grows 

forgetful  of  himself,  and  falls  to  wondering  whether  God  has  already  taken 
Constance  for  Himself,  and  arrayed  her  in  angel  glory. 

The  frail  bridge  has  to  be  recrossod,  and  Constance  is  aware  it  will  not  bear 
them  both  at  once. 

“Quick,  darling  1  keep  to  the  centre  1”  she  cries  to  him.  “There — he  is 
coming,  father !" 

“  My  boy  I"  is  almost  upon  the  old  man’s  lips.  But  the  black  smoke,  and  the 
sickening  odour  of  the  blankets,  warn  him,  and  he  cries  out,  “  My  God !  The  fire 
will  be  through  in  a  moment !” 

He  had  checked  it  by  covering  the  hole  Constance  had  made,  but  now  the 
whole  fabric  was  fast  going.  He  saw,  and  shouted — 

“  Quick !  give  him  to  me,  Constance !  Don’t  you  come  yet.  Tush  him  as  far 
as  you  can,  and  I’ll  take  him."  ' 

It  is  done!  The  boy  is  safe — safe  in  his  father’s  arms — but  the  screen  bursts. 
In  an  instant  Constance  is  driven  back  into  the  boy's  bedroom  —  the  door  is 
ihut — and  she  remains  there,  divided  from  father,  brother,  perhaps  life  itself,  by 
a  barrier  which,  though  momentarily  subdued,  now  springs  up  with  irresistible 
t  fury,  and  follows  her  with  mocking  laughter. 

But  what  is  that  to  him — the  father — who  is  out  in  the  street — out  in  the 
pure,  invigorating  wind — trembling  over  his  joy,  like  a  robber  over  his  lawless 
wealth  ? 

“  Constance — where’s  Constance  ?’’  are  the  first  words  on  the  boy's  lips  when 
he  revives.  • 

The  father  starts — not  at  the  thought  of  what  might  now  be  her  fate — no, 
though  ho  would  regret  that,  too,  if  he  had  more  time,  but  that  name  has  roused 
in  his  mind  a  recollection  of  far  more  importance  to  him.  He  puts  the  boy  down. 
Baying — 

“  Yes,  yes,  call  the  neighbours.  Have  a  ladder  put  up  to  the  window  for 
her— but  take  care,  my  boy,  for  God’s  sake,  take  care  of  yourself,  take  great 
care,  blind,  I  forbid  you  to  come  into  the  house.’’  As  the  little  fellow  rau  off, 
his  father  murmured,  in  a  hollow  voice,  “  Now,  Daniel  Chorley,  save  yourself,  or 
you  are  ruined  for  ever !  If  you  can’t  put  out  the  fire,  you  must,  at  any  cost, 
remove  the  traces  of  your  own  work.” 

And  never  did  man  more  heroically  brave  fatigue,  or  pain,  or  danger,  than  did 
he  now,  while  engaged  in  undoing  the  many  and  ingenious  arrangements  he  had 
made  for  securing  the  prosperity  of  the  fire. 

With  singed  hair — once  so  white  and  silvery — blackened  face — blistered  hands 
—dry,  burning  lips — reddened,  smarting  eyes — bruised  and  bleeding  limbs — he 
fought  his  way  from  point  to  point,  and  so  at  last  into  the  shop,  which  he  had  calcu¬ 
lated  would  have  been  the  first  to  tiike  fire  from  the  closet,  through  its  thin  timber 
:  walls.  But,  in  fact,  the  shop  had  only  just  now  been  touchetl,  through  the  opening 
I  cracks  of  the  wood-work,  by  the  entering  flames.  He  tore  down  the  curtains  and 
the  suspended  papers — some  of  it  just  as  it  was  beginning  to  blaze — and  he  fear¬ 
lessly  trod  out  the  flame ;  then,  remembering  the  previous  success  up-stairs,  he  ran 
for  a  wet  cloth,  which  he  tried  to  hang  against  the  breach  the  fire  w  jts  making,  but 
could  not  manage  it ;  there  was  nothing  to  hang  the  cloth  upon,  and  be  was  too 
nervous  to  invent  anything  just  then.  The  smoko  and  the  fire  w’ere  also  again 
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driving  him  back,  and  overpowering  him ;  but  he  pulled  away  the  books  from  the 
adjoining  shelves,  and  he  swept,  with  frenzied  hands,  everything  that  might  readily 
bmu  from  off  the  counter ;  and  then,  as  he  saw  a  new  fire  spring  up  where  he  had 
left  some  smouldering  paper,  and  which  had  been  fanned  by  a  freshly-entering 
breeze,  he  again  rushed  upon  it,  and  was  thus  engaged,  stamping  u]iou  it  with  an 
almost  insane  frenzy,  when,  to  his  inexpressible  relief,  he  heard  voices  calling  out 
cheerily  to  him — 

“  All  right,  neighbour — here's  help.  Leave  it  to  us  now.  Come  out — come!” 

“Thank  God!  thank  God!”  devoutly  murmured  the  sincerely-thankful  man. 
“  Oh,  neighboiu^,  save  the  property  ! — save  the  books !  1  have  done  my  utmost 
Water ! — I  am  perishing  with  thirst !  Give  me  some  water  1” 

And  while  friendly  hands  fetched  him  a  glass  of  the  most  delicious  nectar  that 
ever  passed  mortal  lips,  ho  had  a  vague  consciousness  of  a  great  crowd  of  men— 
some  with  water-buckets— and  of  cries  in  the  street,  and  of  the  rolling  of  the 
wheels  of  approaching  fire-engines,  and  of  his  being  led  forth,  with  great  interest 
and  sympathy,  into  a  neighbour's  house,  and  of  some  one  saying  to  him,  “  Tray 
be  at  ease,  Mr.  Chorley  ;  there  is  really  no  danger.  We  shall  soon  put  down  the 
lire ;  you  have  nearly  (fuelled  it  yourself  I”  and,  above  all,  of  the  exclamations  and 
interchanges  cf  remarks — “  The  brave  old  gentleman  I”  “  Did  you  see  how  he 
was  struggling  with  the  lire  ?”  “Yes — yes.”  “  He’s  insured,  too!”  All  this  he 
was  conscious  of,  in  a  dreamy  kind  of  way,  and  he  was  happy,  for  (and  that  wu 
the  only  thought  he  could  now  dwell  on)  he  was  safe ! — his  character  safe !— hk 
crime  unsuspected !  Who  knows  ?  perhaps  he  was  even  to  benefit  by  the  calamity! 
That  thought  wonderfully  increased  his  recovery. 

Not  once,  while  his  own  future  was  thus  at  stake,  had  he  recollected  Constance 
— the  brave,  heroic  child  whose  fortitude  had  alone  inspired  him  with  the  hope  ot 
the  strength  to  save  the  boy  or  his  own  reputation.  But  now  her  image  rushed 
back  upon  him,  and  he  started  with  no  feigned  alarm — 

“  The  girl !  Constance !  AVhere  is  she  V” 

Two  or  tliree  faces  were  around  him  ;  they  looked  from  one  to  another,  and 
answered  in  a  condoling  manner,  which,  had  it  been  'Duke  they  were  siniakicg  of, 
would  have  driven  the  father  mad  ;  but,  as  it  was  only  Constance,  he  took  their 
words  as  they  were  meant— kindly — consolingly. 

“  Don’t  be  alarmed.  Air.  Chorley.  They’ve  got  the  ladder  up,  but  the  window- 
sash  w'as  jammed  fast,  as  though  forced  up  in  a  great  hurry  by  the  poor  thing,  and 
there  it  stuck ;  but  they  have  broken  it  away  now.  She  can’t  help  them — but  I 
daresay  she’s  only  fainted.  Take  another  glass  of  wine,  neighbour,  and  don’t 
fear,  they’ll  manage  it.  That  brave  boy  of  yours  is  safe  with  them.” 

Mr.  Daniel  Chorley  turned  his  head  away  and  drank  the  wine,  feeling  as  proud 
as  if  the  praise  of  his  “  brave  boy”  were  his  own  ix'rstual  proi)erty. 

III. 

When  Constance  found  herself  cut  off  from  her  father  and  brother  by  the  fire 
— hemmed  in  and  gazed  on  at  every  side  by  a  ie-arful  death — she  felt  all  her  sudden 
and  preternatural  strength  forsake  her,  and  became  once  more  the  helpless, 
frightened  child.  She  stood  a  moment  staring  with  wild  eyes  through  the  fire,  to 
see  if  there  was  not  a  firm  inch  of  the  screen  to  rest  her  foot  on  if  she  dared  to 
venture,  but  it  coiled  up  like  paper,  and  fell  bit  from  bit ;  and  she  turned  sick 
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with  tbo  nobome  smell  of  the  burning  blankets ;  so  she  shut  the  door,  and  stag¬ 
gered  back  into  the  room.  She  clutched  with  desj)erute  fingers  at  the  slightly- 
open  window ;  but,  though  it  moved  a  little  higher  up,  that  was  all  it  would  do ; 
it  stuck  fast  there,  and  became  only  the  more  inextricably  immovable  from  the 
frantic  way  in  which  the  child  strove  to  push  it  open  wide  enough  for  her  to  look 
oat  and  see  if  she  might  leap  down.  Failing  in  the  attempt  on  the  window,  she 
yielded  utterly,  and  slid  down  upon  the  floor,  not  utterly  senseless — better,  far 
better,  had  she  been  so — but  with  just  enough  remaining  consciousness  to  feel  her 
fearful  position  to  its  fullest  extent,  without  being  able  to  battle  against  it. 

The  fire  made  great  progress,  and  soon  got  into  the  chamber  through  the  thin 
lath-and-plaster  wall  over  the  door ;  a  beam  across  the  ceiling  of  old,  tindery  wood, 
reaching  from  the  door  to  the  window,  began  to  be  wrapped  about,  through  its 
whole  length,  with  thin,  darting,  intermittent  flames. 

Constance,  as  she  lay  there  directly  under  it,  was  only  vaguely  aware  of  the 
crackling  of  the  dry  wood,  and  of  a  vivid,  blinding  light,  which  made  her  lung  for 
any  kind  of  darkness,  even  that  of  death  ;  but  she  felt  that  she  must  die  before  the 
fire  reached  her.  ^^^hat  with  the  aching  of  her  limbs,  the  pain  of  her  hands  and 
feet,  and  the  violent  throbbing  of  her  head,  she  felt  that  to  live  and  be  at  ease 
again  was  imiwssible.  She  must  die,  and  the  faintness  that  was  creeping  over  her 
teemed  like  the  approach  of  death — and  she  tried  to  pray.  But  her  mind 
wandered — not  to  the  fire— she  was  hardly  aware  of  its  presence — but  far  back  into 
the  past — as  minds  will  wander  at  such  times,  as  though  seeking  for  the  other  end 
of  life  to  join  to  this,  that  they  may  hold  up  the  finished  circle  to  look  at. 

Minutes  became  hours  as  she  lay  there,  blind  to  the  light,  deaf  to  the  noise,  in 
that  twilight  of  death  that  was  gathering  in  her  mind.  What  the  night  would  be 
when  it  came,  whether  it  had  moon  or  stars,  she  questioned  not,  but  watched  the 
ihadows  lengthening,  and  was  still. 

Now  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  stood  at  her  mother's  death-bed,  straining  her 
ears  to  catch  the  last  words.  How  distinctly  she  heard  them  note  I  She  repeated 
them  over  to  herself,  as  she  had  done  many  and  many  a  time  before.  “  Constance, 
when  your  life  is  bitter  to  you,  child,  and  you  long  for  death,  think  of  the  little 
helpless  charge  1  leave  you,  and  live  for  him  as  I  have  lived  for  you.”  The  heart 
yearns  to  answer  to  that — “  hlother,  I  will !  I  will !”  and  the  child  tries  to  move 
her  limbs,  but  the  sight  of  that  burning  beam  paralyses  her ;  the  monster  she  has 
striven  with  all  the  night  has  her  in  its  power  now,  and  stands  over  her  with  a 
fiaming  sword,  hovering  ready  to  drop  on  and  crush  her.  She  might  escape  that 
iword  had  she  but  strength  to  do  and  to  will ;  but  her  mind  seems  lest  in  some 
region  between  life  and  death,  with  not  a  sign  to  guide  it  back. 

But  now  she  bursts  out  into  wild,  hysteric  laughter — what  is  it  she  sees  ?  A 
face — a  human  face !  Beautiful,  O  how  beautiful,  to  the  child,  because  it  is 
human !  Once  more  all  her  senses  rush  back,  just  to  let  her  pulses  throb  with  life, 
to  let  her  ears  drink  in  the  exquisite  music  of  a  human  voice,  to  let  her  feel  herself 
wrapped  about  by  strong  human  arms — and  there  they  leave  her.  And  when  again 
consciousness  returned,  it  was  in  a  dull,  heavy  way,  and  she  fell  into  a  quiet,  calm 
deep  from  thorough  exhaustion. 

When  she  awoke  she  was  herself  again,  and  could  turn  over  in  her  mind  all  the 
events  of  the  night  up  to  the  time  when  her  father  parted  from  her ;  but  beyond 
that  all  was  a  blank.  Bhe  opened  her  eyes  to  see  where  it  was  she  had  been  laid 


li 


A  HARD  HEART. 


down.  And,  without  turning  her  head,  she  could  tell,  by  the  pattern  of  the  paper 
on  the  wall,  that  she  was  in  }tlr.  Fleck’s  parlour,  and  she  knew  she  must  have  been 
carried  there  from  the  fire.  She  was  going  to  give  way  to  the  sleep  that  was  again 
stealing  over  her,  when  she  suddenly  thought  of  her  father.  Tears  stole  down  her 
cheeks  as  she  remembered  that  perhaps,  while  she  lay  in  that  sweet  rest,  he  wag 
hiding  in  some  corner  of  the  street,  a  prey  to  remorse  and  grief ;  and  then  the 
child  sickened  with  terror  at  the  new  dread — “  Perhaps  they  have  found  him  out,  ■ 
and  taken  him  to  prison !”  i 

She  rose  upon  her  aching  arm,  and  looked  round.  There  stood  Mr.  Daniel  ! 
Chorley,  the  centre  of  an  admiring  group,  relating  eloquently  the  breaking  out 
and  the  progress  of  the  fire.  He  told  of  his  alarm  at  the  first  discovery  of  the 
awful  fact ;  of  his  efforts  and  danger  while  saving  his  children  ;  and,  as  he  drew 
towards  the  end,  where  his  story  grew  more  exciting,  because  it  was  more  true, 
his  cheeks  glowed  and  his  eyes  flashed  as  he  remembered  that  at  this  point,  at 
least,  he  was  the  hero  he  described.  Just  then  the  agent  of  the  insurance  office, 
heated  and  alarmed,  bustled  in,  and  asked  many  rapid  questions,  and  received 
earnest  and  enthusiastic  replies  ;  and  he  was  so  moved  by  the  concurring 
testimonies,  that  he  took  off  his  hat  and  went  to  the  old  gentleman,  and  said  — 

“  I  must  thank  you,  Mr.  Chorley,  in  the  name  of  the  office,  and  before  all 
present,  for  your  courageous,  admirable  conduct.” 

And  then  there  was  a  burst  of  applause,  and  people  came  up  and  shook  the  old 
gentleman  by  the  hand,  and  said  so  many  kind  things  to  him,  that  he,  who  was 
at  all  times  a  susceptible  man  in  anything  concerning  his  own  personal  shame  or 
glory,  was  quite  overpowered  with  the  sense  of  his  nobleness,  and  he  turned  away 
with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

He  would  not  have  turned  that  way  at  such  a  moment  had  he  thought  of 
meeting  the  glance  that  awaited  him — a  glance  which,  mournful  and  stern  as  the 
eyes  of  an  accusing  angel,  stopped  the  course  of  those  ignoble  tears,  and  drove 
'  them  back  in  shame  to  their  base  source. 

The  old  gentleman’s  health  had  now  to  be  drunk,  and  many  more  compliments 
w'crc  paid ;  but  the  child  saw  nothing  more,  heard  nothing  more,  but  turned  her 
face  to  the  wall,  loathing  life. 
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Too  late  to  live,  too  soon  to  die! 

Set  down  the  bread  and  wine  you  bring ; 
But  let  me  feel  the  posy  nigh: 

You  always  call’d  me  foolish  thing, 

Because  I  slighted,  in  your  thought. 

That  which  was  bread  of  life  to  you ; 
And  now  you  see  what  1  have  got : 

Perhaps  you  think  I’ve  got  my  due 

I  have;  but  not  because  I  chose 

The  thing  my  soul  declared  the  best : 

My  sin  was  heeding  minor  shows 
Of  seeming  and  of  interest. 
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A  fiingle  eye’s  the  only  guide ; 

With  that,  the  body’s  full  of  light: 
The  two-faced  wisdom  that  I  tried 
Has  led  me  here;  and  it  is  night. 
Night.  Dark,  I  think,  without  a  star ; 

And  though  I  know  that  there’s  a  sun, 
The  knowledge  seems  so  cold,  so  far. 

So  faint,  that - what  is  done  is  done. 


Beyond  the  grave  I  shall  regain 

The  sense  of  warmth  as  well  as  light, 

And  feel  the  Love  that’s  lord  of  pain 
As  well  as  hear  his  voice  by  night. 

Well ;  if  a  whisper  from  my  grave 

Could  rbe,  I  think  it  should  be  this — 

Let  none  but  the  sure-hearted  brave 

Choose  a  strange  path,  and  hope  for  bliss. 
But,  Janet,  bring  the  posy  nigh. 

And  do  not  think  to  hear  me  say 
The  usual  things  before  I  die; 

I  can’t :  but  you  and  Cis  may  pray. — R. 
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THE  TREE  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 

BY  TUE  AUTHOn  OF  “THE  BON-IN-LAW,”  ETC. 

IN  EIGHT  PARTS. — II. 

That  evening,  or  rather  that  night,  as  soon  as  ever  she  sat  alone  in  her  room, 
Madame  de  Gardagne  dived  deep  into  the  pockets  of  her  gown — such  pocketi! 
they  might  have  held  her  lap-dog,  with  plenty  of  space  to  spare.  This  time, 
however,  there  was  nothing  in  the  one  into  which  she  first  dipped  over  and  abon 
her  purse  and  her  snuff-box,  except  a  little,  very  little,  roll  of  paper,  which  almoit 
looked  astonished  to  find  itself  in  its  lodging.  With  her  old,  dry  hand,  whid 
seemed  to  shrivel  up  the  delicate  paper,  she  unrolled  the  billet,  and  deliberately  pot 
her  spectack-s  across  her  nose  to  read  it — an  indignity  which  assuredly  the  poa 
viscount  had  not  foreseen.  After  having  deciphered  the  letter  with  a  degree  of 
attention  which  would  not  have  discredited  a  young  girl  directly  interested  u 
such  a  document,  the  marchioness  lapsed  into  a  brown  study,  into  which  we  moit 
perforce  follow  her,  in  order  to  the  due  telling  of  our  story. 

Madame  de  Gardagne  was  one  of  those  women  whose  cold,  grave,  and  ooet* 
sionally  even  bitter,  manners  are  born,  not  of  any  natural  austerity  of  character,  bit 
of  some  melancholy  experience.  Twice  married,  as  she  had  been,  she  had  twke 
drained  to  its  dregs  a  bitter  cup  into  which  the  honeymoon  itself  had  scarcely 
shed  a  drop  or  two  of  sweetness.  Her  first  husband  —  a  nobleman  of  the  oM 
school,  good  at  a  fox-hunt,  good  at  his  glass,  a  little  astray  in  his  syntax  at  timei, 
kind  to  women  in  general,  including  his  wife — had  terminated,  at  fifty  years  d 
age,  one  of  those  useless  existences  which  leave  the  genealogist  nothing  to  do  bit 
to  inscribe  a  name  and  a  couple  of  dates.  Improving,  for  the  worse,  upon  tk 
faults  of  his  predecessor,  M.  de  Gardagne  had  gambled  away  his  own  fortune,  wha 
he  died  just  in  time  to  leave  that  of  his  wife  untouched.  When  she  became,  for 
the  second  time,  a  widow,  the  poor  wife  had  made  up  her  mind  that  there  was  so 
happiness  on  earth  for  mortal  woman,  and  that  men — twice  tested  by  her  in  bs 
own  person — were  good  for  nothing. 

But  the  tree  of  sorrow  had  borne  wholesome  fruit-for  this  lady.  Driven  ty 
the  tearful  instinct  of  the  suffering  heart  to  the  consolations  of  religion  on  tk 
one  hand,  she  had,  on  the  other,  acquired,  during  her  uneasy  career,  a  dexterity  is 
dealing  with  the  hard  facts  of  life  which  is  often  denied  to  happier  woman  whose 
path  is  smooth  and  flower-strewn.  Practical  savoir-faire  and  strong  devotionil 
feeling  were  combined  in  her  character.  Without  losing  sight  of  her  heavenly 
interests,  she  entered  without  hesitancy  and  with  great  practical  judgment  upon 
the  task  of  educating  the  son  of  her  first  husband — her  only  child.  On  him  she 
concentrated  all  her  care,  all  her  anxiety,  all  her  hope.  In  the  course  of  a  fev 
years,  by  a  course  of  feminine  economy  such  as  many  a  man  might  be  glad  to  take 
as  a  model,  she  had  made  good  those  breaches  in  the  young  heir’s  fortime  whieb 
had  been  caused  by  his  sire's  extravagance.  But  the  restoration  of  the  pecuniary 
prospects  of  her  son  appeared  to  this  good  mother  the  least  of  the  duties  she  owed 
him ;  her  whole  soul  was  now  filled  with  a  desire  to  make  of  him  a  man  very 
different  from  the  husbands  whom  Fate,  in  its  anger,  had  given  her.  She  scarcely 
slept  till  her  plans  in  this  regard  were  fairly  afoot.  She  had  always  attributed 
the  errors  of  her  two  husbands  to  the  frivolous  education  which  the  young  nobility 
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of  France  was  in  the  habit  of  receiving  in  the  days  when  they  were  young.  The 
education  of  the  young  Maximus  should  be  something  very  different !  And  it 
TU  very  different.  Anything  more  systematically  rigorous  in  its  spirit  it  would 
be  difficult  to  conceive. 

Educated  in  a  secluded  country  place,  up  to  the  age  of  twenty,  Maximus  was 
sheltered  from  “  the  corruption  of  the  age"  both  by  his  mother's  wing  and  by  the 
wing  of  an  old  priest,  who  was  nearly  as  sour  as  he  was  learned.  Unable  to  avoid 
sending  the  lad  to  college,  she  went  up  to  Paris  with  him  herself,  and  overlooked 
bis  career,  while  he  kept  his  terms,  with  her  own  ever-present  motherly  eye. 
Erery  evening,  when  he  left  the  academic  hall,  this  spotless  lamb  retired  to  a 
sheep-fold,  watched  over  by  his  mother,  in  a  solitary  street  under  the  shadow  of 
the  very  turrets  of  St.  Sulpice.  Maximus,  when,  at  twenty-three  years  of  age, 
he  took  his  diploma,  knew  the  names  of  the  leading  ro/e's  and  theatres — but  he 
knew  no  more  about  them  than  their  names. '  As  to  those  other  places  to  which 
young  students  are  generally  so  eager  to  resort,  he  did  not  even  know  of  their 
exutence ;  so  that  no  credit  was  due  to  him  for  avoiding  them. 

Thus  far,  then,  the  marchioness  had  succeeded  in  her  scheme— had  she  suc¬ 
ceeded  too  well?  One  thing  is  certain — in  return  for  the  devotedness  of  this 
watchful  mother,  whose  love  was  strengthened  by  her  earnestness  as  well  as 
moderated  by  it,  the  son  manifested  towards  her  the  deepest  gratitude,  the  most 
implicit  obedience,  and  a  veneration  worthy  of  the  grey  old  times. 

Having  safely  piloted  her  boy  through  the  rocks  and  quicksands  of  that  archipe¬ 
lago  of  Paris  life  in  which  so  many  young  men  make  shipwreck,  this  indefatigable  lady 
raolved  to  complete  the  good  work  by  getting  Maximus  safely  married.  He  would 
then  be  out  of  harm’s  way,  she  thought ;  but  it  must  also  be  confessed  that,  now 
and  then,  looking  at  the  utterly  innocent  life  he  had  led,  the  mother  felt  a  secret 
compassion  for  him — a  sentiment  altogether  feminine,  and  which  the  austerities  of  her 
CKsd  and  her  life  had  not  been  able  to  prevent.  It  would  be  only  kind,  as  well  as 
wise,  to  cut  short  this  dreary  probation,  supported  though  it  was  by  the  probationer 
without  a  single  murmur.  Poor  lad ! — a  garden  without  flowers  bad  his  cold, 
colourless  life  been  until  now.  “  Let  us  look,”  said  the  mother,  “  for  some  sweet 
jooDg  rose,  whose  chaste  perfume  and  innocent  beauty  may  give  it  warmth  and 
light  I"  The  search  was  made,  and  the  choice  fell  on  Mademoiselle  de  Beauprd,  who 
had  wealth  as  well  as  birth,  and  was,  besides,  remarkably  beautiful — the  latter  a 
point  to  which  mothers-in-law  almost  always  attach  considerable  importance. 
Moreover,  she  had  been  brought  up  in  country  seclusion  like  Maximus ;  and  Madame 
de  Gardagne  had  a  pious,  provincial  horror  of  Parisian  girls.  Maximus  proved 
himself  as  good  a  boy  in  this  little  matrimonial  matter  as  he  had  been  in  everything 
else;  and,  as  the  girl  was  really  charming,  he  found  his  pleasure  and  his  duty 
identical. 

When  a  girl  marries,  she  is  freer  than  she  was  before ;  her  new  life  is  a  sort  of 
emancipation.  Brought  up  like  a  girl,  as  Maximus  had  been,  he  was,  in  truth, 
entitled  to  the  benefit  of  this  provision ;  and,  being  just,  his  mother  had  deter¬ 
mined  not  to  refuse  it  to  him,  though  it  must  be  confessed  that  the  result  of  a 
pnrtial  experiment  was  not  encouraging.  During  the  first  few  weeks  of  his  married 
life,  Madame  de  Gardagne  put  down  her  sceptre  now  and  then,  but  the  result  was 
rach  that  she  was  at  length  compelled  to  reconsider  her  plans.  By  an  accident 
which,  if  this  were  a  romance,  would  be  called  an  invention  of  the  author  for  the 
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sake  of  contrast,  Madame  dc  Luscourt  had  been  brought  up  like  a  boy !  Mother¬ 
less  from  her  cradle,  the  girl  had  always  lived  in  the  country  with  M.  de 
Beaupre,  and  a  certain  tinge  of  virility  had  been  communicated  to  her  manners  from 
being  continually  in  this  vigorous  gentleman’s  society.  Up  to  the  time  of  her  mar- 
riage,  Flavia  had  shown  but  little  taste  for  the  ordinary  pursuits  of  young  ladies :  she 
drew  badly,  did  fancy  needlework  badly,  and  did  not  care  fur  the  piano.  On  tbt 
other  hand,  she  rode  like  an  Amazon,  brought  down  a  pigeon  on  the  wing,  and, 
wonderful  to  add,  could  actually  fence  well,  having  often  played  with  the  foils  for 
amusement  along  with  her  father.  In  a  word,  she  did  nearly  everything  in  thk 
way  which  Maximus  had  been  taught  by  his  anxious  mother  not  to  do. 

One  of  them  being  so  shy  and  backward,  the  other  so  bold  and  free,  the  newly- 
married  pair  were  both  a  little  embarrassed  in  each  other’s  society,  and,  in  fact, 
studied  each  other  with  a  good  deal  of  curiosity.  In  his  ante-nuptial  dreams, 
Maximus  had  always  fancied  himself  marrying  a  delicate  angel  of  a  woman,  while 
Flavia  had  never  conceived  of  a  husband  except  with  a  sword  at  his  side.  Both 
husband  and  wife,  therefore,  were  a  little  taken  in.  Maximus  very  soon  accommo¬ 
dated  himself  to  his  share  of  the  mistake,  and  took  very  enthusiastically  to  this 
charming  young  creature.  She,  however,  was  not  so  fast.  Her  husband’s  piety, 
steadiness,  and  veneration  for  his  mother  inspired  her  with  an  involuntary  respect, 
it  is  true ;  but  she  could  not  help  observing  that  he  did  not  know  how  to  get  on 
horseback  properly,  and  that  his  shyness  very  often  degenerated  into  downright 
awkwardness ;  so  that  her  feelings  for  her  husband  were  nearer  neighbours  to 
esteem  than  to  affection,  and  she  now  and  then  went  near  to  find  him  ridiculous. 
It  is  always  wearisome  to  be  forced  to  admire  another,  and  by-and-by  one  it 
driven  to  criticism  for  a  refuge.  It  was  not  very  long  before  Flavia  began  to 
conceive  an  undefinable  antipathy  for  the  virtues  which,  in  the  abstract,  inspired 
her  with  so  much  veneration.  The  almost  monkish  rigidity  of  her  husband’s  life 
wras  surely  throwing  blame,  by  implication,  upon  the  genuine,  though  less  austere, 
form  of  piety  in  which  she  had  been  trained.  Every  night  the  young  husband 
knelt  down  in  a  corner  of  the  bedroom,  and  said  a  very  long  prayer,  like  the  son 
of  Tobias  in  the  Apocrypha.  Now,  Flavin’s  evening  prayers  were  always  short, 
and  she  could  hardly  fail  to  think  her  husband’s  tedious.  On  Sundays,  Flarii 
always  went  to  mass,  and  thought  she  had  been  good”  enough ;  but  Maximut 
never  missed  vespers  as  well.  Aud  this  harmless,  not  to  say  laudable,  behaviour 
on  his  part  grew  up,  by  degrees,  into  a  matter  of  grave  vexation  in  the  bosom  of 
the  young  wife.  “  Upon  my  word,”  thought  she,  “  I  do  not  understand  why  he 
did  not  turn  priest  instead  of  marrying  me.” 

Poets  have  always  declared  that  women  arc  a  sort  of  visible  angels — a  creature 
midway  between  heaven  and  earth ;  and,  not  unnaturally,  the  fairer  half  of 
creation  has  swallowed  the  compUment.  Consequently,  a  woman  forgives  he 
lover  for  any  and  every  kind  of  superiority  over  herself  but  a  superiority  in  the 
domain  over  which  she  holds  herself  exclusive  sovereign.  The  most  intolerant  d 
female  saints  gets  on  better  with  a  male  sinner,  whom  she  may — who  knows?— 
convert,  than  with  a  male  saint  who  preaches  to  her.  She  would  rather  give  than 
take  pattern.  Now,  Madame  de  Luscourt  could  not  deny  to  her  husband  “  the 
prize  of  virtue,’’  but  she  did  not  at  all  enjoy  having  to  award  it  every  day  and 
every  hour  of  her  life.  Every  minutia  of  his  excessive  goodness,  what  was  it  but 
a  pUrme  out  of  her  wings — angel’s  wings?  Yes,  Maximus  was  too  good ;  and  tht 
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discovery,  instead  of  inspiring  liis  wife  with  a  spirit  of  generous  emulation,  inspired 
her  with  one  of  those  intractable  half-dislikes  which,  sooner  or  later,  re-act  upon 
conduct. 

In  spite  of  her  frankness  and  extreme  natural  vivacity,  the  young  wife  strove 
hard  to  keep  down  this  feeling ;  and,  in  the  effort  to  do  so,  put  on,  in  perfect  good 
faith,  an  affectation  of  humility  and  deference  to  her  husband,  of  which  he,  simple 
man,  was  entirely  the  dupe.  Not  so,  however,  Madame  de  Gardagne.  You  can 
never  blind  a  mother’s  eyes  or  deceive  her  heart — at  least,  it  is  so  said.  She  saw 
the  Uttle  cloud  that  was  creeping  up  the  matrimonial  sky ;  but,  before  she  could 
take  measures  for  dissipating  it,  a  much  more  positive  ground  for  apprehension 
appeared  on  the  horizon. 

III. 

It  is  a  fact  which  must  be  admitted,  however  unwillingly,  that  there  really  do 
exist  men  who — whether  in  obedience  to  some  original  impulse  of  their  natures,  or 
to  the  impulses  of  a  character  gradually  corrupted  by  persistent  wrong-doing — 
play,  in  relation  to  women,  the  same  part  as  the  falcon  and  sparrow-hawk  play  in 
relation  to  the  more  timid  kinds  of  birds.  They  are  men  of  prey,  as  the  others  are 
birds  of  prey.  M.  le  Vicomte  de  Choisy  was  one  of  these  men  of  prey — always  on 
the  look-out  for  innocence  to  deprave  or  virtue  to  tear  to  ribbons.  It  was  the 
fashion  of  the  day  to  “  himt”  married  women  rather  than  girls.  All  the  time 
daring  which  he  had  been  a  neighbour  of  M.  de  Beaupre  he  had  been  content  to 
let  Flavia  alone ;  but  as  soon  as  ever  the  poor  thing  was  married,  she  became,  in 
his  eyes,  like  a  diamond  just  set  and  polished  at  a  lapidary’s.  She  had  acquired  a 
fresh  value ;  and,  though  the  conquest  of  her  fidelity  was  a  difficult  task,  he  made 
np  his  mind  to  undertake  it,  because  the  qualities  of  the  young  wife,  and  the 
pecahar  circumstances  of  the  case,  were  precisely  of  the  kind  to  pique  his  self-love. 
Now  at  forty  years  of  age  a  man  stands  but  a  poor  chance  of  pleasing  a  woman 
if  he  addresses  himself  primarily  to  her  instincts.  That  great,  beautiful  door  of 
the  heart  which  is  open  to  the  young  will  not  unclose  for  him  if  he  knocks  at  it 
directly.  But  then  there  are  the  millionfold  avenues  of  access  presented  by 
feminine  vanity,  and  these  he  can  traverse  pretty  much  at  will,  if  he  will  only  heed 
what  the  experience  of  a  man  of  the  world  cannot  fail  to  have  told  him.  Leaving, 
then,  to  boys  of  twenty  all  manner  of  passionate  extravagances,  the  count  took 
ap  with  a  temperate,  insinuating,  gradual  course  of  gallantry,  which  went  to  its 
mark  by  cross-roads  and  oblique  cuts,  but  which  really  did  go  to  it.  It  made  way 
not  so  fast,  perhaps,  but  it  had  the  great  merit  of  never  losing  ground.  Un¬ 
encumbered  by  any  points  o£  pride,  just  because  he  had  not  hung  out  any  flag,  he 
was  free  to  accept,  at  first,  any  post,  however  subordinate,  which  might  promise 
advancement.  So  he  became,  not  unwillingly  by  any  means,  a  sort  of  confidant 
and  itinerary  of  I’arisian  wonders — a  humble  office,  but  one  with  resources  in  it, 
as  no  man  knew  better  than  he. 

Little  by  little,  notwithstanding  the  watchfulness  of  her  mother-in-law  and 
the  Puritanism  of  her  husband,  Madame  de  Luscourt  had  glided  into  an  intimacy 
with  this  dangerous  man — an  intimacy  limited,  in  the  first  instance,  to  the  inter¬ 
change  of  commonplaces,  but  daily  and  hourly  conquering  fresh  territory,  and 
poshing  on  from  matters  in  which  the  head  alone  was  concerned  to  matters  in 
which  the  heart,  too,  might  claim  a  share.  The  age  of  the  viscount  was  so  much 
m  his  favour,  and  so  little  open  to  suspicion  in  the  eyes  of  simple  people ;  he  had 


80  THE  TREE  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 


80  much  natural  subtlety  of  intellect ;  there  was  such  a  strain  of  tender  dignity  is 
his  manners ;  and,  above  all,  he  had  studied  women  so  perseveringly,  that  he  tm 
able  to  keep  his  footing  upon  a  slippery  platform  where  thousands  of  men  would 
have  fallen.  So  he  bowed  the  ladies  over  the  great  city,  lent  his  horses  to 
M.  de  Beanprc  to  be  hunted  to  death,  gave  him  the  run  of  his  grounds  till  he  hsd 
massacred  all  the  pheasants,  and  made  himself  so  civil  and  so  useful,  and  all  in  sudi  : 
k  quiet  way,  that  he  was  at  last  duly  installed  as  a  “  friend  of  the  family.” 

Bringing  to  the  siege  which  he  had  undertaken  some  knowledge  of  military  , 
matters,  the  count  began  by  an  attempt  to  imdermine  the  three  threatening 
fortresses  which  flanked  the  lady’s  position.  With  her  mother-in-law  he  had  shwt  | 
work,  thanks  to  the  natural  tendency  of  a  daughter-in-law  to  rebel  at  the  other’i 
authority.  The  husband  was  not  yet  blown  up — far  from  it ;  but  the  pointed 
manner  in  which  the  wife  was  always  ready  to  recognise  his  merits  was  not  the 
genuine  thing — not  the  style  and  fashion  of  deep,  tender,  wifely  love.  As  for  the 
father,  he  hardly  wanted  undermining  at  all — he  was  one  of  those  easy-going 
parents  who  think  their  obligation  to  a  daughter  at  an  end  when  they  have 
married  her  off,  saying  to  themselves — “  Come,  that's  over;  now  it’s  his  affair  to  ; 
look  after  her !” 

At  the  period  of  which  we  have  been  writing,  M.  de  Choisy  had  so  successfoUj 
executed  his  preliminary  manoeuvres  that  there  was  really  no  necessity  for  hit 
uttering  in  form  the  avowal  which,  as  a  matter  of  policy,  he  kept  back.  His 
glances  had  been  so  little  disguised,  and  his  conduct  received,  in  the  mere  fact  that 
the  lady  tolerated  it,  a  permissive  justification  so  undeniable,  that,  in  abstaining  | 
from  using  the  word  love,”  the  man  appeared  rather  to  be  sacrificing  a  point  c/l 
right  than  yielding  to  an  interdiction.  Taking  measure,  then,  with  wonderfol 
coolness,  of  the  ground  he  had  already  won,  he  took  a  pleasure  in  proceeding, 
step  by  step  and  slowly,  like  a  traveller  who  pauses  by  the  way  to  enjoy  the  land-  | 
scape.  This  course  of  procedure  he  was  now  called  upon  to  modify.  Madame  de 
Luscourt  was  about  to  leave  Paris,  and  it  was  necessary  to  strike  a  decided  blow.  ■ 
The  result  was  the  letter  which  Madame  de  Gardagne  has  just  been  reading.  j 

IV.  I 


Madame  de  Gardagne  spent  some  time  in  studying  the  billet.  When  she  had 
mastered  its  contents  and  made  her  reflections,  she  made  a  movement  towarda 
throwing  it  into  the  fire ;  but,  upon  second  thoughts,  held  it  back,  and  took  at 
much  care  of  it  as  if  she  had  been  a  girl  of  eighteen  receiving  her  first  love-letter. 
Her  reflections  ran  somewhat  in  this  order : — 

“  This  is  his  first  attempt.  It  is  thwarted  for  him.  But  he  will  make  another. 
Shall  I  be  as  successful  in  thwarting  that  f  Even  if  1  am,  may  not  my  sagacity 
be  at  fault  sooner  or  later?  The  man  is  pitiless,  persevering  I  A  little  check  like 
this  will  hardly  stop  him,  for  I  have  observed  that  obstacles  and  difficulties 
irritate,  instead  of  discouraging,  him.  What  am  I  to  do,  in  order  to  avert  the 
misfortune  which  hangs  over  my  boy  ?  lie  is  a  man,  pious  and  good  as  he  is, 
and,  if  he  finds  out  this  heartless  villain,  there  will  be  a  duel — the  very  counter¬ 
part,  perhaps,  of  that  in  which  his  father  lost  his  life.  If  he  dies,  I  shall  die  too, 
I  am  sure  of  it.  M.  de  Beaupre  has  told  me  what  a  swordsman  this  Choisy  is, 
and  my  Maximus  has  never  had  a  foil  in  his  hands.  No  ;  he  must  know  nothing 
about  it :  a  struggle  like  this,  between  innocence  and  this  incarnate  fiend,  is  not 
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in  [  for  his  pure  and  noble  heart  to  witness.  I  brought  him  up  to  be  what  he  is,  and 

M  f  I  will  tight  this  battle  for  him.  Up  to  this  point  poor  Flavia  has  only  played 

Id  the  coquette ;  she  is  yet  uncorrupted ;  we  must  crush  the  canker-worm  before  it 

to  I  has  time  to  pass  out  of  her  head  into  her  heart.  Not  a  moment  to  lose  I  A  few 

td  I  days  hence  it  may  be,  alas,  too  late !” 

di  I  To  strengthen,  then,  in  the  bosom  of  her  daughter-in-law  the  languishing 
sentiment  of  duty  which  had  to  do  the  work  of  conjugal  loyalty ;  to  fling  off  the 
7  )  viscount  without  awakening  scandal ;  and  to  keep  Maximus  in  the  dark,  for  fear 

ig  of  some  fatal  catastrophe — these  were  the  ends  which  the  old  lady  set  before  her- 

rt  self.  She  cast  about  for  help,  and  her  thoughts  readily  turned  to  M.  de  Beaupru 
’■  as  a  natural  ally  under  the  circumstances. 

d  “  Between  you  and  me,”  said  she  one  morning  after  breakfast,  “  what  is  your 

t  opinion  of  M.  de  Choisy  ?” 

t  \  “  Choisy  ?”  said  the  jolly  old  sportsman — “  Choisy  ?  Oh,  a  first-rate  fellow  ; 

g  they  say  he’s  proud  and  all  that ;  but  look  at  his  horseflesh — and  all  at  my  service, 

e  I  whenever  I  want  it.  I  like  Choisy." 

0  I  “  But  does  his  character  inspire  you  with  esteem  ?” 

“  Dear  me,  yes !  I  esteem  him  very  much  indeed.  Of  course  I  do ;  see  how 
j  i  he  lends  me  his  horses.  You  should  see  his  stable — a  perfect  horse-boudoir  I  His 

I  I  horses  are  a  little  small  for  me ;  but  then  1  am  such  an  out-sizer !” 

■  “lam  asking  your  opinion  of  his  character,  and  not  of  his  horses.” 

{  “  Well  he  is  a  first-rater,  I  tell  you.  By-the-bye,  I’m  expecting  a  lovely  bay 

If  I  mare  from  him  this  morning — short  tail — never  rode  her  before — ought  to  be  here 
f  I  by  this  time,  1  think.” 

1  I  “Cannot  you  give  me  a  serious,  straightforward  answer?  My  question  is 
,  I  prompted  by  an  anxiety  which  I  think  you  should  share  with  me.  It  is  impossible 

■  you  should  not  have  guessed  the  meaning  of  all  this  man’s  assiduous  attentions.” 

)  1  “  Attentions?  why,  he’s  hardly  ever  here  1”  said  Flavia’s  papa. 

“  When  he  has  packed  you  off  on  his  horse,  or  sent  you  to  kill  his  partridges, 
of  course  he  is  sure  of  not  meeting  you  here.  But  I  tell  you  he  comes  here  often — 
too  often — and  that  his  visits  have  already  excited  a  good  deal  of  comment.  Flavia 
is  so  young  and  so  pretty  that  the  attentions  of  a  man  like  Choisy  will  inevitably 
be  ill-interpreted ;  and  only  yesterday  evening,  at  Madame  d’Agost’s  party,  I  had 
I  to  listen  to  some  rather  unpleasant  remarks.” 

I  “  Spiteful  old  frumps !  People  envy  him.” 

“  Well,  let  them  envy  him  for  whatever  they  please,  I  don’t  want  him  envied 
for  his  conquests  under  our  roof.  In  a  word,  his  conduct  seems  to  me  to  be  of  a 
character — I  will  not  say  to  compromise,  but  certainly  to  embarrass,  our  Flavia, 
and  that  is  reason  enough  for  my  anxiously  desiring  to  ward  off  all  mischief  from 
'  these  children  of  ours.  To-morrow  we  start  for  the  country,  and  you  can  do 

I  nothing  at  Madame  de  Selve’s ;  but  when  we  come  back  to  town  1  shall  expect 

you  to  make  the  count  understand — do  it  as  politely  as  you  please — that  his  visits 
would  be  more  agreeable  if  they  were  a  little  less  frequent.” 

“  How  very  nice  I  Why,  I  have  just  invited  Choisy  down  with  us,  to  spend  a 
fortnight  at  my  sister-in-law’s.” 

“  You  have  invited  him  1  Then  we  will  not  go,  that  is  all.” 

“  Come,  my  dear  marchioness,”  said  Beaupre,  good-naturedly,  “  don’t  get  upon 
your  high  horse,  you  know.  Why  suspect  Choisy  of  .meaning  ill,  any  more  than  a 
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score  of  other  men  who  think  Flavia  very  pretty  ?  I  do  assure  you  he  has  nothing 
of  the  sort  in  his  head,  poor  man  1  for  I  am  in  his  confidence,  and  happen  to  knov 
that  he  has  other  views.  He  is  going  to  get  married,  for  one  thing.  He  is  very 
gracious  to  Flavia,  and  so  he  is  to  all  the  girls  he  meets.  And,  between  us,  my 
dear  lady,  your  son  would  not  do  badly  for  himself  if  he  were  to  take  pattern  a 
little  from  Choisy ;  for,  upon  my  word,  the  poor  boy  is  not  very  winsome  in  his 
ways  and  his  appearance.  What  a  mortified  old  monk  you  have  made  of  himl 
Flavia  said  to  me  yesterday - ” 

“  Well,  Flavia  said - ?” 

Oh,  nothing — girl’s  nonsense.  But  even  if  she  did  find  Choisy  more  enter* 
taming  than  my  virtuous  son-in-law,  who  could  blame  her?  However,  I  will 
answer  for  her  virtue  with  my  own  soul,  and  stuff  and  nonsense  of  this  sort  won’t 
make  me  shut  my  door  on  a  friend  I’ve  known  for  twenty  years.” 

“  Who  has  the  finest  horses  in  Paris !” 

“  Yes — of  which  here  is  a  sample !” 

And  M.  de  Beaupre  looked  out  of  window  with  a  loving  eye  at  the  beautiful 
steed  that  was  being  led  up  the  avenue  by  a  servant  in  the  livery  of  the  count.  In 
hot  haste  he  seized  his  riding- whip,  cap,  and  gloves,  and  the  old  sportsman  was  gone. 

“  Permit  me,”  said  he,  bowing  himself  out.  “  My  motto  is,  ‘  Never  keep  a 
horse  waiting.’  Don’t  get  crotchets  of  this  kind  into  your  head.  At  our  age  we 
must  think  of  ourselves,  and  leave  the  young  people  to  fight  their  own  battles  in 
their  own  way.  I  have  handed  over  all  my  authority  over  Flavia  to  your  son. 
Let  him  look  to  it.  1  have  taken  a  great  big  oath  never  to  interfere  between  my 
Bon-in-law  and  my  daughter.” 

”  Selfish  man  1”  said  Madame  de  Gardagne  when  he  was  gone ;  “  give  him  s 
good  horse,  and  a  good  gim,  and  the  run  of  a  good  preserve,  and  what  does  he 


I 

nothing 


care  for  anybody  ?” 

Finding  that  she  must  look  for  no  support  from  this  quarter,  the  marchioness 
could  not,  for  some  little  time,  make  up  her  mind  what  course  to  adopt.  Having 
at  length  decided  that,  she  passed  into  one  of  the  sitting-rooms,  where  she 
expected  to  find  her  daughter-in-law.  Madame  de  Luscourt  was  there,  reading 
the  paper,  and  rose  from  the  lonnging-chair  and  offered  it  to  the  old  lady  the 
moment  she  entered  the  room. 

“  Keep  your  seat,  my  dear,”  said  the  marchioness,  choosing  another  chair— 
“keep  your  seat.  But  how  comes  it  that  you  keep  in-doors  such  a  beautiful 
afternoon  as  this  ?  I  thought  you  were  out  with  Maximus.” 

“  Isn’t  it  Sunday  ?”  replied  Flavia,  coldly ;  “  no  doubt  Maximus  is  gone  to 
vespers,  and  I’m  only  passing  my  day  in  the  English  fashion,  except  that,  instead 
of  reading  the  Bible,  I  read  the  newspaper.  I  know  it’s  very  worldly  and  wicked  of 
me,  so  when  I  heard  the  door  open  I  hid  it,  for  I  was  afrmd  it  was  my  husband.” 

“  You  make  out  Maximus  worse  than  he  is.  1  am  sure  he  does  not  forbid  yon 
to  read.” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,”  said  the  young  wife,  drily ;  “  yesterday  I  borrowed  ‘  Lelia’ 
at  a  circulating  library ;  this  morning  he  found  it  on  my  table,  and  sent  it  away.” 

“  Well,  certainly,  that’s  something  like  an  absolute  monarch,”  said  the 
marchioness,  trying  hard  to  smile ;  “  but  if  I  were  in  your  place  I  should  try 
and  see,  in  such  a  coup-d'e'tat,  rather  a  proof  of  attachment  than  an  act  of 
despotism.  And  after  all,  my  dear,  there  are  other  books  besides  ‘  Lelia.’  Do  you 
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not  perceive  that  in  your  husband’s  anxiety  to  keep  your  reading  so  very  select  he 
is  showing  you  a  mark  of  respect  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes,  I  quite  perceive — I  understand — I  appreciate  it  all.  Oh,  perfectly. 
I  shall  have  to  go  back  to  the  school  library,  and  ‘  Contes  h  Ma  Pille,’  of  course.” 

“  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about  our  leaving  Paris,”  said  the  marchioness,  putting 
'  as  much  gentleness  and  good-humour  into  her  words  as  her  daughter-in-law  put 
I  ill-humour  into  hers. 

[  “  I  do  not  see  why  my  opinion  should  be  necessary  upon  a  matter  already 

*  decided  upon,”  replied  Flavia,  icily  enough. 

“  You  mean  that  the  journey  is  not  to  your  taste  ?” 

P  “  Not  to  my  taste  ?  Oh,  dear,  yes !  I’m  so  pleased  about  it.  In  March  the 
!  country  is  delicious.  Of  course  there  are  no  leaves  upon  the  trees  yet,  but  then 
I  there  is  snow,  to  make  up  for  that ;  and  you  can  play  at  rural  games — in  the 

I  chimney-corner.  I  cannot  conceive  why  anybody  at  all  keeps  Lent  in  Paris.” 

Since  she  had  been  made  aware  of  the  invitation  which  M.  de  Beaupre  had 
I  given  to  the  count,  the  marchioness  had  herself  taken  a  strong  dislike  to  the 

i  projected  journey ;  and,  notwithstanding  her  religion,  she  did  not  think  it  was 

straining  her  conscience  too  hard  to  conceal  the  true  reason  for  the  change  in  her 
^  own  view,  or  to  attribute  to  her  son's  own  will  and  pleasure  a  change  of  plan 
which  she  saw  would  be  agreeable  to  his  wife. 

'  “  Really,”  said  she,  smiling,  “  you  have  fallen  in  love  with  the  country  rather 

inopportunely ;  how  will  you  manage  with  Maximus,  who  wants  to  stay  here  for 
a  while  yet,  and  fancied  it  would  please  you  ?” 

]  “  Is  it  not  my  duty  to  obey  T'  answered  Flavia,  now  smiling  in  her  turn — for 

^  her  ill-humour  was  completely  dissipated  by  this  unexpected  crisis. 


After  having  brought  back  some  degree  of  serenity  to  the  countenance  of  the 
young  wife — a  preparatory  procedure,  which,  as  a  clever  diplomatist,  she  knew 
better  than  to  neglect — the  marchioness  found  herself  even  more  at  a  loss  than  she 
was  when  she  began  the  conversation.  But  her  hesitation  was  of  short  duration ; 
for  clever  people  make  up  their  minds  promptly,  though  with  provisos  for  possible 
changes.  Up  to  this  time,  in  her  conversations  with  her  daughter-in-law,  she  had 
avoided  all  discussions  in  which  the  count  might  turn  up  as  a  topic — knowing,  as 
she  well  did,  that  to  speak  about  a  person,  even  in  order  to  speak  ill  of  him,  is  to 
make  him  of  importance ;  and  that  contradiction  only  irritates  reprehensible 
feelings,  never  roots  them  up.  But  here  was  a  case  in  which  this  wise  old  dame 
perceived  a  necessity  for  dropping  her  accustomed  reserve  about  the  man.  She 
wanted  to  know  if  the  serpent  had  really  contrived  to  insinuate  any  of  his  poison 
into  this  young  and  tender  heart. 

“Well,  then,”  she  resumed,  “that  is  a  settled  thing:  we  remain  in  Paris. 
Some  time  in  the  course  of  the  summer  we  shall  have  an  opportunity  of  paying 
your  aunt  a  visit.  It  would  have  been  quite  a  pity  not  to  be  here  when  Mademoi¬ 
selle  de  Cheneceaux  is  going  to  be  married.  AVhat  a  w'edding  it  will  be  I” 

“Oh,  superb,  by  all  accounts,”  said  Flavia,  with  much  animation— “at 


Madame  d’Agost’s,  the  other  evening,  people  talked  of  little  else.” 

“  Yes ;  spring  is  the  best  time  for  marrying,  I  suppose,  for  I  heard  of  a  dozen 
other  weddings  yesterday,”  said  Madame  de  Gardagne,  speaking  carelessly.  “  But 
I  have  forgotten  them  all  but  one — the  marriage  of  our  friend  M.  de  Choisy ;  have 
you  heard  of  it  ?" 
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STUDIES  m  BOTANY. 

II. — GENERAL  VIEW  OP  THE  VEGETABLE  KINGDOM. 

“Father,  thj  hand 

Hath  rear'd  these  venerable  columns ;  thou 
Didst  weave  this  verdant  roof.  Thou  didst  look  down 
Upon  the  naked  earth,  and  forthwith  rose 
All  these  fair  ranks  of  trees. 

*  *  *  That  delicate  forest  flower, 

With  scented  breath,  and  look  so  like  a  smile. 

Seems,  as  it  issnes  from  the  shapeless  mould, 

An  emanation  of  the  indwelling  Life, 

A  visible  token  of  the  upholding  Love, 

That  are  the  soul  of  this  wide  universe.” — Bryant. 

Animals,  Pl4nts,  and  Minerals. — We  have  seen  that  all  the  compound 
organs  of  a  plant  are  made  up  of  various  tissues  formed  by  the  combination  d 
little  cells  of  every  conceivable  shape.  Before  we  direct  our  attention  to  the 
forms  and  functions  of  these  organs,  we  will  glance  at  the  general  characters  hj 
which  plants  may  be  discriminated.  No  absolute  definition  of  a  plant  can  be 
given  in  the  present  state  of  our  knowledge.  Minerals,  being  destitute  of  life 
and  organisation,  may  be  readily  distinguished  from  plants ;  but  there  exists  no 
line  of  demarcation  between  plants  and  animals.  The  higher  members  of  the 
Vegetable  Kingdom,  such  as  the  stately  forest  tree  and  the  pretty  flower  nestled  at 
its  root,  have  many  striking  characteristics  which  indicate  their  true  nature ;  but 
the  lowest  plants  possess  few  qualities  distinct  from  those  belonging  to  the 
humblest  creatures  in  the  animal  scale ;  indeed,  it  is  impossible  to  say  whether 
some  of  the  most  unpretending  forms  of  life  belong  to  the  Vegetable  or  to  the 
Animal  Kingdom.  In  a  general  sense,  however,  plants  may  be  distinguished  from 
animals  by  the  following  characters : — 

1.  They  obtain  their  nourishment  from  the  inorganic  world,  while  animak 
consume  organic  matter. 

2.  Plants  are  stationary,  and  absorb  the  substances  by  which  they  are 
nourished  through  their  external  surfaces.  Animals,  on  the  contrary,  beiog 
gifted  with  sensation  and  power  of  voluntary  motion,  wander  about  in  search  of 
food,  which  they  receive  in  internal  cavities  or  special  digestive  organa. 

S.  Plants,  by  a  process  analogous  to  respiration,  absorb  carbonic  acid  gas,  and 
eliminate  oxygen  ;  while  animals  absorb  oxygen  and  breathe  out  carbonic  acid. 

4.  The  tissues  of  plants  consist  of  the  three  elements,  carbon,  oxygen,  and 
hydrogen ;  while  those  of  animals  contain  an  additional  element — namely,  nitrogen. 

These  distinctive  characters  cannot  always  be  depended  on  when  we  compare 
particular  individuals,  and  must  only  be  regarded  as  general  marks  of  difference 
between  the  members  of  each  organic  kingdom. 

Forms  of  Vegetable  Life. — ^The  humblest  plant  is  connected  with  the 
highest  by  a  gradation  of  beautiful  or  curious  forms.  The  lowest  links  in  this 
wondrous  chain  of  being  are  separate  cells  of  various  shapes.  The  curious  Red 
Snow  plant,  which  consists  of  a  single  rounded  cell,  may  be  taken  as  the  type  of 
these  humble  organisms.  A  little  higher  in  the  scale,  numerous  cells  are  combined 
in  a  row  to  form  the  individual  plant,  and  one  of  these  ^component  cells  is  often 
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found  to  include  many  others  of  very  minute  dimensions.  These  little  cells  deve¬ 
loped  within  the  larger  ones  are  termed  upores,  and  they  are  especially  designed 
for  reproducing  the  plant,  just  as  the  seeds  of  flowering  plants  are  adapted  for 
that  purpose.  The  different  kinds  of  Moulds  found  on  cheese,  preserves,  paper, 
and  other  substances  are  examples  of  this  form  of  vegetable  life.  In  the  plants 
above  these  we  find  the  cells  combined  in  various  ways  so  as  to  form  flattened 
leaf-like  expansions  as  well  as  special  organs  for  reproduction.  These  plants, 
vhich  are  illustrated  by  the  Sea-weeds,  have  no  distinct  stems  bearing  leaves. 
Passing  over  various  intermediate  stages,  we  arrive  at  the  Mosses,  which  have 
evident  leaf-bearing  stems,  and  which  present  us  with  the  first  trace  of  roots. 
The  Mosses,  and  all  the  lower  grades  of  plants,  are  mainly  composed  of  parenchy¬ 
matous  cells ;  and,  except  in  a  few  instances,  neither  wood-cells  nor  vessels  can  be 
detected  in  them.  These,  therefore,  are  frequently  termed  Cellular  plants,  in 
order  to  distinguish  them  from  the  higher  organisms,  which  are  generally  furnished 
with  both  wood-cells  and  vessels,  and  are  known  as  Vascular  plants. 

The  lowest  orders  of  Vascular  plants  are,  like  the  true  Mosses,  comparatively 
insignificant  in  appearance ;  but  the  Ferns,  which  form  the  next  link  in  the  chain 
of  vegetable  life,  sometimes  grow  to  a  great  height,  and  rival  the  Palms  in  their 
majestic  beauty.  The  Ferns  are  flowerless,  and  are  reproduced  by  spores,  instead 
of  by  true  seeds.  The  flowering  plants  are  those  in  which  we  have  the  highest 
and  most  perfect  condition  of  vegetation,  and  it  is  to  these  our  attention  will  be 
more  particularly  directed.  The  seed  of  a  flowering  plant  contains  within  itself 
all  the  essential  parts  of  the  future  organism  in  the  form  of  an  embryo  ;  while  the 
spore  of  a  flowerless  plant  merely  consists  of  a  single  cell,  or  of  several  cells  united, 
and  never  exhibits  any  distinction  of  parts  until  it  begins  to  develop  in  the 
ordinary  process  of  vegetation.  The  stem,  root,  and  kaces,  which  originally  exist 
in  a  rudimentary  state  in  the  embryo,  or  are  developed  as  soon  as  germination 
commences,  are  called  the  fundamental  organs  of  the  plant.  They  are  also  called 
organs  of  vegetation  or  nutrition,  because  they  have  for  their  object  the  develop¬ 
ment  and  nutrition  of  the  plant  to  which  they  belong.  The  flower  and  its  parts 
have  assigned  to  them  the  office  of  reproducing  the  plant  by  the  f  jrmatiou  of 
seeds,  and  are  hence  termed  organs  of  reproduction.  The  structure  of  the  various 
organs  will  have  to  be  carefully  studied  by  actual  observation,  as  different  species 
of  plants  can  sometimes  only  be  discriminated  by  very  minute  marks  of  distinction. 
We  will  now  commence  our  special  examination  of  the  organs  of  nutrition. 

THE  STEM. 

Its  Development. — Every  true  seed  contains  an  embryo  composed  of  the 
rudiments  of  stem,  root,  and  leaves,  the  essential  parts  of  the  future  plant.  In 
the  embryo  of  a  common  pea  the  undeveloped  organs  may  be  easily  distinguished. 
The  two  fleshy  lobes  which  form  the  body  of  the  pea  are  the  cotyledons,  or  seed- 
leaves,  and  between  these  lies  a  little  bud,  the  upper  part  of  which  is  the  plumule, 
or  rudimentary  stem,  and  the  lower  part  the  radicle,  or  undeveloped  root.  The 
embryo  is  said  to  be  dicotykdonous  when  it  has  two  seed-leaves,  and  monocoty  - 
ledonous  when  its  plumule  and  radicle  are  sheathed  in  a  single  leaf.  The  spore  or 
cell  of  a  flowerless  plant  has  no  true  embryo,  and  is  therefore  ucotyhdonons — 
destitute  of  cotyledons. 

When  the  seed  of  a  flowering  plant  germinates,  the  radicle  grows  downward, 
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Mrhile  the  plumule  takes  an  opposite  coarse,  seeking  light  and  air.  At  the  same 
time  the  cotyledons  expand,  and  form  the  first  leafy  organs.  The  descending 
portion  of  the  central  axis  thus  produced  is  called  the  root,  and  the  ascending 
portion  which  bears  the  leaves  and  flowers,  the  stem.  In  the  sprouting 
Oat,  the  descending  axis  divides  into  a  number  of  slender  branches  or 
rootlets,  and  the  single  cotyledon  forms  a  sheath  inclosing  the  lower 
part  of  the  stem.  Although  the  stem  has  been  termed  the  ascending 
axis,  it  often  deviates  from  its  upward  course  after  it  has  reached  the 
light,  and  will  run  along  the  ground,  or  even  bury  itself  deep  in  the 
earth. 

Forms  of  Stems. — Stems  have  usually  considerable  firmness  and 
solidity,  but  sometimes  they  are  too  weak  to  support  themselves. 
When  they  trail  on  the  ground  they  are  said  to  he  procumbent ;  when 
'  '■  ’  they  cling  to  other  bodies, by  means  of  suckers,  climbing  or  scandent; 
^'tbc''oak'  when  they  twist  in  a  spiral  manner  round  their  supports,  twining 
or  volubile. 

The  four  principal  kinds  of  stems  are  the  canlis,  the  trunk,  the  culm,  and  the  stipe. 
The  caulis  is  common  to  plants  which  are  herbaceous,  or  die  . 

down  annually,  and  examples  of  it  may  be  seen  in  most  garden 
and  roadside  plants.  ^ 

The  trunk  is  the  woody  and  permanent  stem  which  charac*  ^ 
teriscs  the  tree.  It  always  springs  from  a  dicotyledonous  embryo.  ^ 

In  the  following  liues  Spenser  indicates  the  peculiarities  of  several  ^  |  ’  j 
tree-stems : — 


"  Much  can  they  pnuss  the  trees  so  straight  and  high, 
The  sailing  pine,  the  cedar  proud  and  tall, 

The  vine-prop  elm,  the  poplar  never  dry, 

The  builder  oak,  sole  king  of  forests  all ; 

The  aspen  good  for  staves ;  the  cypress,  funeral.” 


Stipe.  Cocoa-r.ut  Palm. 


The  culm  may  be  seen  in  most  grasses  and  sedges.  It  is  usually 
a  slender  tube,  having  joints  or  partitions  at  the  points  where  the 
leaves  arise. 

The  stipe  is  a  fibrous  stem,  straight 
and  cylindrical,  being  almost  as  thick 
at  the  summit  as  at  the  base.  This 
kind  of  stem  may  be  observed  in  any 
of  the  palms,  or  tree-ferns ;  it  is  pe¬ 
culiar  to  acotyledonous  plants. 

From  the  nature  of  their  stems 
plants  have  been  grouped  under  the 
general  heads  of  Trees,  Shrubs,  and 
Herbs.  Those  which  form  permanent 
woody  stems  are  either  trees  or 
shrubs,  and  those  with  stems  that 
die  off,  and  are  not  persistent,  belong  to  the  her¬ 
baceous  class.  The  term  “  tree"  is  ajj^lied  to  a  plant 
having  a  distinct  trunk,  from  which  permanent 
branches  arise. 

In  a  shrub  the  branches  spring  from  a  very  short  trunk,  or  directly  from 
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the  ground.  A  low  slirub,  branched  very  much  at  the  base,  is  a  bush ;  and  one  of 
still  smaller  dimensions  an  undershrub. 

We  have  said  that  stems  do  not  always  grow  upward  after  having  passed 
the  first  stage  of  development.  Some  stems  run  along  the  surface  of  the  earth ; 
others  burrow  beneath  it ;  and  others,  again,  perish  altogether  at  a  very  early 
period,  leaving  the  nutrition  of  the  plant  to  a  subterranean  branch.  These 
peculiarities  in  the  growth  of  stems  give  rise  to  a  number  of  modifications,  which 
we  will  now  examine. 

The  runner  is  a  slender  prostrate  branch,  sent  off  from  the  base  of  the  stem, 
and  producing  at  its  extremity  roots  and  leaves,  thus  forming  a  new  plant,  which 
extends  itself  in  a  similar  manner.  The  rimner  can  be  examined  in  the  strawberry 
plant.  The  offset  may  be  described  as  a  short  runner.  It  is  seen  in  the  Houseleek. 

The  sucker  is  a  branch  which  springs  from  the  stem  below  the  surface  of  the 
earth,  and  which,  after  proceeding  in  a  horizontal  direction  for  a  certain  distance, 
turns  upward,  and  ultimately  forms  an  independent  plant.  The  Rose,  the  Rasp¬ 
berry,  and  the  Mint  afford  good  examples  of  this  form  of  stem. 

The  Rootstock  is  a  thick,  fleshy  stem,  lying  on  the  surface  of  the  earth,  or 
partly  beneath  it,  giving  eff  roots  from  its  lower  side,  and 
shooting  forth  leaves  every  spring.  It  is  conspicuous  in 
the  Iris  and  Solomon’s  seal. 

The  creeping  stern  is  commonly  mistaken  for  a  root.  It 
is  a  slender  branch  which  runs  along  beneath  the  surface 
of  the  earth,  and  sends  out  both  roots  and  leaf-buds. 

Plants,  such  as  the  Couch-grass,  which  are  provided  with 
this  kind  of  stem,  give  the  husbandman  an  immense 
amount  of  trouble. 

The  Tuber  is  another  subterranean  modification  of  the 
stem,  though  it  bears  but  little  resemblance  to  the  original 
organ.  It  may  be  described  os  a  stem  arrested  in  its  growth,  and  puffed  out  by 
large  quantities  of  starch  being  deposited  in  its  tissue.  It  has  upon  its  surface  a 
number  of  little  buds,  or  eyes,  which  develop  into  new  plants  at  the  proper 
season.  The  common  potato  and  Jerusalem  artichoke  ore  familiar  examples  of 
the  tuber. 

The  Rtilb  is  a  shortened  stem  or  branch,  usually  rounded,  bearing  on  its  surface 
a  number  of  fleshy  scales,  which  are  modified  leaves.  These  scales  are  generally 
thickened  by  the  deposition  of  nutritive  matters  intended  for  the 
future  use  of  the  plant.  The  bulb  is  only  found  in  monocotyledonous 
plants.  In  the  Onion  the  scales  are  covered  externally  by  thin  mem¬ 
branous  coats,  or  tunics — hence  the  bulb  is  said  to  be  tunicaieJ, 

These  membranous  coverings  are  not  present  in  the  bulb  of  the  Lily, 
which  is  called  nuked,  or  scaly. 

The  corm  is  a  solid  underground  stem,  which  does  not  spread  by 
Bending  out  shoots,  but  remains  of  a  rounded  form.  It  occurs  in  the 
Tulip,  Crocus,  and  Gladiolus.  It  is  distinguished  from  a  root  by  pro¬ 
ducing  annually  small  corms,  or  thickened  branches.  It  differs  from 
a  bulb  by  being  solid.  These  arc  the  principal  modiScations  of  the  stem,  and,  os 
they  are  constantly  referred  to  in  botanical  works,  the  student  should  endeavour  to 
remember  them.  J.  C.  B. 
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If  ever  that  description  of  the  atmospheric  idiosyncrasiea  ot  our  native  land  which  is  put  hj 
a  celebrated  French  novelist  in  the  mouth  of  one  of  his  heroes  have  the  slightest  claim  to 
veracity— if  ever  our  “right  little  tight  little  island’’  desen'e  to  be  stigmatised  as  “that  villanons 
country  where  it  is  always  cold,  where  the  fine  weather  is  fog,  the  fog  rain,  the  rain  a  deluge; 
where  the  sun  resembles  the  moon,  and  the  moon  is  like  a  cream  cheese” — it  can  only  apply  when 
“  The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest  of  the  year,” 
even  when  we  commence  our  diaries  for  the  eleventh  month,  and,  as  poor  Tom  Hood  says, 
there  exists 

“  No  warmth,  no  cheerfulness,  no  health,  no  ease. 

No  comfortable  feel  in  any  member; 

No  shade,  no  shine,  no  butterflies,  no  bees, 

No  fruits,  no  flowers,  no  leaves,  no  birds, 

November  1” 

But,  as  some  one  advises,  “  Let  the  calomel  be  concealed  beneath  the  jelly.”  The  proverb  teaches 
that  there  is  a  silvery  lining  to  every  cloud ;  and  what  shall  prevent  us  from  finding  the  bright 
side — the  coukur  de  rou — even  in  the  thickest  of  the  fogs  which  now  enshroud  our  city,  or 
forbid  that  the  last  days  of  the  year  should  be  as  joyous  as  the  first,  or  that  happiness  and 
respirators  shonld  reign  together?  What  if  our  senses  are  no  longer  ravished  by  the  song  of 
nightingales  and  the  violet’s  grateful  perfume?  What  if  a  prudent  fear  of  rheumatism  deters  ns 
from  reposing  on  grassy  slopes?  What  if  the  laws  of  Nature  preclude  the  possibility  of  our 
basking  in  the  sunshine,  and  force  ns  to  consign  all  gossamer  garments  to  hibernal  obscurity? 
Does  not  the  song  and  our  own  experience  prove  that 

“  Every  season  brings  its  pleasures  ?” 

Fireside  joys  are  now  in  the  ascendant,  and  round  the  glowing  hearth,  such  as  none  but  Britons 
possess,  and  for  which  all  “  like  Britons”  would  fight,  are  gathered  merry  social  parties,  wherein 
ne  one  sighs  for  the  departed  summer ;  but  the  ringing  laugh  and  joyous  song  may  be  heard,  to 
the  eternal  confusion  of  those  foreigners  who  fancy  that,  because  November  is  “  dull  and  dreu,” 
poor  John  Bull  must  therein  be  afiected  by  an  irresistible  suicidal  mania.*  But  the  dear  old 
fellow  knows  better  than  that.  He  sighs  not  after  “zephyrs,”  “the  azure  vault,”  and  such*like 
atmospheric  pleasures :  he  glories  rather  in 

“  A  MotUherly  wind  and  a  cloudy  sky’ 

when  he  dons  his  “pink,”  top-boots,  and  leathers,  and  hastens  to  the  meet;  for  be  it  observed 
that  in  the  very  weather  which  would  affect  a  Frenchman  with  ennut,  and  make  him  feel  as  if  he 
were  “going  to  the  dogt"  an  Englishman  follows  the  hound*,  and  succeeds  in  chasing  away  the 
blues  and  the  fox  together.  Nor  need  our  own  fair  readers  give  way  to  melancholy,  although 
they  may  have  nothing  Die  Vemonitk  in  their  natures,  for  November  will  not  be  so  ungallant  u 
to  allow  his  thirty  days  to  bang  heavily  upon  their  bands  if  they  will  only  make  the  best  use  of 
the  opportunities  for  enjoyment  which  be  affords,  and  be  resolved  to  see  “  good  in  everything.” 

*  “  Attempts  to  commit  suicide  generally  occur  in  the  months  of  June,  July,  and  August,  and  rarely 
in  November,  according  to  the  commonly  accepted  notion." — If'ynfer't  “  Curiotititi  cf  Civilitation." 
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It  wonld  be  nnnecessaiy  for  ns  to  remind  them  that  pleasant  walks  maj  yet  be  taken,  and  some 
expenditore  in  chilblain  lotion  be  warded  off  thereby.  It  would  be  folly  for  ns  to  attempt  to 
enumerate  the  interestinf;  books  which  offer  themselves  for  pernsal,  or  to  say  anything  concerning 
the  many  nseful  articles  which  clever  fingers  may  fabricate  by  the  warm  fireside.  We  must  not 
go  fdira  crepidam,  and  we  are  sure  that  the  Enolisuwomen  know  more  of  this  matter  than  wc 
can  aspire  to  do ;  so,  as  we  perceive  that  this  month  presents  ns  with  what  judges  call  “  a  heavy 
calendar,”  we  will  make  no  longer  peroration,  but  at  once  proceed  to  unfold  onr  budget  of  Kotes 
for  November. 

The  flowers  are  withered,  and  we  expatiate  no  more  npon  their  many  beauties;  speak  we 
then  of  the  fadeless  glories  of  the  holy  men  which  bloom  everlastingly  in  the  memory  of  the 
Chnrch.  It  was  a  flue  idea  which  caused  the  festival  of  All  Sainti  to  be  appointed  for  the  first 
of  November.  It  comes  not  with  the  new-born  year,  ere  the  echo  of  the  Christmas  carol  has 
died  away,  and  whilst  the  star  of  the  Epiphany  yet  shines  above  the  horizon.  It  comes  not  in 
the  joyous  spring  time,  when  the  earth  is  entwining  herself  with  garlands,  and  the  glorions  Easter 
Hymn  swells  from  a  thousand  throats;  not  when  we  rejoice  in  the  summer’s  brightness;  not 
when  we  gather  the  luscious  fruits  of  autumn,  or  watch  the  waving  of  the  golden  com.  No;  but 
when  the  branches  of  the  trees  are  bare,  and  the  sky  is  bine  no  longer ;  when  the  year,  growing 
old,  shronds  his  shattered  beauties  in  thick  fogs ;  when  our  hearts  may  well  misgive  us  on  account 
of  the  transient  nature  of  all  thing  s  here  below ;  then  our  thoughts  are  directed  to  the  never-ending 
joys  of  the  better  land ;  and,  whilst  we  are  exhorted  to  “  run  with  patience  the  race  that  is  set 
before  us,”  bright  examples  of  those  who  have  entered  into  their  rest  are  given  nnto  us,  and  in 
the  festival  of  “  All  Saints”  we  celebrate  “  the  great  cloud  of  witnesses”  which  compasses  us 
abont. 

In  Roman  Catholic  countries  Le  Jour  des  Moris,  All  Souls'  Day  (November  2nd),  is  commemo¬ 
rated  by  various  ceremonies,  special  masees  being  then  said  for  the  repose  of  the  dead,  and  the 
tombs  of  the  departed  being  redecorated  with  flowers  by  their  sorrowiog  survivors.  Many  affecting 
scenes  have  thus  been  witnessed  by  travellers ;  and,  setting  aside  the  fact  that  the  observance 
springs  from  heterodox  teaching,  and  that  it  is  likely  to  foster  erroneous  psychological  notions, 
the  custom  is  worthy  of  some  commendation,  for  there  is  no  preacher  like  the  grave,  and  an  hour 
spent  by  the  last  sleeping-place  of  our  loved  ones  serves  to  keep  alive  that  remembrance  of  them 
which  the  busy  world  seems  aiming  to  destroy. 

Every  small  schoolboy  knows  when  to  look  for  '‘Gny  Fawkes  Day,”  and  (Middle  Class  Examina¬ 
tions  being  in  vogne)  is  not,  we  trust,  totally  ignorant  of  the  history  of  the  terrible  conspiracy  in 
which  the  original  of  his  man  of  straw  played  so  distinguished  a  part.  A  certain  form  of  prayer 
is  expunged  from  onr  Liturgy,  and  we  are  no  longer  permitted  to  offer  up  public  thanksgivings 
"for  the  happy  deliverance  of  King  James  I.  and  the  Three  Estates  of  England  from  the  most 
traitorous  and  bloody-intended  Massacre  by  Gunpowder,”  or  "for  the  happy  Arrival  of  his 
Majesty  King  William  III.”  on  the  anniversary  of  the  same  day ;  but 


"  W’e  know  no  reason  why  gunpowder  treason 
Should  ever  be  forgot 

and,  wherever  the  powers  that  be  are  not  opposed  to  the  display,  we  hope  that "  guys”  may  still 
be  the  order  of  the  day,  and  that  squibs  and  crackers  may  disturb  the  silence  of  the  night.  Some 
years  ago  the  effgy  of  the  late  Czar  of  Russia  frequently  usurped  Mr.  Fawkes’s  chair;  but  the 
latter  gentleman  now  enjoys  his  own  again,  though  we  still  indulge  in  some  thoughts  of  Muscovy 
on  the  6tb  of  November — a  date  indissolubly  conuected  with  the  memory  of  Inkermann. 

St.  Leonard,  or  Lionart  (November  6th),  may  be  termed  the  Howard  of  the  sixth  century.  He 
was  converted  to  Christianity  by  St.  Remigius,  and  was  probably  received  into  the  Church  at  the 
same  time  as  his  royal  master,  Clovis,  with  whom  he  was  in  high  favour,  and  who  gave  him 
permission  to  set  all  the  prisoners  at  liberty  who  were  confiued  in  dungeons,  which  his  charity 
prompted  him  to  visit.  His  death  took  place  in  659,  and  such  was  the  regard  in  which  he  was 
held  in  this  country  that  no  less  than  16u  churches  are  called  by  his  name. 

The  9th  of  November  commends  itself  to  onr  notice  as  being  the  birthday  of  England's 
hope,  Albert  Edward,  Prince  of  Wales,  who  has  in  his  youth  done  that  which  other  princes  have 
failed  to  perform  in  a  lifetime— has  won  a  place  in  the  heart  of  every  true  and  loyal  Briton,  and 
made  royalty  to  be  respected  even  by  a  dominant  democracy.  Long  may  he  live !  and,  if  we  add 
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another  wish,  what  farther  happiness  can  we  oak  for  him  than  that  the  universal  prayer  may  be 
granted — that  God  wiU  save  the  Queen  ? 

This  is  also  a  high  day  in  the  City,  when  all  unite  to  honour  the  man  who  has  attained  the 
acme  of  municipal  grandeur.  0  the  painfully  laudatory  speeches  which  will  be  made  t  the  fearful 
amount  of  comestibles  which  will  be  stowed  away  in  aldermanic  interiors — not  only  by  those 
bom  within  the  sound  of  Bow  bells,  but  by  all  the  weighty,  if  not  influential,  members  of  every 
town  council  in  the  kingdom ! 

“  May  no  ill  dreams  disturb  their  rest, 

No  powers  of  darkness  them  molest  1” 

Q.  D. — May  mayors  and  the  night-mare  be  long  unacqmunted ! 

It  was  about  the  year  31G  that  the  good  St.  Martin  (November  11th)  first  saw  the  light.  His 
youthful  days  were  chiefly  spent  at  Pavia;  and  such  was  his  zeal  for  acquiring  religious  know¬ 
ledge,  that  he  became  a  catechumen  at  the  early  age  of  ten,  and  whilst  yet  a  boy  entertained 
serious  intentions  of  leading  the  life  of  a  hermit.  He  was,  however,  compelled  to  enter  the 
army,  where  his  unsullied  character  made  him  conspicuous  amongst  his  comrades;  and  his 
diffusive  charity  was  so  remarkable  that  the  record  of  it  is  not  lost  even  in  the  present  day. 
When  bis  years  of  service  had  expired,  Martin  followed  the  bent  of  his  own  wishes,  and  engaged 
in  the  study  of  theology ;  nor  did  he  neglect  the  active  exercbe  of  the  Christian  graces,  as, 
humanly  speaking,  his  mother's  conversion  may  be  attributed  to  his  influence ;  and  his  biographer 
tells  ns  that,  when  he  was  made  Bishop  of  Tours  in  372,  “  he  remained  just  what  he  was  before, 
with  the  same  humbleness  of  heart,  the  same  meanness  of  dress,  and  with  a  fulness  of  authority 
and  grace  which  responded  to  the  dignity  of  a  bishop  without  infringing  on  the  rule  and  virtue  of 
a  monk.”  St.  Martin  lived  to  the  good  old  age  of  eighty-four,  his  lust  words  breathing  the 
assurance  that  be  had  not  hoped  in  vain.  In  former  times  the  advent  of  Martinmas  was  a  signal 
for  great  culinary  exertions  on  the  part  of  model  housewives,  who  then  subjected  large  quantities 
of  meat  to  the  salting  process,  following  Tusser’s  valuable  advice — 

“  For  Easter  at  Martlcmas  hang  up  a  beefe. 

With  that  and  the  like  yer  grass  beefe  come  in. 

Thy  folke  shall  look  checrely  when  others  look  thin.” 

In  Germany  it  is  upon  St,  Martin’s  Day,  instead  of  upon  that  of  St.  Michael,  that 
“Folks  are  wont  goose-feasts  to  keep.” 

St.  Britius  or  Brice  (November  13th)  was  the  pupil  of  that  Bishop  of  Tours  whose  life  we  have 
faintly  sketched  in  the  foregoing  brief  remarks.  Whea  young,  his  evil  ways  were  a  cause  of  great 
anxiety  to  bis  saintly  master ;  but  fervent  prayers  and  judicious  discipline  were  not  ineffectual, 
and  Martin  had  the  satisfaction  of  foreknowing  that  which  actually  came  to  pass— namely,  that 
the  good  seed  sown  should  not  fail  to  bear  fruit,  and  that  Britius  should  worthily  succeed  him  in 
the  episcopate. 

We  must  next  say  a  few  words  about  a  worthy  Welshman,  St.  Machuttu  or  Mah,  who  occupies 
a  niche  in  our  calendar  for  the  16th  of  November.  He  lived  in  the  reign  of  the  celebrated  King 
Arthur,  but  quitted  bis  native  land  in  troublous  times,  and  took  refuge  in  Brittany,  where,  ful¬ 
filling  the  mission  of  a  faithful  ambassador  for  Christ,  he  attained  to  the  Bishopric  of  Aleth,  and 
died,  according  to  some  authorities,  a.d.  444.  In  memory  of  this  respected  prelate,  the  name  of 
his  diocese  was  afterwards  changed  to  St.  Malo, 

St.  Hugh  (November  17th)  was  born  in  Burgundy,  and,  after  having  passed  with  credit  through 
various  ecclesiastical  grades,  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Lincoln  in  1181.  He  applied  himself  to 
the  labour  of  rebuilding  the  minster  from  its  very  foundations,  and  spared  no  pains  to  raise  an 
edifice  which  should  be  suited  in  every  way  for  the  sacred  purpose  for  which  it  was  intended. 
Hugh  died  in  London  in  the  year  1200,  but  his  remains  were  carried  to  the  fane  of  bis  adopted 
city — two  kings,  John  of  England  and  William  of  Scotland,  not  deeming  it  derogatory  to  aid  in 
bearing  his  corpse  to  the  gates  of  the  noble  cathedral. 

The  martyrdom  of  St.  Edmund  (November  20tb)  supplies  ns  with  a  most  interesting  page  of 
Saxon  history.  He  was  monarch  of  the  East  Angles,  and  was  eminent  for  many  of  those  qualities 
which  shed  a  greater  lustre  on  the  names  of  kings  than  the  glory  gained  by  conquest  or  the  power 
enjoyed  through  oppression.  Hud  the  events  of  bis  life,  however,  been  suffered  to  slip  into 
oblivion,  the  manner  and  circumstances  of  his  death  could  not  have  escaped  (he  notice  even  of  the 
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most  desultory  reader.  He  fell  a  victim  to  the  fury  of  Uinguar  and  llubba,  two  young  Danes, 
who,  falsely  accusing  him  of  being  the  murderer  of  Lodbrog,  their  father,  landed  with  a  numerous 
army,  captured  the  unfortunate  Edmund  near  Thetford,  in  Norfolk,  and  wreaked  their  vengeance 
upon  him  by  scourging  him  and  tying  him  to  a  tree,  that  he  might  serve  as  a  target,  “until,” 
says  the  chronicler,  “  his  body  was  stuck  as  full  of  darts  as  a  hedgehog’s  skin  with  spines.”  The 
martyr’s  remains  were  carefully  interred  in  the  town  now  known  os  Bury  St.  Edmund’s.  These 
events  took  place  some  years  after  the  institution  of  the  Heptarchy;  for,  although  Egbert’s  fame 
seems  to  have  eclipsed  that  of  many  other  princes,  he  had  royal  and  native  contemporaries,  and 
was  by  no  means  “  monarch  of  all  he  surveyed.” 

It  is  said  that  St.  Cecilia  (November  22nd)  was  bom  at  Borne  of  noble  parents,  and  that  she 
soffered  martyrdom  in  the  third  century.  Her  proficiency  on  the  organ  was  such  that  she  “  drew 
an  angel  down”  to  listen  to  her  performance ;  and  she  has  guned  the  distinction  of  being  called 
“the  patroness  of  Church  music.”  Dryden,  her  great  admirer,  exalts  her  far  above  the  mythical 
minstrel  of  the  ancients,  for  says  he — 

“  Orpheus  could  lead  the  savage  race. 

And  trees  uprooted  left  their  place. 

Sequacious  of  the  lyre ; 

But  bright  Cecilia  raised  the  wonder  higher : 

When  to  her  organ  vocal  breath  was  given. 

An  angel  heard,  and  straight  appear’d, 

Mistaking  earth  for  heaven.” 

St.  Clement  (November  23rd)  is  mentioned  by  St.  Paul  in  his  Epistle  to  the  Philippians, 
C.  iv.,  T.  3.  He  was  made  Bishop  of  Home  in  a.d.  64 ;  and  his  writings  were  so  much  esteemed 
that  they  wore  at  one  time  received  as  canonical.  On  his  festival,  and  on  that  of  St,  Catherine 
(November  23th),  our  forefathers  were  wont  to  indulge  in  magnificent  processions ;  indeed,  Strutt 
tells  us  of  one  in  Queen  Mary’s  reign  which  “  consisted  of  sixty  priests  and  clerks  in  their  copes, 
attended  by  divers  of  the  Inns  of  Court,  who  went  next  the  priests,  preeeded  by  eighty  banners 
and  streamers,  with  the  waits,  or  minstrels  of  the  city,  playing  upon  different  instruments.” 

St.  Catherine,  who  appears  to  have  been  a  regular  “blue,”  was  boro  at  Alexandria;  and, 
having  incurred  the  displeasure  of  the  Emperor  Maxentius,  was  condemned  to  suffer  death  by 
means  of  an  ingeniously  contrived  wheel,  edged  with  fearful  spikes,  which  would  have  lacerated 
her  body  in  a  terrible  manner  had  she  not  been  miraculously  preserved  from  this  torture  that  she 
might  fall  a  victim  to  the  less  cruel  sword. 

The  patron  saint  of  Scotland  next  (November  30)  demands  our  notice.  St.  Andrew  is  generally 
supposed  to  have  been  Simon  Peter’s  younger  brother.  He  was  one  of  John’s  disciples,  and 
walked  with  him  nntil  the  Baptist  pointed  out  the  true  Messias,  whom  he  afterwards  followed. 
He  ministered  in  Scythia  and  the  adjacent  countries,  and  shared  the  usual  fate  of  the  faithful  in 
those  days  by  dying  a  violent  death  on  what  is  called  a  “  deenssate”  cross.  An  authority  quoted 
by  Nelson  states  that  the  martyr  rejoiced,  and  said"  that  he  had  long  expected  and  desired  that 
happy  hour ;  that  the  cross  had  been  consecrated  by  bearing  the  body  of  Christ ;  that  be  came 
oyful  and  triumphing  to  it,  that  it  might  receive  him  as  a  disciple  and  follower  of  Him  who  once 
hong  upon  it,  and  be  the  means  to  carry  him  safe  unto  his  Master,  having  been  the  instrument  on 
which  his  Master  did  redeem  him.”  St.  Swituin. 
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Bid  yon  not  hear  it?  Crept  not  that  name  by, 
A  muttering  earthquake,  through  your  Roman 
air? 

Her  new  Rienzi,  lo,  his  shadow  there. 

And  the  Sardinian  victor’s,  gloom  her  sky, 

To  her  sonUfetterers,  everlastingly, 

A  terror  and  a  horror  everywhere. 

Born  all  things  greatly  to  endure,  to  dare, 
With  antique  greatness,  ruin  to  defy. 


Still  held  he  on,  still  holds  on  he  the  same. 

Ever  alike,  in  failure  and  success ; 

Unchanged  alike,  though  baseness  brand  his 
name. 

Or  justice  crown  it.  Italy,  O  bless 
Him,  through  all  time,  through  whom  thy 
free  life  came. 

Thy  great  free  life  of  strength  and  blessed¬ 
ness! 

W.  C.  Bksxktt. 
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Between  the  months  ot  June  and  October, 
1859,  Mr.  Charles  Keade  published,  iu  “  Once 
a  Week,"  a  story  of  the  Middle  Ages,  called 
“A  Good  Fight."  In  doing  so  he  deviated, 
as  he  now  admits,  "unnecessarily,  from  the 
historical  outline  of  a  true  story,”  and,  to  make 
amends,  he  has  devoted  “  a  year’s  very  hard 
labour”  to  the  original  chronicle,  and  to  re¬ 
telling  the  tale  in  a  way  more  in  accordance  with 
his  notions  of  what  is  due  to  it,  from  the  points 
of  view  both  of  the  artist  and  the  moralist.  In 
carrying  this  out,  he  has  necessarily  reproduced 
a  great  deal  of  the  manners,  othic8,ana  external 
features  of  the  times  in  which  lived  Gerard 
and  Margaret,  the  hero  and  heroine  of  the 
story;  and  that,  of  course,  be  has  done  in  a 
vivid  and  interesting  way.  But  it  is  a  great 
pity  that  he  did  not  tell  the  story  truly  in  short 
compass,  instead  of  spinning  it  out  into  four 
volumes,  the  larger  portion  of  which,  though 
entertaining,  is  discursive,  and  hangs  on  to  the 
main  narrative  like  an  encumbrance.  It  was 
sufficient  for  his  purpose  that  he  understood 
the  loves  of  Gerard  and  Margaret,  and  could 
paint  tkeir  little  story,  in  its  essential  features, 
with  such  light  and  colour  as  should  make  it 
intelligible  and  pleasing  to  "the  meanest” 
modern  "capacity.”  It  was  not  essential  that  he 
should  narrate  over  again  whatever  he  found  in 
the  tedious  old  chronicle.  For  when  the  lesson, 
or  the  beauty,  of  a  story  is  all  we  want,  it  is  out 
of  the  question  to  go  into  every  cul-de-sac  of 
incident  a  life  produces.  Of  course,  the  picture 
given  of  the  times  is  very  informing ;  but  we 
would  willingly  spare  three  volumes  out  of  the 
four  which  Mr.  Charles  Keade  has  now  issued 
through  Messrs.  Tiiibner  and  Co.,  under  the 
title  of  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth :  a  Tale  of 
the  Middle  Ages.  The  sweet  tale  of  true  love 
which  is  so  unhappily  spoiled  in  this  novel  was 
one  to  be  run  otf,  with  a  pen  at  once  graceful 
and  powerful,  in  about  the  compass  of  Fouqud’s 
“  Undine,”  or  St.  Pierre’s  "  Paul  and  Virginia.” 

Kli  and  Catherine  his  wife  were  stout  trading 
folk  living  in  Tergou  in  tbe  middle  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  They  had  a  numerous 
family,  including  Cornelia  and  Sybrandt — 
ne'er-do-wells,  spoilt  by  their  mother,  and  full 
of  euvy,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness — 
little  cripple  Kate,  tbe  kind  and  good;  and, 
above  all,  Gerard,  tbe  hero  of  the  tale  to  be 
told.  In  Sevenbergen,  not  far  from  Tergou, 
lived  old  Peter  Brandt,  the  physician,  and  his 
red-haired  daughter,  Margaret.  Kow  Margaret 
was  lovely ;  for  her  red  hair  was  of  that  order 
which  is  accompanied  with  blue  eyes  (not  of 
that  which  is  accompanied  wiih  hazel  or  brown 
eyes),  a  type  which  we  need  hardly  say  to  those 
who  use  their  eyes  in  picture-galleries,  and  in 
reading  poetry,  has  always  been  beautiful  to 
artist  and  poet  vision  in  the  temperate  zone. 
Gerard  was  destined  fur  the  Church,  and  wrote 
a  beautiful  hand — which  was  a  great  thing  in 
those  days.  A  prize  was  to  be  given  at 
Itotterdam,  by  tbe  Duke,  for  the  best  speci¬ 
men  (among  other  things)  of  handwriting,  and 
Gerard  determined  to  compete.  Ho  set  off. 


and  on  tbe  way  encountered  Peter  and  Mar¬ 
garet.  With  Margaret  he  fell  in  love.  She,  in 
her  turn,  fell  iu  love  with  .iim;  and,  after  a 
little  by-play  of  fortune,  and  being  kept  apart 
by  accident  just  enough  to  tease  them  both 
a  little,  they  tied  tbe  way  to  each  other’s  com¬ 
pany,  and  come  to  a  clear  understanding, 
agreeable  on  both  sides. 

But  tbe  burgomaster  of  Tergou,  Ghysbrecht 
van  Swieten,  kinsman  of  Peter  and  Margaret 
Brandt,  a  notorious  miser,  had  happened  to 
come  up  with  the  couple  on  the  road  to 
Rotterdam,  as,  along  with  old  Peter,  they  were 
making  love  over  a  little  soup.  He  had  bis 
reasons  for  not  wishing  Gerard  and  Margaret 
to  be  too  closely  acquainted — reasons  founded 
on  a  piece  of  roguery  which  a  sharp  young  man 
like  him  might  very  well  chance,  in  time,  to 
discover.  And  Gerard  being  destined  for  the 
Church,  and  fathers  in  those  days  having  abso¬ 
lute  power  even  over  their  sons,  it  was  nut  diffi¬ 
cult  to  cross  the  course  of  their  true  love  by 
telling  Eli  that  bis  boy  was  always  up  U 
Sevenoergen  with  “  Peter  Brandt’s  red-haired 
daughter/’  That  good  office  is  quickly  done, 
and  behold  all  things  are  in  a  concatenation 
accordingly. 

When  Margaret  learned  that  Eli  forbade  the 
marriage,  she,  at  first,  refused  to  abet  Gerard 
in  rebellion,  even  for  her  sake.  But  "  le  pet 
que  sent  les  femmes!"  (as  a  little  maid  says  in 
tbe  course  of  tbe  story) — when  tbe  dear  girl 
was  made  aware  that  her  enemies  bad  not  only 
interposed  between  her  and  her  lover,  but 
wantonly  smashed  a  picture  be  had  made  of 
her,  to  their  great  scandal,  in  tbe  character  of 
Virgin  Mary,  "Then,”  said  she,  "if  they  havi 
robtod  you  of  my  likeness  I  will  give  you  the 
original”  And  forthwith  the  young  cunple 
were  betrothed,  by  a  priest,  and  before  wit¬ 
nesses.  About  this  there  were,  however,  two 
unlucky  circumstances;  first,  tne  Church  did 
not  recognise  this  as  a  complete  marriage; 
secondly,  by  some  mischance,  Gerard  kept  the 
marriage-lines  in  his  bosom,  instead  of  leaving 
them  with  Margaret. 

In  tbe  meanwhile,  the  enemy  was  not 
inactive;  and  Eli,  using  to  tbe  full  bis  pa¬ 
rental  power,  handed  Gerard  over  to  the  bur¬ 
gomaster,  to  be  put  in  prison,  and  reduced  to 
submission  by  a  diet  of  bread  and  water,  along 
with  close  confinement.  This  move  on  the 
one  side,  and  the  betrothal  on  the  other,  crou 
each  other,  and  Eli  knows  nothing  of  the  latter. 
We  need  not  say  Gerard  escapes,  or  how  Mar¬ 
garet  brings  a  rope-ladder  by  night,  of  course. 
Now,  in  availing  himself  of  this,  and  making 
the  descent  from  his  tower,  Gerard  uses,  to 
stand  on,  an  old  box  which  lay  in  the  roon. 
The  box-lid  bursts  open,  and  a  hundred  parch¬ 
ments  fall  out — cbietiy  town  records.  But  one; 
on  which  a  name  catches  his  eye,  Gerard 
pockets,  and  keeps. 

Naturally,  a  hue  and  cry  was  soon  raised 
after  tbe  thief  who  had  stolen  the  town  re¬ 
cords,  and  a  hot  chase  ensued,  tbe  details  of 
which  would  be  long  to  tell.  In  the  course  of 
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it,  Gerard  took  refuge  in  Margaret's  house,  and 
was  hidden  by  her  in  her  own  room,  under  her 
own  bedstead — she  lying  on  it,  as  if  asleep,  for 
greater  secrecy.  The  pursuers  entered  the 
room,  but  she  baffled  them,  and  they  left. 
In  the  meanwhile,  however,  Gerard  was  half- 
smothered,  and,  when  withdrawn  from  his 
hiding-place,  had  swooned.  The  embraces  of 
Margaret  restored  him  to  life,  and  this  fond 
couple  had  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  night 
together  in  their  retreat. 

But  the  chase  begins  anew.  Gerard  is  going 
to  Italy  to  study  illumination,  taking  with  him 
letters  of  introduction  from  Margaret  von  Kyck 
—going,  in  truth,  to  seek  his  fortune,  with  the 
idea  of  speedy  return,  to  complete  the  mariiage 
with  Margsret,  and  make  faer  happy.  Margaret 
goes  a  little  way  with  him,  and  when  she 
uows  the  burgomaster’s  men,  with  blood¬ 
hounds,  are  after  him,  cuts  her  own  arm,  and 
smears  herself  with  the  blood.  But  he  es- 
apes,  and  she  escapes,  and  so  the  lovers  are 
parted. 

Go  his  way  to  Italy,  and  while  he  was  there, 
many  strange  adventures  befell  Gerard,  which, 
however,  have  little  or  nothing  to  do  with  the 
main  story.  He  began  to  make  money  fast  by 
his  caligraphy,  and  was  employed  to  copy  the 
classics  for  the  Pope  himself.  But  an  Italian 
princess  makes  love  to  him.  He  is  true  to 
Margaret,  and,  after  a  tierce  struggle,  the  noble 
beauty  conquers  herself,  and  dismisses  him, 
with  money  to  take  him  back  to  bis  Dutch 
darling  at  home.  But  just  then,  after  all  bis 
patience  and  fidelity,  a  letter  reaches  him. 
What  that  letter  is  we  must  see. 

While  he  has  been  in  Italy,  Margaret  has 
led,  at  borne,  an  eventful  life.  Her  tnther  fell 
ill,  and  could  not  keep  her.  She  found  herself 
about  to  become  a  mother.  The  people  found 
it  out  too,  and  flouted  her.  She  gut  a  living, 
first,  by  practising  medicine,  with  her  father  s 
name  for  a  blind— be  being  only  a  sleeping 
partner  now,  poor  old  paralytic ! — then  by  cali- 
grapby  and  illumination,  which  did  not  pay ; 
then  by  taking  in  washing.  Gerard  sent  her  a 
long  letter,  telling  her  to  go  and  read  it  to  his 
relatives.  Now  bis  relatives,  who  knew  nothing 
of  the  marriage-lines,  and  did  knowot  Margaret’s 
condition,  scorned  her  as  being  “no  good," 
besides  bating  her  for  coming,  with  her  “  red 
hair,"  between  them  and  Gerard.  Only  Kate 
and  old  Catherine  bad  their  kindly  doubts. 
When  Margaret  read  the  letter,  all  the  relatives 
heard  a  passage  in  which  Gerard  lamented 
haring  taken  the  marriage-lines  with  him. 
Immediately  Margaret  was  to  be  taken  to  the 
bosom  of  the  family,  and  Gerard  summoned 
home.  Now,  Cornells  and  Sybrandt  bated 
Gerard,  wished  him  away,  and  bad  colluded 
mth  old  Van  Swieten  to  keep  him  there. 
Gerard’s  rich  brother,  Kichart,  sent  a  let'er, 
with  money,  calling  the  lost  sheep  home  again. 
The  two  wicked  brothers  bad  sent  another, 
telling  him  Margaret  was  dead.  Richart's  letter 
Was  intercepted.  The  lying  letter  reached 
Gerard.  Then  be  cursed  God,  and  would  fain  die. 
"I  have  served  Him,’’  he  said,  in  bis  frenzy,  “a 
long  while,  and  see  my  wages  I  Now  1  will 
give  the  Other  a  turn.”  And  he  did.  And 
the  princess  whom  he  had  refused  saw  him  in 


a  gondola  on  the  Tiber  with  a  troop  of  Jezebels, 
and — hired  a  bravo  to  kill  him.  But  the  bravo 
coming  np  with  him  just  as  he  was  trying  to 
droWn  himself,  saved  his  life  instead;  and 
Gerard  entered  the  Church,  and  took  the  vow 
of  celibacy. 

One  day  he  happened  to  read  the  parchment 
he  bad  brought  trom  the  old  burgomaster’s 
box,  and  by  it  he  found  that  Van  Swieten 
was  keeping  back  moneys  that  belonged  to 
Peter  Brandt.  He  resolved  to  go  to  Holland 
and  see  justice  done,  and  did  so.  But  with 
this  came  the  inevitable  discovery  that  .Margaret 
lived,  and  had  borne  him  a  ch'ild.  And  now 
the  true  struggle  of  their  lives  began.  But 
the  good  fight  was  fought — and  won.  He 
became  a  village  pastor,  wi  h  his  Margaret  for 
administratrix  of  his  charities.  She  soon  died 
of  the  plague.  He  followed  her,  with  a  broken 
heart.  The  boy  lived  and  throve,  and  his  name 
was — ERASMUS. 

That  is,  in  brief,  the  story— as  sweet  a  story 
of  true  love  as  ever  was  told.  It  must  excite 
wonder  in  modern  eyes,  though  Mr.  Readedoes 
not  refer  to  it,  that  the  previous  vows  of  this 
fond  pair  were  not  held  to  override  the  subse¬ 
quent  vow  of  celibacy;  but  then— the  Church, 
tbe  Church,  bethink  you !  These  poor  mediscval 
souls  had  their  own  way  of  looking  at  such 
matters,  and  it  is  too  late  to  wonder.  A 
moralist  like  Mr.  John  Stuart  Mill  would  have 
made  short  work  of  the  vow  question ;  but  this 
couple  lived  and  loved,  and  did  what  they 
thought  right;  leaving  behind  them  a  “life- 
story”  of  immortal  perfume,  for  the  refreshment 
of  poor  souls  in  the  nineteenth  century;  for 
we,  too,  have  our  troubles,  and  our  own  bard 
fights  to  fight,  with  other  tyrannies  than  the 
Cnurch.  God  grant  they  be  good  fights ! 

It  would  be  the  most  tedious  thing  in  the 
world  to  give  ever  so  cursory  an  account  of  the 
subsidiary  adventures  of  Gerard  and  Margaret. 
They  are  just  of  the  chsr.acter  which  is  so 
familiar  to  readers  of  very  old-fashioned  stories, 
and  depend  for  their  interest  upon  bears,  leopards, 
thieves,  impostors,  and  so  on.  Now  the  hero 
of  the  story  is  in  danger  of  being  murdered 
at  an  inn  whose  landlord  bos  an  understand¬ 
ing  with  a  clan  of  rubbers.  Now  he  is  neuily 
entrapped  and  slain  nt  a  mill,  where  the 
millers  are  gentlemen  of  tbe  same  profession, 
and  only  escapes  by  blowing  np  tbe  mill  itself, 
with  the  villains  inside  it,  though  at  the  risk 
of  his  own  life.  To  many  of  the  worst,  and 
a  few  of  the  best,  features  of  tbe  age  in  which 
the  scene  is  laid,  yon  are,  of  course,  from  time 
to  time,  introduced.  Gerard  cumes  across  the 
“wheel,”  with  the  fragments,  yet  clinging  to 
the  horrid  spokes,  of  a  wretch  who  had  been 
“  broken”  on  it.  He  sees  a  woman  drowned 
for  theft.  He  has  to  sleep  all  night  with  the 
kine.  He  stays  at  a  monastery,  and  finds  the 
monks  sad  scamps.  And  thus,  for  hundreds 
of  pages  in  and  out,  and  up  and  down,  to  no 
purpose  but  that  of  telling  you,  here  and  there, 
a  toing  you  bad  forgotten  about  medimval 
peculiarities.  The  minor  characters  are  well 
drawn ;  e.specially  Denys,  a  soldier  of  the 
times,  Gerard’s  travelling  companion ;  and 
Catherine,  Gerard’s  mother. 
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Lack  and  embroidery  are  much  used  as 
Trimmings  fur  many  articles  of  dress  just 
now;  and  many  dresses  and  mantles  are  em¬ 
broidered  or  braided  more  or  less  richly. 
Woollen  dresses,  for  example,  are  much  worn 
embroidered  in  silk,  or  braiaed  three  inches  and 
three-quarters  above  the  hem  of  the  dress. 

In  Mantles,  the  coat  shape  is  much  worn, 
openine  with  a  revers  in  front,  and  braided 
upon  all  the  seams. 

Talmas,  made  of  cloth,  have  also  been  in¬ 
troduced,  slightly  altered  in  shape,  with  large 
.points,  and  braided. 

The  favourite  material  for  these  coat-shaped 
mantles  is  black  corded  silk,  which  are  made 
with  no  trimmine  whatever,  the  edges  being 
merely  finished  off  with  a  thick  cording. 

We  have  seen,  among  the  novelties  in 
mantles,  the  Almaviva,  v^ich  is  composed  of 
cloth  or  velvet,  very  large  at  the  bottom,  and 
narrowed  by  pleats  up  to  the  size  of  the  throat, 
terminating  with  a  collar  ornamented  with  a 
lace  trimming. 

Another  must  elegant  novelty,  in  black  vel¬ 
vet,  was  ornamented  with  a  double  row  of 
guipure,  and  was  richly  embroidered. 

Another  had  but  one  row  of  lace,  but  was 
finished  off  on  the  shoulders  by  a  lace  pelerine, 
elegantly  arranged;  the  pleats  of  the  mantle 
being  ornamented  with  medallions  of  lace 
and  jet. 

A  large  velvet  mantle,  trimmed  with  two 
rows  of  black  guipure  to  form  a  round  pele¬ 
rine,  had  under  each  row  of  lace  a  piece  of 
velvet  embroidered  in  gold.  Between  the  two 
rows  of  lace  there  was  sufficient  space  left  to 
allow  of  a  band  of  velvet  embroidered  in  gold 
to  be  visible. 

Another  had  large  pleats  at  the  back,  and  a 
square  pelerine  trimmed  with  lace  covered  with 
jet  beads.  The  sleeves  were  very  large  and 
square,  with  a  turned-back  cuff,  trimmed  to 
match  the  pelerine,  and  inside  with  a  double 
ruche  of  silk,  black  and  cerise. 

The  burnous  is  the  most  fashionable  for 
mourning,  made  in  the  same  material  as  the 
dress. 

Fur  is  a  favourite  trimming  for  mantles, 
and  is  much  used  for  Zouave  jackets.  We 
have  seen  some  of  grey  cloth,  with  a  border  of 
chinchilla;  one  of  maroon,  bordered  with  black 
seal-skin,  and  black,  edged  with  grey. 

Zouave  .Jackets  are  very  much  in  favour, 
made  of  black  or  coloured  cashmere ;  we  saw 
one  of  scarlet  cashmere,  bound  with  black, 
with  a  novel  trimming  of  scarlet  braid  worked 
with  jet  and  steel — a  charmingly  effective 
costume.  We  have  seen  several  others,  which 
we  thought  very  pretty,  in  more  quiet  colours, 
faced  with  silk  and  ornamented  with  braid. 
Among  them  was  one  of  grey,  trimmed  with 
maroon  silk  on  the  cross,  surmounted  with  a 
little  brown  embroidery,  fastened  at  the  top 
with  three  embroidered  buttons  and  three  little 
cords;  it  was  rounded  at  the  sides,  and  rather 
pointed  at  the  back;  the  sleeves  were  pointed. 


and  trimmed  with  brown  buttons,  and  inside 
with  a  little  white  ruche ;  the  front  of  the  jacket 
was  lined  with  white  silk. 

Morning  Dresses  are  all  made  with  the 
Zouave  jacket,  of  the  same  material  as  the 
skirt :  they  are  worn  either  with  a  chemisette 
of  pleated  muslin,  or  an  embroidered  cashmere 
waistcoat. 

The  most  fashionable  Dressing-Gowns  are 
of  the  style  of  Louis  the  Fifteenth,  the  favou¬ 
rite  colour  being  grey,  in  a  variety  of  shades, 
and  lined  with  bright  colours  to  contrast  nicely 
with  the  grey. 

We  particularly  admired  one  of  grey  cash- 
mere,  lined  with  rose  colour,  with  a  round 
collar,  and  fastened  at  the  waist  with  a  broad 
sash.  This  elegant  article  formed  a  part  of  a 
marriage  trousseau. 

The  bride’s  dress  was  made  with  four  gauffered 
Bounces,  with  a  fifth  and  very  narrow  one  at 
the  top ;  the  body  was  high,  and  trimmed  round 
the  throat  with  narrow  Valenciennes,  forming 
a  frill  down  the  front;  the  sash  was  long,  and 
fastened  with  a  rosette  at  the  side. 

One  of  the  reception  or  visiting  dresses  was 
of  apple-green  silk,  trimmed  at  the  bottom 
with  two  rows  of  ribbon,  made  in  a  shell  or 
horse-shoe  pattern,  with  a  large  pleat  between 
each  shell,  alternately  green  and  white. 

Another  dress  was  of  white  brochd  silk,  em¬ 
broidered  with  large  heath  blossoms  in  grey 
and  Magenta;  the  trimming  was  white  and 
Magenta,  in  the  same  style  as  the  last  described. 

A  dress  of  myrtle-green  was  richly  trimmed 
with  lace,  worked  with  jet  upon  the  front  of 
the  body,  and  on  the  sleeves  forming  a  revers. 

A  dress  of  blue  silk  bad  at  the  bottom  of  the 
skirt  four  flounces,  alternately  blue  and  white; 
the  body  was  low,  and  the  sleeves  short,  and 
trimmed  with  blue  and  white  frills  to  match 
the  flounces. 

Another  dress  was  of  black  silk,  trimmed  at 
the  bottom  with  black  lace,  run  on,  in  the 
Greek  pattern,  over  violet  silk;  the  body  was 
high,  and  trimmed  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
skirt,  to  form  a  Swiss  bodice,  with  the  same 
trimming  round  the  sleeves. 

A  more  simple  dress,  entirely  black,  had  two 
little  flounces  and  a  trimming  of  equal  depth, 
in  very  large  pleats;  the  bodice  high,  with  a 
ceinture,  and  a  round  sleeve,  with  three  small 
frills. 

Another  robe  was  of  grey  poplin,  with  one 
deep  flounce,  trimmed  with  rows  of  narrow 
cerise  velvet,  and  the  trimming  forming  a 
berthe  to  the  body,  and  at  the  top  and  bottom 
of  the  sleeves. 

We  saw  three  pretty  dresses  suitable  for  a 
young  lady. 

The  first  was  a  walking  dress,  of  grey  silk, 
trimmed  at  the  bottom  with  three  little  flounces, 
all  edged  with  narrow  black  velvet  at  the 
bottom,  and  the  top  one  headed  with  it.  The 
dress  was  high  to  the  throat,  and  trimnriei 
with  little  frills,  to  form  the  Swiss  bodice.  The 
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sleeves  were  also  trimmed  with  litt'o  frills, 
from  the  bottom  to  the  bend  of  the  elbow. 

The  second  was  an  evening  dress.  The 
skirt  was  ornamented  with  a  little  ruche  at 
the  bottom,  the  bodice  square,  and  trimmed 
with  a  ruche,  and  the  sleeves  demi-long,  also 
trimmed  with  a  ruche. 

The  third  was  an  evening  dress  of  white 
tsrlatane,  with  targe  blue  beads ;  the  skirt  was 
ornamented  with  three  puffings  at  the  top  of 
the  hem ;  the  bodice  low,  with  a  puffed  berthe, 
and  a  sash  of  white  ribbon,  fastened  in  front 
with  a  bow  and  short  ends,  embroidered  with 
blue  beads. 

Among  the  novelties  of  the  season  we  have 
observed  high  bodies  with  very  small,  short 
sleeves  at  evening  parties. 

Embroidered  Ceintures — the  Medici  cein- 
ture,  that  is,  with  a  double  point;  and  the 
ceinture  d  la  liusse,  divided  into  two  points  at 
the  bottom,  finbhed  by  small  tassels — are  con¬ 
sidered  necessary  accessories  to  the  present 
fashion. 

A  novelty  of  recent  creation,  by  a  Parisian 
iHodiste  of  high  repute,  is  a  combination  of 
these  ceintures  with  braces,  with  long  ends,  to 
which  are  attached  little  pockets.  This  little 
ornament  is  very  graceful  tor  a  young  girl,  and 
may  be  arranged  to  suit  any  toilette. 

The  most  fashionable  trimming  is  of  velvet 
and  jet,  mixed  with  lace.  We  have  seen  some 
very  pretty  designs  in  clusters  of  fruits  and 
bunches  of  flowers,  mixed  with  foliage.  Fruits 
in  chenille  have  an  excellent  effect  upon  the 
fronts  of  satin  dresses.  Kiobon  is  put  on  in 
the  Greek  pattern  at  the  bottom  of  dresses  and 
round  mantles.  Ribbon  is  also  much  used  in 
appliqud  upon  cloth  and  velvet.  Knots  of 
cord,  with  bulls  and  ta:sels,  forming  patterns 
in  relief,  are  appearing ;  also  bands  of  cut  and 
ribbon  velvet,  and  bands  of  fur,  and  silk  and 
satin  buttons,  embroidered  or  circled  with  a 
different  colour  and  material. 

The  Parisienne  Bonnets  of  this  season 
are  open  and  long  at  the  ears,  terminating 
almost  in  a  point ;  the  fronts  are  rather  less 
raised,  but  they  are  still  much  trimmed  in  the 
inside.  The  mixture  of  black  and  white  is  as 
frequent  as  hitherto,  and  always  in  good  taste. 

We  have  seen  a  bonnet  of  white  drawn  silk, 
bound  with  black  velvet,  the  curtain  with  three 
little  frills  of  white  net,  edged  with  black 
velvet.  On  the  right  side  a  plume  of  steel 
and  black  feathers;  in  the  middle  a  rosetto 
of  white  ribbon  witli  black  ends ;  in  the  inside 
of  the  bonnet  a  tuft  of  the  same  ribbon,  and 
on  the  right  side  a  small  plume,  like  the  one 
on  the  outside ;  a  quilling  of  blonde  all  round 
forms  the  cap,  with  loops  of  black  velvet. 

Another  bonnet  was  formed  of  spaces  of 
black  and  white,  separated  with  a  chain-stitch 
in  white  silk ;  the  black  squares  were  of  tulle, 
consequently  transparent ;  the  other  of  gauze, 
or  crape  lisse,  which  is  nut  so  clear ;  a  tiimming 
of  black  sarsnet  is  pointed  on  the  front,  pleated 
at  the  sides,  a  id  edged  with  a  narrow  whiie 
blonde.  On  the  right  side  a  tuft  of  bLck 
primroses,  mixed  with  steel,  and  inside  a  tuft 
of  the  same  flowers  in  black  and  whitp  blonde. 


Although  black  and  white  are  so  much  the 
fashion,  there  are  some  bonnets  made  in  very 
brilliant  colours;  among  them,  scarlet,  Ma- 
enta,  Solfenno,  and  orange,  which  is  now 
nown  as  “  Vdsn  ve.”  For  this  colour  there  is  a 
perfect  rage  at  present.  A  lady  of  high  re¬ 
pute  in  the  fashionable  world  appeared  at  the 
Opera  dressed  entirely  in  this  colour — to  the 
no  little  surprise  of  those  who  were  not  initiated 
into  the  last  innovation  of  la  mode. 

The  fashionable  Hats  are  the  Tudor,  the 
Garibaldi,  and  Diadem,  which,  during  the 
summer,  have  been  made  in  straw  and  crino¬ 
line,  but  have  now  appeared  in  felt  and  velvet, 
the  difference  of  material  being  all  the  change 
that  has  been  in  them.  Among  the  novelties 
we  observed  a  hat  which  had  rather  a  broad 
brim,  turned  up  with  velvet,  with  a  bunch  of 
blue  and  black  feathers  upon  the  right  side. 

The  sailor  bat  is  trimmed  with  lace  and 
velvet  and  a  black  plume. 

The  Mignon.  in  velvet,  for  a  little  girl,  is 
ornamented  with  white  and  blue  feathers,  one 
placed  upon  the  edge  and  the  other  resting  on 
the  brim,  with  a  quilling  of  ribbon  round  the 
head-piece.  The  same  shape  is  worn  for 
little  boys,  with  the  edge  rather  straighter, 
with  a  large  feather  upon  the  side  and  a 
heron’s  plume  in  front. 

An  elegant  little  Cap  was  made  of  white 
puffed  tulle,  having  fur  the  crown  a  little  round 
of  black  lace,  a  velvet  trimming  fastened  in 
the  front,  and  brought  round  to  the  back,  and 
fastened  with  a  bow  and  long  ends.  Another 
piece  of  black  lace  is  brought  to  a  point  in 
Kont,  and  fonns  a  trimming  at  the  back,  be¬ 
neath  which  is  placed  a  white  lace,  which  is 
continued  all  round;  both  under  and  above 
are  little  rosettes  of  narrow  violet  and  white 
velvet. 

Another,  also  of  white  pufi'ed  tulle,  the 
crown  formed  of  flat  pleats  lengthwise  of  the 
crown,  the  border  of  wiiite  puffings  covered  by 
a  double  row  of  black  luce.  Beneatii  the 
seco.nd  row  of  tulle  were  two  bows  of  V^suve 
velvet,  the  one  at  the  edge  of  the  trimming ; 
the  other,  just  under  it,  was  finished  with  two 
large  white  lappets  and  V’esuve  velvet. 

A  Headdress  more  stylish  and  elegant  is 
formed  of  a  diadem  of  black  velvet,  worked 
with  stars  in  steel  and  jet.  At  the  right  side  a 
small  black  feather  and  a  bunch  of  roses,  and  a 
long  white  feather  reaching  round  the  other 
part  of  the  headdress. 

A  most  distinr/ue  headdress  was  formed  of 
Vdsuve  chrysanthemums,  with  clusters  of  bl.ack 
fruit.  It  was  slightly  raised  in  front,  and 
terminated  in  a  point  at  the  back. 

This  fashionable  colour  is  especially  suited 
to  brunettes.  It  will  be  much  used  this  winter 
for  bonnet  trimmings. 

Velvet  flowers,  and  feathers  will  be  the 
fashionable  ornaments  for  bonnets.  W  e  have 
seen  some  magnificent  flowers  of  different 
species  and  colours,  but  principally  hedge- 
ruses,  in  Magenta  and  Mulferiiio,  with  steel 
hearts.  We  have  also  seen  tome  very  choice 
flowers  in  white,  lilac,  and  green.  A  wreath 
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of  thcM  flowers,  in  lilac  and  white,  for  a  ball 
headdress,  is  very  charming. 

We  have  seen  a  very  rich  Latkttb,  which 
accompanied  a  cradle,  lined  with  blue  silk;  the 
cnrtains  and  quilt  were  also  of  blue  silk, 
covered  with  embroidered  net.  The  basket  to 
match,  trimmed  with  lace.  The  cradle  had 
three  blankets,  a  dozen  sheets,  and  three 
pillows— one  of  magnificent  cambric,  embroi¬ 
dered  with  a  delicate  wreath  and  a  festoon; 
the  other  with  a  frill  of  linen  or  muslin, 
edged  with  lace;  and  one  of  Valenciennes  lace. 
The  flannel  squares  fur  carrying  the  baby  in 
were  most  elegant;  and  the  rubes,  caps,  and 
under-clothing  were  marvels  of  beauty.  The 
cloak  was  of  white  cashmere,  embroidered 
and  braided.  The  bat,  which  was  of  the 
style  of  Uenri  III.  (which  is  the  best  shape 
to  carry  an  infant  in,  as  the  sides  bend, 
and  the  cap  is  not  easily  destroyed),  was  of 
white  felt,  ornamented  with  a  ruche  and  large 
feather. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COLOURED 
PLATE. 

1st  Figure  os  the  Left  Side. — The 
bonnet  is  composed  of  white  satin,  trimmed 
with  black  velvet  and  black  and  white  blonde, 
and  a  bunch  of  flowers  on  each  side.  The 
mantle,  which  is  made  in  a  shawl  shape,  is 
composed  of  velvet,  and  trimmed  with  black 
guipure.  The  top  of  the  mantle  is  finished  off 
by  a  guipure  pelerine,  which  is  fastened  behind 
and  on  the  shoulders  by  handsome  gimp  ro¬ 
settes  with  three  tassels.  The  large  sleeve, 
which  comes  to  a  point  at  the  bottomj  is 
pleated  at  the  top  ot  the  arm  under  a  gimp 
rosette  and  tassel.  The  dress  consists  of  one 
of  the  fashionable  brocb^  silks. 

2nd  Figure. — The  tnrned-np  hat  is  orna¬ 
mented  with  a  kind  of  fur  trimming  and  a  long 
drooping  feather.  The  paletot  fits  tightly  to 
the  figure,  and  may  be  maoe  of  velvet  or  a 
thick  cloth.  It  is  trimmed  with  fur,  and  is 
made  open  in  the  front  with  revers,  the  sleeves 
being  large  and  also  trimmed  with  fur.  Two 
little  pocaets  ornament  the  front  of  the  paletot, 
which  are  also  finished  off  by  a  band  of  fur. 
There  are  three  fancy  gimp  buttons  on  each 
side  of  the  body,  and  the  waist  behind  is  also 
ornamented  in  the  same  manner  with  two  mmp 
buttons.  The  dress  may  be  made  in  silk  or 
poplin. 

Little  Girl’s  Dress. — The  little  Tudor 
hat  is  trimmed  with  blue  velvet  and  a  blue 
feather  tipped  with  white.  The  pardessns  is 
made  to  fit  the  figure ;  it  is  trimmed  with  fur, 
and  is  made  with  a  fur  pelerine  or  cape.  The 
dress,  which  is  striped,  is  bound  at  the  bottom 
with  a  piece  of  black  velvet. 

3iu>  Figure. — The  bonnet  is  composed  of 
velvet,  and  ornamented  with  a  bunch  of  flowers 
on  tbe  top,  and  feathers  on  either  side.  The 
cloak  is  made  with  a  shoulder- piece,  into  which 
the  fulness  is  pleated;  the  sleeves  are  large, 
and  the  garment  is  trimmed  with  fur,  whilst 
the  pelerine  is  composed  of  this  material. 
This  cloak  may  also  be  made  in  velvet,  and 
trimmed  with  chinchilla,  or  in  corded  silk, 
trimmed  with  velvet,  and  with  a  velvet  pelerine. 


These  cloaks  are  usually  made  so  that  they  may 
be  worn  with  or  without  the  fnr  cape,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  weather;  and  in  this  style  are  exces¬ 
sively  convenient  for  the  changeable  English 
climate. 

4th  Figure. — The  velvet  bonnet  is  orna¬ 
mented  with  bands  of  satin  cut  on  tbe  croes- 
way,  and  roses  and  lace.  Tbe  long  jacket  is 
made  tightly  fitting  to  the  figure,  in  thick 
corded  silk,  and  is  trimmed  with  gimp.  The 
back  of  the  skirt  is  cut  to  form  three  large 
pleats  behind,  each  of  which  is  ornamenM 
with  a  handsome  gimp  rosette  and  tassels. 
Bright  blue  poplin  dress,  made  with  quite  a 
plain  skirt. 

MEDALLION  PATTERN  IN  BERLIN 
WOOL-WORK. 

The  materials  required  to  work  this  pattern 
of  course  depend  entirely  on  tbe  purpose  to 
which  it  is  applied.  It  is  suitable  for  many 
purposes,  and  may  be  executed  in  single  or 
double  Berlin  wool.  Chairs,  sofa- pillows,  pags- 
footstools,  &c.,  and  many  other  useful  artic^ 
may  all  be  made  from  this  pattern  by  inserting 
stripes  of  velvet  or  cloth  between  the  work.  17 
intended  for  a  sofa-cushion  it  should  be  worked 
on  Penelope  canvass  No.  40  in  single  Berlin 
wool,  and  three  strips  of  the  work  will  be  found 
quite  sufficient  for  the  purpose  with  two  strips 
of  velvet  between. 

Tbe  roses  in  the  centre  pattern  should  be 
‘worked  in  five  shades  of  grey,  including  white, 
which  latter  should  be  dune  in  silk,nnd  the 
leaves  of  the  spray  in  rather  dark  brown.  Tbe 
outlines  of  tbe  medallions  should  all  be  exe¬ 
cuted  in  a  very  bright  gold-coloured  filoselle,  as 
also  tbe  pattern  in  the  centre  of  the  medallion. 
Tbe  grounding  of  the  medallions  and  scrolls 
is  alternately  blue,  Freuch  green,  scarlet,  and 
white,  which  may  be  done  in  filoselle.  The 
whole  of  tbe  pattern  is  grounded  in  a  claret 
colour  of  the  darkest  possible  shade,  or  black; 
but  we  would  recommend  tbe  former,  as  look¬ 
ing  mpch  richer  and  more  effective — a  black 
grounding  having  generally  a  dusty  appearance 
far  from  pretty. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  enter  into  further  detaiU. 
as  all  the  colours  ire  so  clearly  given :  we  will 
only  add  that  the  work  may  be  fillea-in  with 
white  silk  or  beads,  by  altering  tbe  colouis  of 
the  grounding  of  the  medallions.  Made  up 
with  stripes  of  a  rich  coloured  velvet,  the  effect 
is  much  more  striking  with  a  light  ^ound  than 
with  a  dark  one. 

This  design  would  be  exceedingly  effective 
for  tbe  border  of  window-curtains,  grounded  in 
a  colour  to  contrast  nicely  with  tbe  material. 
A  very  pretty  carriage-bag  may  also  be  made 
by  inserting  pieces  of  cloth  instead  of  velvet 
between  the  work. 

Tbe  price  of  materials  sufficient  for  a  sofa- 
pillow  u  4s.  6d. ;  with  velvet  to  insert,  and 
cords  and  tassels,  lls. ;  which  may  be  had 
of  Mrs.  Wilcockson.  She  can  also  forward 
materials  fur  bags,  chairs,  or  footstools,  or  any 
other  article  for  which  this  pretty  stripe  is 
suitable.  We  may  as  well  mention  that  this 
style  of  work,  in  medallions,  is  much  more 
fashionable  than  a  running  scroll. 
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COLD  MEAT  AND  FISH  COOKERY. 


We  btlieve  the  followiiiK  recipe*  in  cold 
meet,  game,  and  fish  cookery,  from  Mrs. 
Beeton’s  “Book  of  Household  Management,” 
will  be  very  acceptable  to  our  readers,  more 
especially  at  this  season,  when  cold  dishes  are 
for  the  most  part  unpalatable.  Where  economy 
is  a  matter  of  importance,  it  will  be  useful  to 
know  how  the  remains  of  the  cold  joint  may 
re-appear  in  almost  the  form  of  a  luxury,  and 
cold  fish,  which  has  been  looked  upon  as  next 
to  useless,  may,  at  a  trifling  cost,  and  with  a 
reiy  little  trouble,  constitute  a  most  agreeable 
rickavffe. 

Baked  Fillets  of  Turbot. 

Ingreditnti. — The  remains  of  cold  turbot, 
lobster  sauce  left  from  the  preceding  day,  egg, 
tod  bread-crumbs,  cayenne  and  salt  to  taste, 
minced  parsley,  nutmeg,  lemon-juice. 

Mode. — After  baring  cleared  the  fish  from 
all  skin  and  bone,  divide  it  into  square  pieces 
of  an  equal  size;  brush  them  over  with  an 
egg,  sprinkle  with  bread-crumbs  mixed  with  a 
little  minced  parslev  and  seasoning.  Lay  the 
fillets  in  a  baking-dish  with  sufficient  butter 
to  baste  with.  Bake  for  ^  of  an  hour,  and  do 
not  forget  to  keep  them  well  moistened  with 
tbs  butter.  Put  a  little  lemon-juice  and  grated 
natmeg  to  the  cold  lobster  sauce ;  make  it  hot 
r  and  pour  over  the  fish,  which  must  be  well 
drained  from  the  butter.  Garnish  with  parsley 
and  cut  lemon. 

TYme,  altogether  i  hour. 

Statonable,  at  any  time. 

Note. — Cold  turMt  thus  warmed  in  the 
remain*  of  lobster  sauce  will  be  found  much 
nicer  than  putting  the  fish  again  in  water. 

Pork  Cutlets. 

Ingredient*. — The  remains  of  cold  roast  loin 
of  pork,  1  oz.  of  butter,  2  onions,  1  dessert¬ 
spoonful  of  flour,  I  pint  of  gravy,  pepper  and 
salt  to  taste,  1  teaspoonful  of  vinegar  and 
mustard. 

Mode. — Cut  the  pork  into  nice-sized  cutlets, 
trim  ofiT  most  of  the  fat,  and  chop  the  onions. 
Put  the  butter  into  a  stewpau,  lay  in  the  cutlets 
and  chopped  onions,  and  fry  a  light  brown, 
then  add  the  remaining  ingredients,  simmer 
gently  for  6  or  7  minutes,  and  serve. 

Time,  5  to  7  minutes. 

Average  cott,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  4d. 

Secuonable,  from  Uctober  to  March. 

Bkef  Fritters. 

Ingredient*. —  The  remains  of  cold  roast 
beef,  pepper  and  salt  to  taste,  j  lb.  of  flour, 
1  pint  of  water,  2  oz.  of  butter,  the  whites  of 

^  CMS. 

Mode. — Mix  very  smoothly,  and  by  degrees, 
the  flour  with  the  above  proportion  of  water ; 
stir  in  2  oz.  of  butter,  which  must  be  melted, 
but  not  oiled,  and  just  before  it  is  to  be  used 
add  the  whites  of  2  well-whisked  eggs.  Bhould 
the  batter  be  too  thick,  more  water  must  be 


added.  Pare  down  the  cold  beef  into  thin 
shreds,  season  with  pepper  and  salt,  and  mix  it 
with  the  batter.  Drop  a  small  quantity  at  a 
time  into  a  pan  of  boiling  lard,  and  fry  from 
7  to  10  minutes,  according  to  the  sis*.  When 
done  on  one  side,  turn  and  brown  them  on  the 
other.  Let  them  dry  for  a  minute  or  two  be¬ 
fore  the  fire,  and  serve  on  a  folded  napkin.  A 
small  quantity  of  finely-minced  onions,  mixed 
witn  the  hatter,  is  an  improvement. 

Time,  from  7  to  10  minutes. 

Average  co*t,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  fid. 

Seaeonable,  at  any  time. 

Haricot  Mutton. 

Ingredient*. — The  remains  of  cold  neck  or 
loin  of  mutton,  2  oz.  of  butter,  3  onions, 
1  dessertspoonful  of  flour,  ^  pint  of  good 
gravy,  pepper  and  salt  to  taste,  2  tablespoon- 
luls  of  port  wine,  1  tablespoonful  of  mush¬ 
room  ketchup,  2  carrots,  2  turnips,  1  head  of 
celery. 

Mode.— C\tt  the  cold  mutton  into  moderate- 
sized  chops,  and  take  ofiT  the  fat;  slice  the 
onions,  and  fry  them  with  the  chops,  in  a  little 
butter,  of  a  nice  brown  colour;  stir  in  the 
flour,  add  the  gravy,  and  let  it  stew  gently 
nearly  an  hour.  In  the  meantime  boil  the 
vegetables  until  nearly  tender,  slice  them,  and 
add  them  to  the  mutton  about  t  hour  before  it 
is  to  be  served.  Season  with  pepper  and  salt, 
add  the  ketchup  and  port  wine,  give  one  boil, 
and  serve. 

Time,  1  hour. 

Average  co*t,  exclusive  of  the  cold  meat,  9d. 

Seaeonable,  at  any  time. 

Hashed  Game. 

Ingredient*. — The  remains  of  cold  game, 
1  onion  stuck  with  3  cloves,  a  few  whole 
peppers^  a  strip  of  lemon-peel,  salt  to  taste, 
thickening  of  butter  and  flour,  1  glass  of  port 
wine,  1  tablespoonful  of  lemon-juice,  1  table- 
spoonful  of  ketchup,  1  pint  of  water  or  weak 
stock. 

Mode. — Cut  the  remains  of  cold  game  into 
joints,  reserve  the  best  pieces,  and  the  inferior 
ones  and  trimmings,  put  into  a  stewpan,  with 
the  onion,  pepper,  lemon-peel,  salt,  and  water 
or  weak  stock ;  stew  these  fur  about  an  hour, 
and  strain  the  gravy,  thicken  it  with  butter 
and  flour ;  add  the  wine,  lemon-juice,  and 
ketchup;  lay  in  the  pieces  of  game,  and  let 
them  gradually  warm  through  by  the  side  of 
the  fire;  do  not  allow  them  to  boil,  or  the 
game  will  be  hard.  When  on  the  point  of 
simmering,  serve,  and  garnish  the  dish  with 
sippets  of  toasted  bread. 

Time,  altogether  hour. 

Seaeonable,  from  August  to  March. 

Note. — Any  kind  of  game  may  be  bashed 
by  the  above  recipe,  ana  the  flavour  may  be 
varied  by  adding  flavoured  vinegars,  curry 
powder,  Ac. ;  but  we  cannot  recommend  these 
tatter  ingredients,  as  a  dish  of  game  should 
really  have  a  gamey  taste;  and  if  too  many 
sauces,  essences,  Ac.,  are  added  to  the  gravy, 
they  quite  overpower  and  destroy  the  flavour 
the  dish  should  possess. 
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A  Voice  ^  feox 


TEE  Glt.v  in  JO  melli- 
flaoQS  that,  fnr  the  sake 
of  hearln^r  It  again,  wc  are 
tempted  to  withhold  the  inform¬ 
ation  aolieited.  The  voice  cornea 
from  a  model  honaewifr,  who  is  studyiiiK 
the  science  of  familiar  things.  She  is 
most  anxions  to  know  “  to  what  order 
or  class  of  plants  the  vinegar  plant  belongs, 
and  how  it  is  propagated  t”  The  plant  in 
question,  which,  by  its  growth  in  saccharine 
liquids  at  moderate  temperatures,  converts 
them  into  vinegar,  is  a  fungns.  As  to  its 
species  some  difference  of  opinion  exists,  but  most 
^itanists  regard  it  as  a  rudimentary  form  of  Pen- 
icillittm  Glaueum,  a  fungns  which,  when  fully  de¬ 
veloped,  appears  as  a  kind  of  mould.  It  is  closely 
allied  to  the  yeast  plant,  which,  by  its  vegetation 
at  a  high  temperature,  causes  fermentation  in  bread 
and  beer.  Tlie  plant  in  growing  gives  out  many 
little  plants  like  buds,  and  each  of  these  will  increase 
until  it  reaches  the  size  of  the  parent.  In  reply  to 
the  second  question,  “  Whether  the  vinegar  pro¬ 
duced  by  means  of  this  plant  is  nt  to  use  for 
pickling!"  we  can  assure  our  fair  correspondent 
that  wo  have  examined  samples  of  sugar  vinegar 
which  were  in  every  respect  equal  to  that  obtained 
from  wine.  To  produce  really  good  vinegar  by  the 
aid  of  tlie  fungus,  the  temperature  of  the  fermenting 
liquid  must  be  carefully  regulated.  The  vinegar 
plant  merely  converts  the  sugar  into  acetic  acid- 
just  as  the  yeast  plant  changes  saccharine  matter 
Into  alcohol.  We  lay  stress  upon  this  fact,  because 
many  people  believe  that  tlie  vinegar  is  really  given 
out  by  the  plant,  and  insist  that  it  cannot  be  as 
good  as  the  vinegar  made  in  the  ordinary  way. 

“  PoOB  Pdss.” — Your  case  is  a  sad  one.  To  bare 
“nothing  to  wear"  is  bad  enough,  "nothing  to  eat" 
worse,  but  to  have  "notliing  to  do"  is  indeed  lament¬ 
able.  Shall  we  send  you  Florence  Nightingale's 
address,  or  >Irs.  George  Dawson's,  or  Lady  Shaftes¬ 
bury's  !  or  perhaps  Miss  liurdett  Coutts  would  accept 
off-hand  the  services  of  one  who  “  yearns  for  some 
congenial  employment  for  mind  and  liand."  You 
are  anxious  not  to  "dissipate  your  energies,"  and 
yon  arc  right,  very  right,  in  that  desire.  Whether 
on  lover,  husband,  friend,  or  society  (as  a  gentle 
guide  i'  the  midst)  concentrate  all  your  affection ; 
then  the  sweet  breath  of  gratitude  will  carry 
your  name  down  the  stream  of  futurity  far  in  pro- 
portiou  to  your  labours— when  they  are  sagaciously 
chosen— being  intensified.  Lay  yonr  case  before 
“  Harriet  Martineau,  Westmoreland,"  and  she  will 
advise  you  what  to  do,  if  anybody  can. 


Alexsitdrinx  would  know  who  Is  to  be  the 
happy  bride  of  the  Prince  of  Wales?  We  arc  to 
glad  to  say  we  know— at  least  we  think  we  do — for 
“The  Queen"  has  told  us  all  about  it — that  is 
our  “Queen" — who,  speaking  on  something  very 
like  auiliority,  and  in  her  own  peculiar  mode  of 
imparting  information,  told  us,  on  the  l'2th  of 
Ociober,  in  a  contribution  entitled  "  The  Prince  of 
Wales  and  the  Eligible  Princesses  of  Europe,"  that 
“  Princess  Alexandra  Caroline  Mary  Charlotte 
Louisa  Julia,  eldest  daughter  of  Prince  Christian  of 
Denmark,"  is  the  chosen  one.  May  all  blessings 
attend  her  I 

Rosk  Pkxcr. — Tes,  all  In  good  time;  wo  are 
making  selections  from  scores  of  contributions  for 
our  next  “  Christmas  Annual,"  widcli  will  be  very 
beautiful,  and  as  full  ot  fun  as  ever.  The  burlesque 
in  the  last  one  is  certainly  a  most  meritorious  com- 
position,  but  we  have  another  on  the  stocks  equally 
good.  If  Rose  Pf.acr  could  send  us  a  few  perfectly 


original  conundrums,  we  should  be  much  obliged 
to  her.  Conundrums  are  rarely  good  unless  they 
ore  made  eon  amore,  therefore  we  unhesitatingly 
ask  yon  and  your  friends  to  concoct,  for  the 
“  Christmas  Annual,"  a  few  scores  of  those  pretty 
things  called  conundrums.  The  “Cbrlstnms  An. 
nual"  and  Key  will  be  bound  together,  and  will  be 
charged  but  Is.  this  year. 

Kate  Mat.— When  you  ask  ns  to  set  yonr  doubts 
at  rest  by  telling  you  what  is  “  the  right  kind  of 
education  for  women,"  you  pay  us  a  very  high  com¬ 
pliment,  and  gallantry  compels  us,  without  dogma.  ' 
tising,  to  make  a  pertinent  reply  to  a  question  so 
courteously  put.  The  “  Book  of  Household  Manage¬ 
ment,"  which  we  have  just  completed,  is  a  proof  of 
the  patient,  nay,  laborious  attention  that  we  have 
given  to  the  welfare  of  the  English  housewife ;  and 
further,  the  subject-matter  of  this  Magazine  is  also 
prepared  for  her.  What  Mrs.  Bceton's  "  Book  of 
Household  Management''  does  not  treat  upon  in 
things  of  domestic  utility,  it  is  submitted,  will  be 
found  here,  in  addition  to  the  literature  for  amusing  t 

tlie  leisure  hour.  We  think  it  might  be  laid  down  f 

as  a  very  simple  and  universal  rule,  to  bo  observed 
by  the  trainers  of  our  young  English  womanliuod, 
tiiat  they  sliould  first  strive  to  learn  the  natural 
abilities  of  each  girl  under  their  care;  and  next,  i 
having  discovered  tliein,  bring  the  ordinary  nursing 
powers  of  education  to  bear  upon  the  development 
of  those  special  qualifications.  The  practice  of  most 
schools  is  to  ignore  special  abilities,  except  when 
their  cultivation  enables  the  schoolmaster  materially 
to  add  to  his  exchequer  through  the  fees  called 
“  extras."  Almost  any  girl  may  be  made  a  good 
plain  needlewoman,  a  good  plain  cook,  and  an  ordi¬ 
nary  scholar;  and,  be  it  observed,  the  finer  her 
organization  the  more  certain  is  she  to  excel  In 
these  things;  but,  if  she  show  unmistakeable  ability 
for  music,  poetry,  or  drawing.  It  would  be  false— nay, 
cruel — economy  to  hold  such  faculties  in  abeyance,  ^ 
for  the  sake  of  cramming  her  with  everything  that 
can  be  taught  about  the  kitchen,  the  laundry,  or  [! 
the  wardrobe.  Nevertheless,  it  must  be  Insisted  on'  tj 
that  we  should  be  a  happier  people  througliout  tlie  [, 
lengtii  and  breadth  of  the  land  if  we  were  so  to 
plan  it,  that,  alter  tlie  ago  of  twelve  (when  the 
rudiments  of  the  three  r's— reading,  'ritlng,  and 
'ritlimctic- were  mastered),  every  girl  were  taught 
hov  to  make,  mend,  wash,  and  cook,  and,  it  may  be 
added,  tlie  simplest  and  most  common-sense  rules 
for  defining  the  value  of  money, 

NOTICE  TO  SUBSCRIBERS. 

Vola  I.,  IL,  and  III.  of  the  Ekolisrwovae’i 
Domestic  Mauazixb  (New  Series)  are  now  ready, 
price  fis.  each,  post  free.  The  Title-page  to  each 
volume,  with  Preface,  Index,  Envelope  for  holding 
Berlin  patterns  and  pattern  sheets,  and  directions 
for  binding,  arc  also  ready,  price  Id.  each ;  post  free, 

2d.  Covers  for  binding  each  volume,  price  Is. 


“  mHE  QUEEN,”  an  ILLUSIRATED 
±  JOURNAL  AND  REVIEW.-«<f.  Weekly. 

The  Publither  of  “  The  Queen"  begt  to  inform  the 
public  that  a  Photograph  gf  Hit  Royal  Highntu 
the  Prince  Contort  trill  be  ittutd  with  “  The  Queen" 
on  Saturday,  Aocember  2. 

Betidet  the  tpecial  S  pagt  “  Rrhibition"  Supple- 
ment<  and  the  Coloured  Pathion-Platet  tehich  trill 
be  published  Kith  “  The  Queen,"  there  are  in  pre¬ 
paration  beautifuUy-eoloured  Patterns  of  Fancy 
Work,  including  —1.  A  Round  Hand-Screen  in 
Raised  Beadteork,  2.  A  Medallion  Border  in  Woel- 
Kork.  3.  A  Large  Banner-Screen  In  Bealuorkand 
Filoselle.  4.  Canelia— {Paper  FloKcr-moking). 
6.  Poppy— IDitto). 

*,*  Part  1.  tf  “  The  Queen,"  containing  Aot.  1  to 
4,  Seplentber  Hh  to  Sfpteinher  ‘16th,  stitched  in  wrap¬ 
per,  price  ‘is.  6d.  All  the  back  numbers  of  “The 
Queen"  are  now  in  print,  and  can  be  had  of  any 
Bookseller,  or  past  free  for  six  stawps  from  the  Pub¬ 
lither,  24d,  Strand,  London,  W.C. 


■  CHATTER  IX. 

SHADOWS. 

;  Yks,  the  morning  had  dawned,  and  the  sordid  events  in  my  former  life  at 
Mrs.  Bradley's  seemed  to  have  been  removed  a  long  way  into  the  past.  Mrs.  Bradley 
herself,  standing  gloomily  at  the  door,  became  only  a  prominent  figure  to  bo 
•  remembered  amongst  the  miseries  of  my  childish  exi^erience.  Everything  relating 
to  that  time  became,  during  our  short  ride,  almost  unnaturally  vague,  as  though  it 
had  indeed  been  a  dream  requiring  some  effort  to  recall.  I  was  very  near  thinking 
that  one  of  my  old,  strange  fancies  had  come  to  be  true,  and  that  I  had  waked  to 
find  the  past  all  unreal — the  true  life  of  morning  brighter  and  pleasanter  than  I 
had  ever  deemed  it  could  be. 

The  spell  lasted  ;  for  my  companion  had  begun  to  occupy  herself  with  a  little 
pocket-l)ook,  in  which  she  was  evidently  making  some  calculation,  and  left  me  to 
my  own  imaginings.  The  look  of  the  broad,  bright  streets  through  which  we  jiassed 
increased  the  distance  separating  me  from  all  that  had  gone  before ;  even  the  parting 
of  a  few  minutes  ago  had  floated  away  into  a  strange  remoteness.  I  had  left  the 
shadows  of  the  old  house  in  Perram-street  behind  me ;  but  they  still  lay  there,  and 
I  I  knew  that  that  ugly  dream  would  come  back  to  me  with  more  familiar  force 

■  when  the  day  wore  on,  and  the  first  joy  of  waking  had  subsided.  Strangely  enough, 
L  the  notes  of  an  early  barrel-organ,  which  was  being  played  in  one  of  the  quietest 
'  streets,  effected  this  at  once,  and  I  foimd  myself  living  over  again  the  dreary 

Sundays  to  which  I  had  been  accustomed. 

No  idea  of  rest  ever  associated  itself  with  those  dull  Sabbatlis,  although  the 
houses  in  Perram-street  gave  but  few  signs  of  life,  and  passengers  seldom  took  that 
!  neighbourhood  in  the  line  of  their  walks.  Some  few  beggars,  or  vendors  of  water- 
'  cresses  and  dried  fish,  would  raise  their  voices  early  in  the  morning,  in  the  hope  of 
seeing  a  stray  face  at  some  half-curtained  window ;  but  they  found  as  little 
I  encouragement  as  they  deserved,  and  wailed  hopelessly. 

I  Breakfast — rather  later  tluin  usual — being  over,  Sirs.  Bradley  would  preixire  the 

dinner,  and,  unless  it  was  sent  to  the  bakehouse — in  which  case  her  husband,  without 
his  coat  and  in  a  clean  shirt,  carried  it  thither  himself—  I  was  left  at  home  to  see  that 
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the  fire  kept  burning,  and  to  put  the  potatoes  into  the  saucepan  at  the  proper  timti 
I  never  remember  having  spent  these  mornings  in  reading  more  than  a  few  versa' 
from  the  Bible.  Frequently  nervous  restlessness  took  possession  of  me,  and  I  roamed 
from  room  to  room,  peeping  from  the  windows,  or  sat  moodily  by  the  fire,  turning  I 
the  joint,  which  hung  by  a  skein  of  worsted  from  the  rack.  | 

In  the  evening,  or  on  mornings  when  JIrs.  Bradley  stayed  at  home,  I  was  taken 
to  a  chapel  in  the  neighbourhood, where  I  sat  very  far  back  in  the  free  seats,  whicli 
were  benclies  of  slippery  hardness,  situated  beneath  a  capacious  gallery,  and  mostly  I 
occupieil  by  old  men  and  women  in  a  pauper  dress,  or  by  young  children  who  fell  I 
huddled  together  in  hot,  feverish  sleep  before  the  sermon,  of  which  I  could  scarcely  ’ 
ever  hear  more  than  a  few  emphatic  sentences,  partaking  so  much  of  Mrs.  Bradlej'i 
style  of  oratory  that  I  was  made  only  the  more  miserable  by  them.  T wo  jx.'culiaritiei 
occur  to  me  in  connexion  with  this  place  of  worship.  The  enormous  carved,  wooden  ^ 
pulpit,  in  which  the  preacher  stood  as  though  ho  were  a  serious  doll  in  a  great 
ornamental  oak  box,  was  surmounted  by  a  huge  cujxila,  suspended  by  a  rod  from  ' 
the  ceiling,  and  looking  like  a  gigantic  timber-built  umbrella.  1  was  always  I 
sjieculating  upon  the  consequences  that  would  ensue  if  this  should  come  down  1 
suddenly  and  shut  up  the  pulpit  as  with  a  lid. 

The  method  of  conducting  the  singing  haunts  me  as  distinctly.  The  clerk— a 
little  man,  who  was  often  more  ambitious  in  the  matter  of  tunes  than  his  musical  ^ 
ability  or  the  compass  of  his  voice  warranted — would  commence  the  hymn  briskly  t 
enough ;  and  he  being  followed  by  the  congregation,  all  would  have  gone  j 
on  smoothly,  but  for  his  unfortunate  propensity  for  fugues.  Too  frequently  the  I 
assembly,  waiting  for  the  signal  to  take  up  their  separate  parts,  would  all  come  in  1 
at  the  wrong  place,  and  dire  confusion  would  overtake  them  at  the  second  verse ; 
seeing  which,  perhaps  /orrseeing  it,  somelxxiy  in  the  gallery,  who  h.ad,  1  suppose, 
plenty  of  Avell-known  tunes  in  reserve,  would  suddenly  become  blithely  conscious 
of  what  was  expected  from  him,  and  lead  off  the  second  verse  as  though  nothing 
particular  had  happened.  1  well  remember  that,  on  one  occasion,  he  also  was 
inadequate  to  the  completion  of  the  hymn,  and  a  ba^  voice,  in  the  body  of  the 
chapel,  took  up  the  singing,  and  ended  the  performance  somewhat  drearily. 

The  sermons  were,  doubtless,  impressive,  as  1  heartily  believe  the  preachers 
were  sincere.  But,  besides  being  conscious  of  a  hot,  dreamy  hum,  caused  by  the 
sun  in  summer,  and  a  pipe  stove,  near  which  I  sat,  in  winter,  the  people  round 
me  frequently  expressed  their  feelings  by  audible  ejaculations — a  practice  which 
never  failed  to  startle  me  and  make  me  feel  uncomfortable,  as  being  concerned  in 
an  unseemly  interruption. 

When  Mrs.  Bradley  had  company  to  tea  on  Sundays,  I  was  frequently  able  to 
steal  up-stairs,  and,  in  company  with  an  old  picture  Bible,  and  the  few  interesting 
missionary  tracts  which  were  admitted  as  proper  reading,  spend  the  afternoon 
more  pleasantly — ^indeed,  I  must  acknowledge  that,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  I 
copied  the  pictures  of  New  Zealand  chiefs  and  man-eating  savages  which  illustrated 
these  works. 

Of  any  more  than  a  merely  casual  notice  by  some  visitor,  who  was  probably  I 
repolled  from  any  further  advances  by  my  listless  face,  and  Mrs.  Bradley’s  E 
unfavourable  regard  for  me,  I  remember  but  few  instances.  Sometimes,  when  I 
Mr.  Bradley  took  me  with  him  to  chapel,  I  could  discover  that  he  wLshed  for  some  1 
moans  of  making  my  lot  more  happy  ;  but  ho  knew  no  way,  and  would  not  have  I 
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d&red  to  excrciae  the  power  had  he  ^wsseased  it.  There  was  certainly  no  interest 
manifested  in  my  childish  perplexities — no  attempt  to  make  these  dreary  Sundays 
pleasant.  Bodily  inactivity — the  condemnation  of  any  employments,  save  such  as 
would  have  been  but  a  hypocritically  concealed  penance  to  those  who  exacted  them 
—these  were  the  conditions  of  the  day  that  should  be  an  oasis  to  which  the  traveller, 
“  through  a  long  week’s  journey,  should  look  forward  for  repose  and  strength. 

I  pause  here  for  a  moment  to  address  the  reader  personally. 

J  I  feel  that  all  these  more  or  less  minute  recollections  of  what,  in  my  forlorn 

^  state,  were,  perhaps,  the  fretful  irregularities  of  a  nervous  child’s  thoughts,  may  be 
f  strange,  tedious,  perhaps  insignificant.  If  you  think  so,  rejoice  that  you  have  been 
‘  blessed  with  an  experience  in  which  such  fancies  were  never  called  into  being ;  or 

*  accept,  with  a  contented  heart,  that  more  quiescent  brain — I  will  not  say  that  more 

“  impenetrable  nature — in  which  they  find  no  place. 

To  some — perhaps  to  one  in  a  hundred — of  my  many  dear  readers  some  part 
“  of  this  history  will  come  with  such  awakening  sympathy  as  may  be  produced  by  a 

*  little  cadence,  which,  even  in  a  very  homely  tune,  suggests  the  thought  that  neither 

'  joy  nor  grief  is  ours  alone — that  answering  chords  in  others  thrill  to  the  same 

touch  of  pleasure  or  of  sadness. 

‘  Again.  Have  I  once  more  to  record  that  my  hand  has  stayed  in]writing  of  those 

^  P  “religious  observances’’  with  which  I  conclude  this  chapter  of  shadows?  I  should 
^  he  loth,  indeed,  to  excite  the  suspicion  that  sacred  things  are  irreverently  treated ; 

®  but  it  is  an  awful  truth,  that  as  the  “  gift,’’  and  the  “  altar,”  and  the  “  temple” 

®  may  be  made  objects  of  worship  in  every  sect,  how  much  soever  they  may  profess 

“  to  disregard  traditions  of  men,  or  to  abolish  from  their  jiracticc  all  merely  formal 

'  rituals — nay,  that  their  very  plainness  and  coldness  may  be  but  another  form  of 

’  self-worship — so  it  is  true  that  the  Divine  commands,  when  misread  by  a  selfish 

®  or  a  sordid  soul,  may  be  made  to  enslave  with  that  very  Iwndage  from  which  they 

i  are  designed  to  set  us  free.  The  age  in  which  we  live  is  beset  with  all  opjxwite 

’  evils,  amongst  which  indifferentism  is  the  most  deadly ;  it  is  in  greater  danger  of 

*  that  levellism  of  utter  apathy,  which  is  the  most  killing  form  of  selfishness,  than  of 
any  strong  expression  of  opinion,  however  heterodox.  An  age  it  is  wherein  there 

’  are,  doubtless,  some  great  thinkers,  but,  at  the  same  time,  a  woeful  number  of  little 

I  Christiana — an  age  for  which  old  sophisms,  and  worn-out  fallacies  of  misbelief,  are 

re-dressed  to  suit  modern  palates,  which,  after  all,  do  not  detect  their  real  flavour 
‘  —a  “  giant  age”  truly,  but  physically  so — the  scientific  and  mechanical  body  in 
'  I  some  danger  of  outgrowing  the  brain,  and  itself  becoming  prematurely  feeble. 


CHATTER  X. 

REALITIF.S. 

The  house  before  which  we  stopped  was  in  one  of  the  broad  streets  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Bloomsbury,  and  presented  a  contrast  to  the  dwellings  on  either 
side  of  it,  inasmuch  as  the  door-steps  were  of  dazzling  whiteness,  the  windows 
bright  in  the  beams  of  the  morning  sun,  and  the  knocker  so  brilliant  that  the 
bumps  in  the  head  of  the  lion  which  adorned  it  shone  with  phrenological  bene¬ 
volence.  The  neighbourhood  itself  bore  these  unmistakeable  evidences  of  decay 
which  always  seem  to  belong  to  a  quarter  that  has  once  been  fashionable.  There 
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are  many  such  in  London — places  which  seem  to  have  been  shouldered  out  of  the 
way  by  more  pretentious  localities — arrogant  new-comers  who,  full  of  self-assertion, 
assume  claims  to  architectural  display,  and  entirely  disown  their  old-fashioned 
neighbours.  Then  the  forlorn  streets  become  dingy — are  deserted  by  their  former 
occupants — are  let  out  as  offices  for  architects  and  estate  agents — for  charitable 
societies — for  wine  companies — are  taken  at  comparatively  cheap  rents  by  people  of 
mysterious  callings,  not  unconnected  with  the  lending  of  money  on  good  security— 
often  remain  untenanted,  except  by  charwomen,  or  the  families  of  policemen,  who 
live  in  the  kitchens,  and  are  vaguely  uncommunicative  to  inquirers,  lest  they  should 
have  notice  to  quit.  Season  after  se<ason  adds  its  accumulated  dingincss  to  these 
tenements.  The  windows  go  blind  with  summer  dust — the  areas  become  sloppy 
with  winter  mud — rust  cats  away  the  ironwork  of  the  railings — the  paint  peels 
off  the  doors — and  the  stone  steps  become  receptacles  for  such  stray  leaves  .and  ^ 
scrajis  of  paper  as  accumulate  in  their  corners,  and  are  soddened  by  autumnal 
rains. 

“  This  is  our  home,”  said  IMrs.  White,  as  the  coachman  pulled  up,  “and  1  hope 
that  we  shall  have  some  happy  days  together.” 

The  shadows  vanished,  and,  as  a  fresh-coloured  young  woman  in  a  neat  cap  took 
my  box  of  the  driver — who  was  dismissed  before  he  could  sully  the  clean  stones  of 
the  hall — I  followed  my  new  friend.  ^ 

“  Bring  breakfast  to  my  own  room,  Susan,”  she  said.  “  I  suppose  Mr.  Willmott 
is  at  home  ?” 

“  lie  is  with  a  gentleman  in  the  dining-room,  ma’am,  and  wishes  to  see  the 
young  lady  after  breakfast,”  replied  the  girl,  who  could  not  keep  her  pleasant 
brown  eyes  off  my  face. 

There  were  two  rooms  opening  on  the  hall,  and  a  broad  staircase  with  a  massy 
oak  baluster  led  to  the  upper  floors.  Oak  wainscoating  occupied  half  the  wall ;  the 
upper  part  was  papered  in  a  more  modem  fashion. 

“  We  will  look  at  the  drawing-room  and  library  after  breakfast,”  said  Mrs. 
White,  as  we  went  up  the  second  flight. 

When  I  saw  my  own  bedroom  my  satisfaction  was  perfect.  It  was  a  little, 
cosy  place  adjoining  Mrs.  White’s  own  chamber,  and  communicating  with  it  by  a 
door.  I  am  glad  to  say  that  there  avere  no  white  dimity  curtains  to  the  bed.  I  was 
unconscious  then  of  the  reason  for  the  greater  pleasure  afforded  me  by  the  lively 
chintz  furniture,  but  I  know  now  that  it  seemed  less  cold  and  formal.  It  is  certainly 
a  mistake  to  keep  up  white  furniture  in  .any  but  sultry  weather,  and  even  then 
the  material  should  be  light  and  g.auzy,  suggestive  of  cool  breezes,  of  not  too 
oppressive  shade.  Better  a  bare  French  bedstead,  with  its  neatly  painted  he.ad  and 
footboard,  than  the  ghastly  luangings,  o^wquely  snowy,  which  glow  with  no  welcome, 
and  invite  only  to  a  chill  repose. 

A  single  tent-like  curtain  relieved  the  thick,  downy  counterpane  of  my  little 
bed ;  the  walls  of  the  room  of  no  imrticular  pattern,  but  of  a  sea-weedy  nature, 
jtinky  uix)n  a  cream-coloured  ground ;  a  little  chest  of  w.alnut  drawers,  on  which 
stood  a  swing  looking-glass ;  a  washstand  and  two  chairs  of  painted  rush,  but 
cuehioned,  completed  the  inventory  of  the  furniture.  I  had  but  a  minute  to  observe 
it,  for  I  had  no  sooner  laved  my  face  and  hands  than  Susan  tapped  at  the  door,  and 
took  me  in  to  breakfast. 

Mrs.  White’s  room  was  the  very  abode  of  comfort,  with  its  dark  oak  panelling 
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meeting  the  sea-green  jiaper ;  its  wide  grate,  and  high,  brass-topped  fender ;  its 
ample  closets,  one  on  each  side  the  fireplace.  The  chairs  were  all  easy,  and  I 
noticed  with  delight  that  a  low-seated  one  was  placed  for  me  near  the  curtained 
\vindow,  where  a  little  table  stood  beside  a  broad  stand  covered  with  books.  The 
clear  strong  coffee  brought  appetite  back  to  me,  and  the  new  white  rolls  spread 
with  honey  sufficed  to  satisfy  it,  although  my  new  friend  had  herself  cooked  some 
eggs  in  a  tiny  bright  saucepan,  and  urged  me  to  eat. 

No  other  conversation  passed  between  us  until  I  looked  up  from  my  plate,  and, 
seeing  the  kind,  grave  face  opposite  regarding  me  with  tender  encouragement,  burst 
into  tears. 

“  Come,  come,”  she  saiil,  kindly.  “  We  are  to  live  together  for  some  time,  you 
know ;  and,  although  this  is  rather  a  dull  house,  you  will  have  a  great  deal  to  learn, 
and  I  hope  you  will  love  me  when  we  are  better  acquainted.” 

,  “  I  know  I  shall  always  love  you,”  I  replied ;  “  for  nobotly  has  ever  loved  me 

before ;  at  least - ”  and  here  I  stopped  suddenly,  for  1  remembered  that  pale 

face  with  the  dishevelled  hair,  those  large,  eager,  blue  eyes  which  looked  into  mine 
List  night ; — “  at  least,  only  one  person.  1  suppose  my  mother  must,  don’t  you, 
ma'am  ?" 

“I  hope  so,  dear  child — but  I  never  knew  her,  and  I  think  you  have  no 
recollection  of  her  either.” 

“  Why  was  I  taken  away  from  her,  Mrs.  White  ?’’ 

“  That  will  be  for  me  to  tell  you  by-and-by,  dear.  I  believe  it  was  intended 
for  your  good.” 

“  Do  you  really  think  it  could  be  good  to  take  her  child  away  ?” 

“  No,”  replied  Mrs.  White,  gravely,  and  with  earnest  seriousness  in  her  look. 
“  I  cannot  deceive  you  by  saying  that  1  think  so,  Wayfe ;  but  it  may  seem  less 
unnatural  when  it  is  all  explained.  Mr.  Willmott  does  not  look  at  it  in  the  same 
way  as  1  do,  perhaps ;  and  though  it  is  hard,  and  seems  cruel,  it  may  be  a  benefit 
to  you.  You  have  a  Father  who  has  loved  you  all  your  life  long,  dear,  and  He  can 
help  you  to  bear  everything  that  seems  hard  and  lonely  in  your  life.” 

1  looked  up  quickly,  not  catching  her  meaning  till  I  saw  it  in  her  face,  then  I 
rose  and  went  over  to  her,  and  her  arms  were  round  me  in  an  instant  as  1  lay  my 
head  upon  her  shoulder. 

“  Have  you  ever  had  a  daughter,  Mrs.  White  ?”  I  asked  presently,  for  I  felt 
that  such  love  as  she  showed  mo  was  only  natural  to  one  who  had  been  a  mother, 
and  had,  at  the  same  time,  been  softened  by  some  great  sorrow. 

“  No,  child,”  she  answered — “  not  a  daughter ;  but  I  have  a  son,  who  has  been 
separated  from  me  for  four  long  years.  He  is  coming  home  now,  and  I  may  see 
him  yet  before  the  spring.” 

There  was  a  quiet,  chastened  look  upon  her  face  which  prevented  my  asking 
any  more  questions  then  ;  and,  indeed,  a  bell  ringing  sharply  below,  she  put  mu 
gently  from  her,  and  bade  me  dry  my  eyes,  as  Mr.  Willmott  w'ould  w'ant  to  see 
me  presently.  As  she  went  out  of  the  room  I  moved  towards  the  window,  and, 
without  knowing  why,  pulled  aside  the  curtain  and  looked  into  the  street,  where  I 
noticed  that  forlorn  look  in  the  neighbouring  houses  which  I  have  already  men¬ 
tioned.  Few  passengers  were  abroad,  for  a  light,  drizzling  rain  had  begun  to  fall ; 
and  1  was  about  to  return  to  the  more  cheerful  aspect  of  the  fire  aud  the  books 
upon  the  stand,  when  1  heard  the  street-door  close,  and  saw  a  man  go  down  the 
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steps  and  cross  the  road,  lie  was  speaking  rapidly  to  himself  as  he  strode  along, 
and  using  such  gestures  as  seemed  to  indicate  no  pleasant  thoughts — clenching  his  I 
hand,  and  shaking  it  us  though  in  passion. 

'\Vhtre  had  I  seen  seme  one  like  him  before  ?  and  why  did  I  shrink  with  an 
undefined  dread  us  ho  turned,  after  reaching  the  opposite  pavement  ? 

Pausing  a  moment  to  glance  hastily  at  the  house,  he  must  have  seen  my  face 
at  the  corner  of  the  window ;  for,  fixing  his  gaze  upon  me  with  evident  surinise, 
he  made  a  step  forward,  as  though  with  the  intention  of  returning,  and  then,  with 
a  laugh  which  looked  more  like  a  sneer,  seemed  to  put  off  some  foolish  impulse,  | 
and  walked  quickly  away.  I 

I  knew  the  sinister  look  in  his  face,  but  could  not  at  first  remember  where.  I 
I  had  seen  too  few  people  to  make  it  difficult  to  recall,  however.  The  scowl  of  I 
those  heavy  eyes  had  last  lighted  on  me  in  the  old  square  where  I  had  first  met  f 
her  whom  I  had  now  learned  to  believe  was  my  mother.  ! 

Mrs.  White  coming  in,  however,  told  me  that  hlr.  Willmott  waited  to  see  me,  p 
and  under  her  guidance  I  descended  to  the  dining-room,  a  rather  gloomy  apart¬ 
ment,  with  a  great  chandelier  tied  up  in  a  canvass  bag  suspended  from  the  ceiling, 
an  object  which,  as  1  had  never  seen  one  in  similar  circumstances,  at  once  riveted 
my  attention,  and  caused  me  to  go  in  awkwardly  enough.  Mr.  Willmott  was 
standing  with  his  back  to  the  mantelpiece,  but  there  was  no  fire  in  the  grate,  and 
the  air  felt  damp  and  heavy.  He  looked  pale  and  even  stern,  I  thought,  but  i 
beckoned  me  towards  him  and  took  my  hand  in  his,  which  felt  cold,  and  trembled 
as  it  touched  me. 

I  knew,  by  some  means  of  which  I  was  not  conscious,  that  his  visitor  had  been 
the  man  who  left  the  house  only  a  few  minutes  before.  The  traces  of  some 
painful  occurrence  w’cro  visible  in  his  usually  unruffled  face,  his  white  neckclotli 
v/as  creased  and  loosely  tied,  his  whole  manner  that  of  one  who  had  been 
enfeebled  by  some  effort  which  called  forth  all  his  firmness  of  purpose,  and  left 
liim  physically  depressed  by  the  gloom  of  some  jjrobable  calamity. 

He  drew  me  to  him  gently,  however,  and,  not  without  an  effort,  smiled  as  he 
sat  down  and  pointed  ^Irs.  AVhite  to  a  chair. 

“  Well,  and  do  you  think  you  will  hke  to  live  here  with  us?”  he  asked  pleasantly. 

“  If  you  will  let  me,  sir,”  I  said.  “  I  know  1  shall  be  happy.” 

“  I  hope  so,  child,  and  remember  that  you  are  to  be  quite  under  Mrs.  White’s 
directions.  You  can  have  none  better,  I  am  sure.  You  will  come  and  see  me  in 
the  drawing-room  sometimes  when  I  dine  alone,  and  after  dinner  when  I  have 
company ;  but  first  you  must  make  up  your  mind  to  work  hard  at  your  books. 

Do  you  like  music  ?” 

“  Some  sorts  of  music,  sir.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  by  some  sorts  t  Not  the  psalms  out  of  Mrs.  Bradley’s 
hymn-book,  eh  ?” 

“  No,  sir.” 

“  Mind  what  you  say.  Look  at  Mrs.  White — she  shakes  her  head  at  you. 
Mrs.  W’hite  is  fond  of  hymns.” 

“  1  don’t  think  Wayfe  will  dislike  the  hymns  you  speak  of,”  said  my  new 
friend,  smiling ;  “  she  Las  never  heard  them.” 

Perhaps  not,  perhaj^s  not ;  but  1  meant  to  ask  her  if  slic  would  like  to  learn 
to  play.” 
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“  I’ll  try ;  but  I  shall  never  play  well,  sir." 

“Why  not ?  Are  you  too  stupid ?” 

“  No ;  but  I  could  never  bear  my  own  clumsy  mistakes  when  the  tune  wouldn't 
come  out  properly." 

“Well,  well,  at  all  events  I  have  written  to  a  gentleman  to  teach  you;  you 
will  also  learn  drawing.  Ua  1  1  see  you  brighten  at  that.  You  like  to  use  your 
pencil,  then  V" 

“  Yes,  sir ;  but  1  have  never  had  a  good  one.” 

“  AVhat  do  you  think  of  sending  her  for  three  or  four  hours  a-day  to  Mi-s. 
Winthrop’s?”  he  asked,  turning  to  Mrs.  White.  “  I  believe  that  she  is  a  good 
scholar  and  an  apt  teacher.  You  know  her,  do  you  not  ?" 

“  I  met  her  once  at  Mr.  Goodward's,  and  I  believe  she  is  all  you  say,  as  well 
as  a  charming  companion,  sir." 

“  She  attends  Mr.  Goodward’s  church,  then  ?  That’s  a  recommendation,  for 
I'll  allow  that  he’s  as  near  the  mark  of  what  1  think  Christianity  ought  to  be  as 
anybody  in  our  ciicle  of  acquaintance." 

“  May  I  inquire,  sir,  what  is  your  standard  of  Christianity 

“If  you  unaginc  I’m  to  be  <lrawn  into  a  theological  discussion,  Mrs.  White, 
you  are  very  much  mistaken.  You  think  me  a  heathen  because  I’m  unamiablc 
and  worldly,  which  is  shocking  in  an  old  man,  I  know ;  but  I  may  have  some 
sort  of  belief  hidden  within  me,  madam.  1  believe  in  the  truth  of  your  religion 
because  it  destroys  selfishness  ;  and  Mr.  Goodward  is  your  pastor  and  master — 
therefore  I  respect  him.  Wajfc  shall  go  to  Mrs.  Winthrop’s,  and  learn  enough  to 
enable  her  to  be  a  governess.  Her  moral  training  wdll  fall  to  your  lot,  Mrs.  Wiiite.' 
Let  us  begin  by  being  frank  and  open.  Tell  her  to-day  something  of  her  parent¬ 
age,  and  then  try  to  make  her  see  that,  if  I  am  selfish,  I  may  lay  some  claim  to  a 
little  regard." 

This  w'as  said  with  a  sort  of  sarcastic  self-depreciation,  but  with  no  unplea-saiit 
tone  or  expression. 

“You  see  I  know  perfectly  well  what  you  think  of  me,  Mrs.  White,  and  I 
think  you  w'ould  like  to  convert  me.” 

“  I  should,  sir.  You  are  sceptical  even  of  yourself  and  your  own  motives. 
Whether  I  think  you  have  always  acted  for  the  best  or  not  does  not  alter  the  fact 
that,  having  accepted  the  charge,  you  are  willing  to  minister  to  it  generously. 
You  have  been  moulded  in  a  sceptical  school,  Mr.  Willmott,  and  the  disciples  of 
the  plulosophy  in  which  you  have  been  taught  gain  very  little  in  exchange  for  their 
belief.  If  they  are  unhappy  they  can  pretend  to  laugh,  if  they  are  disappointed 
they  may  have  the  satisfaction  of  a  sneer.  But  you,  at  least,  were  never  a  decided 
convert  to  their  dogmas,  sir — you  know  that  they  were  too  impure  for  you." 

I  sat  there,  only  half  comprehending  Mrs.  White's  meaning,  and  was  scarcely 
surprised  to  sec  the  soft  bloom  upon  her  cheek  come  and  go  as  she  spoke  so 
earnestly.  Indeed,  I  expected  that  Mr.  'Wilhuott  might  presently  order  us  out  of 
the  room. 

“  1  think  you  are  half  right,  ma’am,”  ho  said  presently,  with  the  worn,  old  look 
coming  into  his  face  again.  “  But  I  can’t  thank  you  for  your  sennon  just  now, 
especially  as  you  have  forgotten  that  I  have  had  no  breakfast,  and  tliat  ray  toast 
and  chocolate  are  growing  cold  in  the  library— cold  as  your  Christian  charity, 
madam — and  you  the  housekeeper  too !" 
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I  saw  tears  rise  to  Mrs.  White’s  eyes  as  she  immediately  got  up  and  said — 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Willmott ;  I  will  prepare  a  fresh  cup  for  you 
directly.” 

“  Nonsense,”  replied  the  old  gentleman,  as  wc  went  out  of  the  room  together. 
‘‘I  shall  be  out  to  dinner  to-day,  and  not  home  till  late  this  evening.  Let 
AVayfe  come  down  and  have  some  fruit  to-morrow,  then  she  will  know  more 
about  me.” 

This  was  my  guardian  at  home,  then.  I  couldn’t  understand  his  character,  for 
it  seemed  contradictory  to  me.  I  had  met  with  no  such  example  of  bitterness  and 
levity,  of  coldness  and  familiarity,  combined  in  one  person  before. 

“  Don’t  cry,  dear  Sirs.  White,”  I  said,  as  we  went  up-stairs ;  “  I  don’t  think 
Mr.  Willmott  was  very  cross.” 

“  Cross,  my  dear?  no,  he  is  very  seldom  cross.  I  only  cry  because  I  see  in  him 
a  man  perverted  from  what  would  have  been  eminently  good  to  a  life  which  docs 
not  satisfy  him.” 

“  You  speak  plainly  to  him,  ma’am,  and  I  suppose  he  understands  you.” 

My  companion  turned  and  looked  at  mo  with  a  sudden  reilective  light  in 
her  eyes. 

“Too  plainly,  I  fear,”  she  said,  sadly;  “he  has  no  one  else  near  to  remind  him, 
and — oh,  he  must  be  shocked  1 — perhaj®,  after  all,  it  would  be  better  to  be  silent, 
for  his  is  just  the  mind  to  see  the  impropriety  of  his  housekeeper  dictating 
to  him  on  such  subjects.  Lord,  lighten  our  darkness,  lighten  our  darkness, 
O  Lord!” 

This  was  said  more  to  herself  than  to  me,  as  we  returned  to  the  room,  where 
the  bright  embers  of  the  fire  still  glowed,  and  the  straggling  rays  of  the  sun 
penetrated  through  the  morning  mist,  and  shone  upon  the  little  table  by  the 
window. 
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The  year  is  dying!  and,  when  fairly  dead. 

Strew  some  unfading  flowers  upon  its  bier; 

Though  in  its  flight  came  transient  hours  of  dread. 
And  days  that  beam’d  not  always  bright  and  clear; 
Yet  hath  the  light  it  leaves  us  haply  shed 
A  brightening  hope  upon  the  coming  year. 

To  which  we  look,  as  when  not  distant  far 
We  watch  the  rising  of  some  glorious  star. 

Tlie  year  is  dying !  but  another’s  dawn 

Will  break,  erelong,  upon  the  realm  of  time; 

Bright  be  its  advent !  fair  and  calm  its  morn ! 

Its  noon  and  ere  be  cloudless  as  its  prime! 

Jlay  peace,  and  joy,  and  plenty’s  garnish’d  liom 
I’our  forth  their  blessings  in  our  genial  clime, 

And  trust  iu  hcarcu,  and  lore  to  man  appear 
Store  bright,  more  glorious,  in  each  passing  year! 


James  Bniu. 
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Galley-iialfpexce,  Binokc  farthiugs,  angeU,  pin-mouey,  fiddlers’  money 
Scarborough  half-crowns,  Newark  shillings,  Becaton  Custle  and  Colchester  shil* 
lings,  Oxford  crowns,  siege-pieces,  and  the  queen’s  pledges !  what  a  jingling  of 
coin,  good,  had,  and  indifferent,  and  how  woefully  we  have  neglected  telling 
you  about  the  coinage  of  our  country ! 

However,  the  hisUjry  of  the  money  of  this  period  tells  so  eloquently  of  King 
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Charles’s  career,  that  perhaps,  after  all,  this  neglect  of  ours  will  not  prove  so  fatal 
as  at  first  sight  might  be  imagined ;  moreover,  the  massing  together  of  information 
on  any  given  subject  is  always  advisable ;  so  we  shall  commence  by  noticing  galley- 
halfpence,  which  were  a  coin  of  Genoa,  brought  in  by  the  galley-men,  or  men 
that  came  up  in  the  galleys  with  wine  and  merchandise.  This  money  was  broader 
than  the  English  halfpenny,  but  not  so  thick,  and  was  probably  base  metal, 
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for  a  statute  (13  Henry  IV.,  cap.  vi.)  was  passed  in  Henry  the  Fourth’s  reign, 
“  considering  the  great  deceit  as  well  of  the  said  galley-halfpence,  as  other  foreign 
money.”  These  galleys  unloaded  at  the  east  end  of  Lower  Thames-street,  thence 
called  Galley  (Juay ;  where,  in  the  seventeenth  century,  were  struck  tradesmen’s 
tokens,  therefore  called  Galley  Quay  halfpence.  Fin-money  had  its  origin  from  a 
very  ancient  tax  in  France  for  providing  the  queen  with  pins ;  whence  the  term 
“  pin-money”  hath  been  imdoubtcdly  applied  by  us  to  that  provision  for  married 
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women  with  which  the  husband  is  not  to  interfere.  An  illustration  and  an  account 
of  angels  was  given  in  one  of  the  papers  relating  to  Good  Queen  Hess ;  but  we 
were  not  then  aware — so  W'e  tell  you  now' — that  the  gold  used  for  coining  these 
coins  w'as  of  a  finer  kind  than  crown  gold.  The  angel  was  worth  about  ten 
shillings,  and  it  appears,  from  the  following  epigram,  was  a  lawyer’s  fee : — 

“Ui-ON  Annk's  Maukiaoe  wnii  a  Lawyek. 

“  Anne  is  an  angel — wliat  if  so  she  Le  ? 

AVhat  is  an  angel  but  a  lawyei’s  fee?” — Wits'  Recreations, 

Smoke  farthings  are  much  less  know'n  than  angels,  or,  indeed,  any  other  of  the 
coins  to  which  we  have  been  referring ;  and  it  is  curious  to  find  that  a  tax  was 
once  paid  upon  a  fire  in  England.  These  smoke  farthings  were  levied  by  the 
clergy  upon  every  person  who  kept  a  fire.  The  March  money  w'as  a  similar  tax, 
but  was  paid  to  the  king :  it  was  first  levied  in  ICofi,  and  its  last  collection  was 
in  1090. 

During  the  seventeenth  century,  a  very  frequent  phrase  in  the  mouth  of  many 
W'as,  “  A  fit  of  mirth  for  a  groat which  denotes  that  coin  to  have  been  the  usual 
requital  to  the  fiddlers  or  minstrels  of  that  period.  This,  it  appears,  was  the 
origin  of  a  groat  l)eing  called  fiddlers’  money. 

lludibras,  in  his  description  of  the  sciuire,  says — 

“His  wit  was  sent  him  for  a  token, 

But  in  the  carriage  crack’d  and  broken, 

Like  commendation  ninepence,  crook’d 
With — ‘  To  and  from  my  love’ — it  look’d.” 


This  ninepence  was  a  common  coin  prior  to  the  year  1G9G,  when  all  the  money 
that  was  not  niiUed  was  called  in,  and  this  particular  one  kept  in  thenceforth.  The 
custom  of  bending  a  coin  till  it  became  crooked,  and  usable  as  a  lover’s  token, 
survived,  however,  almost  down  to  our  own  time,  as  the  prolific  numbers  of 
deformed  pieces  everywhere  seen  in  circulation  but  a  few  years  ago  sufficiently 


show.  But  a  worse  matter  than  that  of  bending  coins  must  be  noticed — we  allude 
to  the  coinage  tkit  came  from  different  mints,  such  as  the  Oxford  crown,  the 
York  half-crow'n,  and  others  which  were  circulated  by  the  unfortunate  king  as  he 
flew  from  place  to  place,  where  his  lost  grandeur  became  as  apparent  in  the 
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deterioration  of  his  money  as  by  anything  else 
that  befell  him.  Ilis  affairs  at  la-st  grew  so 
desperate,  that  his  siege-pieces — as  they  were 
denominated — can  hardly  be  called  coins  at  all. 
One  sort  consisted  of  mere  bits  of  silver  plate, 
Avith  a  castle  rudely  stanqied  on  them.  We  give 
some  of  these  curious  coins,  one  of  which  is 
supposed  to  have  been  struck  at  Scarlxirough, 
and  the  others  at  Newark,  Beeston,  and  Col¬ 
chester — four  cities  which  were  all  besieged,  and 
suffered  severely,  during  these  lamentable  times. 


It  will  easily  be  imagined  how  great  and  how  real  the  difficulty  must  have  been 


for  the  king  to  raise  any  money  at  all ;  and  one  mode  adopted  by  the  queen 


(narrated  by  Miss  Strickland  in  her  “Lives  of  the  Queens  of  England”)  for  raising 
supplies  does  much  honour  to  her  ingenuity. 
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“At  this  period  Queen  Henrietta  Lad  recourse  to  the  painful  expedient  of 
soliciting  personal  loans  for  the  service  of  her  royal  husband,  not  only  from  tho 
female  nobility  of  England,  but  from  private  families  whom  she  had  reason  to 
believe  well  affected  to  the  cause  of  loyalty.  To  such  as  supplied  her  with  these 
aids  she  was  accustomed  to  testify  her  gratitude  by  the  gift  of  a  ring,  or  some 
other  trinket,  from  her  own  cabinet;  but  when  the  increasing  exigencies  of  the 
king’s  affairs  compelled  her  to  sell  or  pawn  in  Holland  the  whole  of  her  plate 
and  most  of  her  jewels  for  his  use,  she  adopted  an  ingenious  device,  by  which  she 
was  enabled,  at  a  small  expense,  to  continue  her  gifts  to  her  friends,  and  in  a  form 
that  rendered  these  more  precious  to  the  recipient  parties,  because  they  had  imme¬ 
diate  reference  to  herself. 

“  Whilst  in  Holland  she  had  a  great  many  rings,  lockets,  and  bracelet-clasps 
made  with  her  cipher — the  letters  H.  M.  R.,  Henrietta  Maria  Regina — in  very 
delicate  filagree  of  gold,  curiously  entwined  in  a  monogram,  laid  on  a  ground  of 
crimson  velvet,  covered  with  thick  crystal,  cut  like  a  table  diamond,  and  set  in 
gold.  These  were  called  “  the  queen’s  pledges,”  and  were  presented  by  her  to  any 
person  who  had  lent  her  money,  or  rendered  her  any  particular  service,  with  an 
understanding  that,  if  presented  to  her  Majesty  at  any  future  time,  when  Fortune 
smiled  on  the  royal  cause,  it  would  command  either  repayment  of  the  money 
advanced  or  some  favour  from  the  queen  that  would  amount  to  an  ample  equivalent. 
JIany  of  these  interesting  testimonials  are  in  existence,  and,  in  families  where  the 
tradition  has  been  forgotten,  have  been  regarded  as  amulets  which  were  to  secure 
good  fortune  to  tho  wearer.  One  of  these  royal  pledges,  a  small  bracelet-clasp, 
has  been  an  heirloom  in  the  family  of  the  author  of  this  life  of  Henrietta,  and  there 
is  a  ring,  with  the  same  device,  in  the  possession  of  Philip  Darrell,  Esq.,  of  Calcs 
Hill,  in  Kent,  which  was  presented  to  his  immediate  ancestor  by  that  queen.” 

England  suddenly  transformed  into  a  universal  camp,  there  is  no  need  to  ask 
what  became  of  all  this  treasure,  and  how  it  was  spent.  London  was  enthusiastic 
in  favour  of  the  parliament,  collected  an  army  from  among  its  own  citizens,  and 
opened  a  kind  of  public  treasury  for  the  receipt  of  gifts,  to  which  “  not  only  the 
wealthiest  citizens  and  gentlemen,  who  were  near  dwellers,  brought  in  their  large 
bags  and  goblets,  but  the  poorer  sort,  like  that  widow  in  the  Gospel,  presented 
their  mites  also ;  inasmuch  that  it  was  a  common  jeer  of  men  disaffected  to  tho 
cause  to  call  this  a  thimble  and  bodkin  army.” 

•  When  the  first  spot  desecrated  by  the  blood  of  these  most  horrible  (if  necessary) 
wars  was  known  as  tho  “  Vale  of  the  Red  Horse,”  wo  may  well  expect  to  hear 
that  the  combatants’  next  meeting  place  was  among  standing  com  ;  and  it  requires 
little  imagination  indeed  to  picture  the  royal  standard  blown  by  the  strong,  unruly 
wind  (fit  emblem  of  the  rough  purifiers  then  blustering  across  the  country) 
from  the  ramparts  of  York ;  or  tho  sad  interment  in  the  lonely  churchyard  of 
Hampden,  where,  with  mutfled  drums  and  ensigns,  the  Green-coats,  singing  the 
19th  Psalm,  bare-headed  and  carrying  reversed  arms,  bmied  all  that  remained  of 
their  great  commander. 

The  spirit  of  the  times  was  shown,  too,  in  other  matters  besides  war ;  and, 
as  an  example  of  the  extreme  severity  which  was  at  that  time  used  even  on 
the  most  triilirg  occasion,  there  is  a  story  told  of  a  citizen  who  quarrelled  with 
some  nobleman’s  servant.  The  servant  showing  his  master’s  badge  upon  his  sleeve, 
which  happened  to  be  a  swan,  the  other  replied,  “  He  did  not  care  for  that  goose.” 
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For  these  words  he  was  summoned  before  the  Star  Chamber,  and  severely  fined,  din 
having  insulted  a  nobleman’s  crest  by  calling  a  swan  a  goose !  kee 

Amongst  the  men  who  distinguished  themselves,  not  only  in. war,  but  by  the  !  for 
cultivation  of  arts  and  sciences,  were  Prince  Rupert  and  Sir  Francis  Crane.  The  as  ] 

first,  who  lived  to  be  a  very  old  man,  devoted  himself  in  his  latter  years  to  the  anc 

study  of  chemistry,  and  was  the  inventor  of  the  kind  of  engraving  called  mezzo-  ml 

tinto.  It  is  said  that  he  was  led  to  the  discovery  by  observing  the  effect  of  rust  I  wh 
on  an  old  gun,  which  one  of  his  soldiers  was  cleaning ;  while  the  latter  commenced  I  an( 
a  manufactory  of  tapestry  at  Mortlake,  near  Richmond.  Charles  I.  patronised  inc 

this  manufactory,  and  in  the  first  year  of  his  reign  acknowledged  a  debt  to  Crane  1 1 

of  C,000/.  for  three  sets  of  “  gold  hangings.”  Archbishop  Williams  paid  him 
2,500/.  for  a  piece  representing  the  Four  Seasons ;  and  the  more  affluent  of  the  | 
nobility  purchase<l  of  him,  at  proportionate  prices,  various  rich  hangings  “  wrought 


in  silk.”  The  ci\dl  wars,  however,  put  an  end  to  Crane’s  flourishing  manufacture,  fel 
the  most  successful  for  a  time  that  ever  existed  in  England.  na 

Newspjipers,  too,  were  multiplied  in  the  time  of  the  Charleses  to  a  great 
extent.  They  were  commenced,  as  we  have  already  shown,  in  the  time  of  Eliza-  on 

beth ;  in  the  following  reign  they  were,  however,  simply  packets  of  news,  pub-  |  Bp 

lishe<l  in  small  stpiarc  pamphlets  as  they  were  received  from  abroad  ;  and  it  was  '  wi 

tlicse  occasional  pamphlets  which  were  subsequently  converted  into  a  regular  th 

weekly  publication,  entitled,  “  The  Newes  of  the  Present  Week.”  It  flourished  P  wi 

largely  at  this  very  time.  ,  lx 

In  lGfl5,  Charles  I.  erected  a  letter  office  for  England  and  Scotland ;  but  this  I  in 
extended  only  to  a  few  of  the  principal  roads ;  the  times  of  carriage  were  uncertain,  I 
and  the  postmiisters  on  each  road  were  required  to  furnish  horses  for  the  con-  I  n 

veyanoe  of  the  letters  at  the  rate  of  twopence-halfpenny  a  mile.  This  plan  did  1  ei 

not  succeed,  and  at  length  a  post-office,  for  the  weekly  conveyance  of  letters  to  all  j  tl 

l)art8  of  the  kingdom,  w'as  established  in  1049,  by  which  plan  the  public  saved  j  h 

7,000/.  a-year  on  account  of  postmasters.  ?  cl 

Since  the  Reformation  there  had  been,  at  various  times,  regulations  laid  down  si 

for  the  observance  of  abstinence ;  and  by  5  Eliz.  c.  v.,  which  was  a  statute  entirely  1  c' 

for  the  increase  of  fishery,  it  was  enacted  that  no  one,  unless  having  a  licence,  sliould  C 

eat  flesh  on  fish  days,  or  on  Wednesdays  (then  made  an  additional  fish  day),  under  1 

a  penalty  of  3/.,  or  three  montlis’  imprisonment.  There  was  this  licence,  how-  f 

ever,  in  the  statute — IJcery  one  having  three  dishes  of  sea-fsh  at  his  table  infght  ' 
have  one  of  ftsh  also."  “  But  because  no  manner  of  person  shall  misjudge  of  the  i 


intent  of  this  statute,  it  is  enacted  that  whosoever  shall  notify  that  any  eating  of  ^  a 

fish  or  forbearing  of  flesh  mentioned  therein  is  of  any  necos  ty  for  the  saving  of  \  i 

the  soul  of  man,  or  that  it  is  the  service  of  God  otherwise  than  as  other  politic 
laws  are  and  be,  that  then  such  persons  shall  be  punished  as  spreaders  of  false 
news.”  This  abstemious  system,  however,  was  only  compulsory  on  the  poor. 
Licences  were  easily  obt.xined  from  the  Privy  Council  (in  Edward  the  Sixth’s  days,  i 

at  least),  and  afterwards  from  the  bishop.  They  were  empowered,  with  their  ; 

guests,  to  eat  flesh  on  all  fasting  days  for  life.  The  civil  wars  did  not  so  put  an  i  i 

end  to  that  compulsory  observance  of  Lent  and  fish  days  but  that  similar  licences  L  ' 

were  granted  ever  so  long,  even  till  after  the  Restoration.  p  > 

Pepys  tells  us,  Feb.  27,  1001 — “  I  called  for  a  dish  of  fish,  which  we  liad  for  j  ' 
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dinner,  this  being  the  first  day  of  Lent,  and  I  do  intend  to  try  whether  I  can 
keep  it  or  no."  “  Feb.  28. — Notwithstanding  my  resolution  (of  yeslenlay)^  yet, 
for  want  of  other  victuals,  1  did  eat  flesh  this  l.cnt,  but  am  resolved  to  eat  as  little 
as  I  can."  Little  need,  surely,  during  the  civil  wars,  to  compel  the  eating  of  fish, 
and  forbid  the  swallowing  of  flesh ;  all  food  must  have  been  eaten  with  ashes,  and 
mixed  with  bitter  herbs,  during  those  days.  Think  only  of  a  few  of  the  women 
who  played  a  part  in  those  terrible  times.  There  is  the  queen,  Cromwell’s  wife 
and  daughters.  Lady  Hutchinson,  and  Lady  Fairfax.  It  was  women  must  weep" 
indeed  just  then,  though  they  did  more  than  mourn  for  “  the  desire  of  their  eyes.” 
I  met,  the  other  day,  with  a  tale  of  Lady  Fairfax  which  I  had  forgotten,  which,  I 
dare  say,  has  slipped  your  memory  too ;  but  it  will  bear  repeating ;  for  it  proves 
that,  sorrow  as  the  women  might,  and  suffer  as  they  certainly  did,  there  remained 
in  them  sufficient  spirit  to  proclaim  who  was  on  the  king's  side,  and  what  they 
felt  and  thought  of  the  means  taken  to  remedy  tlie  disasters  that  had  befallen  the 
nation. 

The  king  was  brought  before  his  self-constituted  judges  at  Westminster  Hall 
on  the  20th  of  January.  Their  names  being  called  over,  a  voice  from  among  the 
spectators  called  out,  when  the  crier  came  to  the  name  of  Fairfax,  “  He  has  more 
wit  than  to  be  here  1"  and  when  the  king  was  said  to  be  accused  in  the  name  of 
the  people,"  the  same  voice  exclaimed,  “  Not  a  tenth  pjirt  of  them  1"  The  soldiers 
F  were  ordered  to  fire  at  the  sjjot  whence  the  voice  had  jiroceeded ;  but,  on  its 
being  discovered  that  Lady  Fairfax  was  the  person  who  had  spoken  the  words, 
in  consideration  of  her  sex  and  rank  they  did  not  fire. 

It  was  not  much  use  attempting  to  stem  the  eddying  torrents  that  were 
rushing  and  foaming  at  this  period  across  the  country ;  which  swept  old  things,  and 
evil  things,  and  things  of  good  report,  indiscriminately  away  for  awhile ;  and,  in 
the  midst  of  this  confusion  and  disorder,  we  look  in  vain  for  a  quiet  spot  on  which 
to  rest  our  weary  eye.  The  singing  men  and  the  singing  women,  and  the  little 
children  playing  in  the  streets,  are  all  gone,  so  we  have  had  to  scramble  after 
such  domestic  notices  as  might  have  been  expected  of  such  dreary  days.  In  con¬ 
clusion,  the  mere  mention  of  childhood  calls  to  mind  two  anecdotes  of  two  of 
Charles’s  family  which  we  cannot  refrain  from  repeating.  One  is  of  the  little 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  then  only  seven  years  of  age,  who  received,  as  a  dying  legacy 
from  his  father’s  lips,  the  warning — 

“  Mark,  my  child,  what  I  say.  They  will  cut  off  my  head,  and  when  I  am 
dead  they  will  want,  perhaps,  to  make  thee  king ;  but  thou  must  not  be  a  king 
so  long  as  thy  brothers  Charles  and  James  are  alive ;  therefore,  I  charge  thee,  do 
not  be  made  a  king  by  them.” 

The  child  looked  earnestly  in  his  father’s  face,  and  answered — 

“  I  will  be  torn  in  pieces  first.” 

The  other  story  is  of  a  little  sister  of  this  very  Duke  of  Gloucester,  whoso 
name  luas  long  ago  been  forgotten  on  earth,  for  she  died  at  the  early  .age  of  four 
years.  While  on  her  death-bed,  one  of  her  attendants  desired  her  to  pray.  She 
said  she  could  not  say  her  long  prayer — meaning  the  Lord’s  Pr.ayer — but  she 
would  try  to  say  her  short  one ;  when,  laying  her  little  head  on  the  pillow,  she 
murmured — “  Lighten  my  darkness,  O  Lord,  and  let  me  not  sleep  the  sleep  of 
death,"  immediately  expiring  —  hapi)ier  far  than  her  sister,  the  Princess 
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Elizabeth,  who  lived  long  enough  to  be  nearly  apprenticed  to  a  button-maker, 
and  whope  death  was  hastened  by  grief  for  the  fate  of  her  father. 

It  has  been  said,  and  said  truly,  that  the  memory  of  King  Charles,  “Th« 
Martyr,”  has  been  more  endeared  to  the  popular  min'*‘  by  his  tender  and 
parental  character  than,  perhaps,  by  any  very  nice  apprec'.ition  of  the  merits  of 
the  cause  for  which  he  suffered.  The  affecting  scene  of  hi .  last  parting  from  hi] 
young  children,  when  they  came  from  Sion  House  to  St.  James's  Palace,  lias  been 
a  favourite  subject  for  pictorial  representation ;  and  there  are  few  who  can  view 
it  unmoved.  The  king’s  last  night  on  earth  was  spent  tranquilly.  He  slept 
more  thaa  four  hours ;  his  attendant,  Herbert,  resting  on  a  pallet  by  the  royal 
bed.  The  room  was  dimly  lighted  by  a  great  cake  of  wax,  set  in  a  silver  basin. 
Before  daybreak  the  king  had  aroused  his  attendant,  saying  “  He  had  a  great 
work  to  do  that  day.”  Prayer,  communion,  and  the  announcement  of  the  execu¬ 
tioners  waiting  for  their  victim — the  glass  of  claret  and  the  morsel  of  bread,  lest 
faintness  on  the  scaffold  might  be  felt,  and  be  misinterpreted — the  long  procession 
to  Whitehall — the  silent  and  dejected  faces  of  the  soldiers — the  mutual  prayers, 
and  the  last  inquiry,  “  Does  my  hair  trouble  you  ?” — the  outstretched  hands 
for  the  signal — all  these,  and  many  more  such  gloomy  sights,  go  to  make  up  t 
mournful  picture.  As  the  cloak  of  the  king  falls  from  his  shoulders,  the  faithful 
Juxon  receives  from  the  hand  of  his  beloved  master,  with  the  single  and  mysterious 
word,  “Remember!”  the  “George”  here  represented.  So  ended  the  domestic 
history  of  poor  King  Charles ;  and  with  him,  in  one  sense,  for  a  long  time,  the 
domestic  happiness  of  his  country. 

M.  S.  R. 
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CONSTANCE  CIIORLEY. 

IN  FIVK  fUAl-rKRS. 

IV. 

One  evening  Constance  sat  alone  in  the  room  behind  the  shop.  She  was  looking 
at  a  map  upon  her  knee,  and  now  and  then  she  concealed  it  l)eueath  her  work,  and, 
leaning  her  head  against  the  lireplace,  fell  into  devp,  satl  thoughtfulness. 

Some  weeks  liad  {wssed,  and  wonderfully  liad  Air.  Chorley  recovered  from  the 
effects  of  the  lire.  The  tide  of  fortune  had  come — somewhat  differently,  it  must  be 
owned,  from  wliat  he  had  anticipated — but  still  it  had  come,  and  he  was  thankful — 
very  thankful.  His  business  had  made  a  sudden  leap  forward,  for  every  one  took 
a  pleasure  in  showing  their  sympathy  with  his  misfortune,  and  their  admiration  of 
his  courage,  by  coming  to  his  shop  to  make  some  new  purchase,  or  to  give  him  some 
new  order. 

That  afternoon  the  agent  had  been  with  his  note-book,  and  looked  at  the  damaged 
property.  He  happened  to  drop  in  at  Mr.  Chorley’s  tea  hour,  when  the  room  was 
filled  with  the  fragrance  of  the  hot  buttered  cakes  and  the  Mocha  coffee,  which  were 
always  irresistible  to  Mr.  Rowbotham,  and  which  Mr.  Chorley,  though  he  preferred 
tea  himself,  happened,  quite  accidentally — so  he  said — to  liave  on  the  table  that  after¬ 
noon.  It  scarcely  needed  Mr.  Chorley’s  persuasive  voice  to  make  him  sit  down  and 
refresh  liimself  before  going  to  business.  In  the  course  of  conversation,  Mr.  Chorley 
remarked  that  he  had  drawn  up  a  careful  estimate  of  the  injured  property  for  his 
own  use ;  and  Mr.  Rowbotham,  who  disliked  trouble,  requested  to  see  it,  and,  as  he 
glanced  it  over,  declared  he  would  encroach  no  longer  on  Mr.  Chorley’s  time  by 
needlessly  going  over  these  items  again.  So  business,  without  seeming  to  be  business, 
was  quickly  grappled  with,  and  soon  over.  It  was  not  a  case,  Mr.  Rowbotham  felt, 
for  rigid  scrutiny  into  the  exactitude  of  every  jiarticular  of  the  loss,  or  into  the 
precise  amount  attached  to  each  item.  Was  it  not  plain  that,  but  for  the  brave  old 
gentleman’s  devotion  and  personal  risk,  the  office  must  have  had  to  pay  three  or 
four  times  the  amount?  The  agent  felt  it  was  not  only  absurd,  but  lowering  to  the 
dignity  of  the  office  and  his  own  self-respect,  to  sit  there  chaffering  with  so  esti¬ 
mable  a  man,  so  hospitable  a  host,  and  so  old  a  customer.  Accordingly,  he  accepted 
Hr.  Chorley’s  estimate  with  entire  good-will,  and  wrote  beneath  it,  “  I  am  satisfied 
this  b  correct,  and  that,  if  it  be  consistent  with  the  views  of  the  directors  to  make 
some  additional  acknowledgment  of  the  zeal  cxliibited  in  saving  the  property  in 
danger,  this  is  eminently  a  case  for  their  attention.  It  is  impossible  to  speak  too 
liighly  ot  tne  conduct  of  Mr.  Daniel  Chorley.” 

AVhen  he  had  written  these  lines  ho  handed  the  paper  over  to  tliat  worthy  gen¬ 
tleman,  who  read,  and  then  wiped  his  eyes  with  a  fine  and  snowy-white  cambric 
liandkerchief — another  of  Mr.  Chorley’s  gentlemanly,  but  innocent,  luxuries.  After 
awhile  he  said,  in  a  mild,  melancholy  accent — 

“  The  simi  is — then — without  the  workmen’s  bills - ” 

“  Fifty-nine  pounds,  ten  shillings,  and  sixpence.” 

“  Well,  Mr.  Rowl)otham,  I  cannot  exactly  thank  you,  because  your  first  duty  is 
to  your  office ;  but  I  do  say  this — it  is  pleasant  to  have  to  deal  with  a  gentleman. 
I  say  no  more  1" 

At  all  events,  he  could  have  said  nothing  liettcr  to  the  purpose.  The  agent  was 
a  humbly-born,  self-made  man  with  a  tlnriving  income,  and  he  was  beginning  to 
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think  of  a  lift  in  the  social  sphere,  so  Uiat  the  idea  of  being  estccmeil  a  gentleman 
was  peculiarly  pleasant  to  bim.  The  fumes  of  the  fancy  ascended  into  his  brain, 
and  wound  about  it  with  as  pleasant  a  sense  of  titillation  as  the  aroma  of  the 
coffee  had  already  exercised  ujwn  its  material  structure. 

“  You  are  an  honour  to  the  town,  sir — an  honour  to  human  nature  1”  were  the 
agent’s  last  words,  as,  two  hours  later,  luiving  finished  Ids  second  tumbler  of  whisky, 
aiid-water,  he  shook  hands  with  ^Ir.  Chorley  at  the  street-door. 

But  Mr.  Chorley,  though  conscious  of  the  existence  of  certain — (might  he  not  say, 
practically  slight  ?) — qualifications  of  the  agent’s  opinion,  was,  on  the  whole,  very 
much  of  the  same  mind  lumself.  Were  there  not  undreamed-of  depths  of  virtue  and 
conscientiousness  in  his  bosom,  known  only  to  himself  ?  No  one  but  he,  for  instance, 
knew  how  easily  he  could  have  made  those  figures  relative  to  the  damaged  i)roi)erty 
iiscoud  considerably  higher,  yet  he  had  refused  to  do  so.  He  wanted  to  get  rid  of 
that  cursed  secret  debt  which  had  long  weighed  him  down,  and,  having  got  the 
re<iuisite  amount  in  full,  with  a  kind  of  gentlemanly  allowance  of  a  few  pounds 
over,  he  would  seek  no  more  from  the  ollice — no,  not  even  although  he  had,  as  the 
agent  said,  savetl  the  office  hundreds  by  his  own  personal  risk  and  heroism.  “  Well, 
well,  on  the  whole  it  was  a  happy  ending — sjifer,  yes,  safer,  tlian  if  everytlung  had 
turned  out  as  he  had  intended.” 

Yes,  his  only  existing — and  secret— difficulty  was  disposed  of.  A  debt  of  fifty 
pounds  had  been  pressing  heavily  on  the  old  gentleman  for  some  time,  and  had 
become  so  threatening  of  late  that  it  had  materially  helped  to  influence  the  mind  of 
the  worried  debtor  to  the  dangerous  course  he  had  taken.  But  even  that  was  now 
removed  during  Fortune’s  smiling,  open-handed  mood. 

Of  the  conversation  between  the  two  men  Constance  had  lost  not  a  word. 

Strangely  stern,  as  well  as  mournful,  had  the  pale  face  become  now ;  though  with 
little  ’Duke  it  never  lost  the  sui^ernatural  beauty  he  had  seen  come  ujx)!!  it  in  the 
smoke  and  flames  of  that  horrible  night.  The  few  days  he  remained  at  homo 
he  seemed  almost  to  idolise  her.  He  followed  her  about  from  room  to  room.  Be 
looked  up  silently  in  her  face,  sometimes  putting  up  his  lips  for  a  kiss  when  ho 
saw  a  tear  glistening  in  her  eyes ;  and  he  never  rested  an  hour  away  from  her  side. 
But  Mr.  Chorley  sent  him  back  to  school,  and  the  girl  lost  the  bit  of  sunshine  that 
his  jircseuce  made  upon  her  life. 

And  yet  his  al)sence  was,  in  some  measure,  a  relief — a  great  relief  to-night,  when 
she  sat  there,  watching  the  shadow  of  another  great  coming  event,  as  she  had 
watched  and  foreseen  during  the  night  of  the  fire.  But  this  time  she  was  prejiared 
— or,  rather,  trying  to  prepare  herself — for  a  much  harder  battle  than  she  nad  fought 
before,  though,  ix'rhaps,  ’Duke  might  not  have  understood  it  so. 

She  knew  her  time  was  come  now;  for  she  heard  her  father,  who  had  busied 
himself  in  his  accounts  after  the  agent’s  dejxirture,  whistle  a  low,  soft  whistle,  as  he 
always  did  when  he  got  up  from  his  accounts  sjitisfied.  She  rose,  put  the  map  in 
her  pocket,  folded  U2i  her  work,  and  stood  facing  him  as  he  entered  the  room,  and 
said,  in  a  firm,  determined,  yet  rather  husky  voice — 

“  Father,  1  want  to  speak  to  you,  idease.” 

But  at  that  moment  Mr.  Daniel  Chorley  remembered  that  he  had  a  mo.st  inte¬ 
resting  engagement  out  of  doors  to  sui)pcr,  and  that  he  must  run  up-stairs  to  dress 
without  an  instant’s  loss  of  time.  He  was  stoiqjcd  by  the  piercing  tones,  successively 
increasing  in  intensity,  that  followed  ium — “  Father  1  father  I  father !” 
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“  Well,  well !  What  a  plague  the  child  is !  Now,  then,  Constance,”  he  said, 
returning  in  an  ill  temper. 

“  Father,  you  told  me  that  man  was  not  going  to  pay  you  anything  for  the 
ikmage  done  by  the  fire.” 

“  Of  course  not.  He  doesn’t  pay  ;  it's  the  office  which  pays.  You  don’t  under¬ 
stand  these  things,  Constance.” 

“Father,  I’m  afraid  I  do.  You  are  to  be  paid,  then,  a  great  sum  of  money’?” 

“  And  if  I  am,  what  then  ?  The  office  is  willing.” 

“  Does  the  office  know,  father,  that  you  set  fire  to  your  own  house  ?” 

What  a  terrible  power  there  is  sometimes  in  the  simplest  words !  I  don’t 
think  anybody  had  ever  yet  seen  Mr.  Chorley  in  a  genuine  passion.  He  was  too 
dignified,  too  gentlemanly.  He  might  cut  you  with  the  keen  razor  of  his  sarcasm, 
and  then  pour  into  the  wound  the  corrosive  sublimate  of  his  kindness,  but  all  in 
a  quiet,  self-controlled  way  that  made  you  respect  the  appearances  of  the  man, 
while  you  winced  under  the  reality  of  his  torture.  It  was  sad  that  a  child's  words — 
and  those  the  words  of  his  own  child — should  be  the  first  to  unsettle  so  desirable  a 
state  of  things.  For  a  moment  his  face  appeared  at  the  white  heat  of  passion  ; 
then,  as  his  knees  shook,  and  his  eyes  glanced  quivcringly  round  to  see  if  there 
were  any  listeners,  he  started  forwards,  dropped  his  two  hands  on  the  child’s 
shoulders,  and  pressed  her  neck  convulsively  between  them,  until  she  screamed — 

“  Father !  father !  don’t  kill  me  I” 

“  Hush,  I  say — hush  !  Say  those  words  again,  that  you  said  just  now,  as  long 
as  you  live,  and - ” 

The  child  saw  in  his  eyes  and  face  all  that  he  hesitated  to  say,  and  from  that 
moment  felt  she  was  alone  in  the  world.  To  the  dead  mother  succeeded  a  more 
than  dead  father!  The  child’s  last  earthly  hope  of  a  father’s  cherishing  love 
passed  away,  and  there  remained  but  the  terror  of  his  presence,  the  fear  of  his 
fear,  the  sickening  consciousness  of  a  secret  existing  between  them  which  forbade 
all  hope  of  future  mutual  confidence.  He,  on  his  part,  presently  repented  of  his 
violence,  and  began  to  understand — very  unwillingly,  it  must  be  owned — that 
here  was  a  new  difficulty  to  be  faced,  and  one  that  he  could  not  help,  in  his  inmost 
soul,  resenting  that  it  should  dare  to  be  a  difficulty  to  him.  But  he  began  to 
apologise  —  to  soothe  Constance’s  fears — to  defend  himself  from  the  terrible 
imputation  conveyed  by  her  words.  That  was  his  phrase — “  imputation.”  When 
ugly  facts  can't  be  resolved  away  into  air  we  talk  of  them  as  imputations,  and  find 
comfort  in  the  sound. 

“Now  sit  down,  child,  and  let  me  explain  to  you  a  bit.” 

“  Yes,  father.” 

“  I  liave  paid  this  office  a  good  deal  of  money — more  than  the  sum  they  are 
going  to  pay  me  in  return.” 

“  Fes,  father,”  said  the  child,  fancying,  she  knew  not  why,  there  must  be 
Eomething  in  that. 

“When  the  trade  was  better,  and  the  stock  larger,  I  insured  for  the  right 
amount,  and  I  didn’t  alter  the  amount  when  times  grew  worse  and  the  stock  less.” 

“  No,  father,  I  know — you  told  me  once  you  didn’t  like  the  office  to  see  that 
you  were  losing  ground.” 

“  Pooh,  nonsense !  I  never  said  anything  of  the  kind — couldn’t  have  said  it 
But  you  won’t  listen,  Constanee.” 
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“Oh,  yes,  father,- 1  will,  I  will!”  and  the  eyes  were  dropping  big  tears  as 
this  was  said.  But  Mr.  Chorley,  communing  with  his  own  spirit,  saw  he  was 
engaged  in  a  hopeless  task — that  there  was  before  him,  in  that  little,  shabby  child, 
an  inexorable  logician,  before  whom  all  Lis  pleasant  self-delusions  dispersed  into 
vacancy,  and  against  whom,  as  they  touched,  all  his  worshipped  idols  were  sure  to 
be  broken  in  pieces.  So  he  said,  in  his  grandest  manner,  and  with  a  rcproachfol 
tone  not  common  with  him,  and  therefore  only  the  more  forcible — 

“  Constance,  you  do  not  listen  to  me  w'ith  proper  respect.  You  don’t  under¬ 
stand  my  actions.  In  time  you  will.  Wait,  and  be  silent ;  you  are  but  a  child. 
Wait,  I  say,  and  be  silent.” 

There  was  just  the  least  touch  of  menace  accompanying  these  last  words. 
The  child  felt  it,  and  shivered ;  but  she  had  only  two  alternatives — that  of  softening 
him  and  bringing  him  to  repentance,  and  another  so  bitter  that  she  would  not  yet 
yield  to  it.  Looking  up  into  his  darkening  face,  she  cried — 

“  Father,  you  will  not  take  this  money — oh,  dear,  dear  father,  promise  me 
you  won’t,  and  then  I  will  never  let  anybody  know  that  you - " 

Here  the  shaking,  warning  hand  was  raised,  and  she  paused. 

“  I  must,  Constance  I  Don’t  you  see  I  must?” 

“  Why,  father  ?” 

“  Because  they  would  know  I  must  have  a  motive  if  I  refused — and  there  could 
be  but  one.” 

“  Oh,  father,  tell  them  you  did  wrong,  and  you  are  sorry  1” 

Mr.  Chorley  got  up  with  a  loud  laugh — the  idea  was  so  ridiculous !  Yet  there 
was  no  mirth  in  the  sound,  or  in  his  feelings  as  he  paced  up  and  down  the  room. 

“  Do,  father,  do !”  pleaded  the  child’s  earnest  voice.  “  They  know  how  hard 
you  worked  to  put  out  the  fire.  And  I  will  tell  them  more,  and  then  you’ll 
never  be  afraid  of  people  finding  it  out,  and  oh,  father,  you  won’t  always  look 
upon  me  as  you  did  just  now.” 

“  Constance,  are  you  mad  ?  Fray  be  quiet.” 

“  Father,  I  cannot,  I  cannot.  Tell  them  anything  you  like,  but  don’t  take 
this  money.  Say  you  don’t  want  it.” 

“  But  I  do  want  it.  1  shall  be  ruineil  without  it.  I  owe  it  all.” 

“  Then,  father,  let  us  go  away  to  a  fresh  place.  Oh,  I  will  so  work  for  yon, 
and  so — so — love  you,  father,  if  you  will  let  me ;  and  ’Duke  shall  be  everything 
to  you,  and  you  needn’t  mind  me  at  all.” 

“  I  tell  you,  iu  one  word,  it  is  impossible.  Don’t  you  know  where  I  am  going 
this  evening  ?” 

“No,  father.” 

“  Why,  the  neighbours  have  got  up  a  supper  for  me  by  subscription  among 
themselves  on  purpose  to  meet  me,  and  to  compliment  me,  and  all  that.  Very 
kind  of  them.  I’m  sure.  Would  you  have  me  ungrateful  ?  You  see,  Constance, 
that  everything  now  might  be  so  nice  and  comfortable,  if  you  wouldn’t  be  so  silly. 
Here’s  the  trade  improving,  debts  about  to  be  paid,  neighbours  treating  me  with 
increased  respect,  1 — I  may  say,  honour — yet  you  want  me  to  go  and  spoil  every¬ 
thing,  and  say  .to  the  whole  town — ‘  No,  no,  my  dear  friends,  you  are  all  wrong! 
I  sha’n’t  take  this  money  I  I  don’t  want  this  trade !  I  can’t  eat  this  supper  I’  Now 
I  appeal  to  you,  Constance,  is  it  likely  that  anybody  in  his  senses  would  do  that?” 

The  child  made  no  answer.  She  sank  into  a  chair,  and  her  arms  dropped  on 
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one  of  its  arms,  and  her  head  followed,  and  she  forgot  father,  mother,  world, 
ererything,  in  the  all-engrossing  certainty  of  despair.  Now,  at  last,  she  knew 
her  father. 

Mr.  Daniel  Chorley  watched  her  awliile,  then  slipped  quietly  away  to  his 
bedchamber,  and,  in  half-an-hour  afterwards,  was  walking  into  the  great  room  of 
the  “  lied  Lion,”  up-stairs,  and  in  the  reception  that  there  awaited  him  he  forgot 
all  his  home  annoyances. 

How  glad  Constance  was  to  bo  alone  again !  But  no  more  gazing  into  the 
fire  now  I  No  more  hopes— scarcely  fears !  The  worst  had  come.  She  had  been 
'  expecting  it,  and  was  prepared  to  meet  it — at  least,  she  thought  she  was — and  she 
began  to  act,  blindly  submissive  to  some  previously  formed  resolve. 

She  sat  down  to  write  to  her  father,  first  of  all,  because  it  was  the  hardest 
thing  of  all  to  do.  The  tears  would  patter  down  on  the  paper,  and  the  ink  would 
run  where  the  tears  fell.  She  could  hardly  read  it  herself  when  it  was  finished,  but 
it  was  too  late  to  write  another;  so  she  folded  it  up,  blotted  and  blistered  as  it  was, 
and  she  stood  at  the  street-door  with  it  till  the  pot-boy  came  by  with  the  next- 
door  beer,  and  then  gave  it  into  his  charge  for  her  father.  That  done,  she  pinned 
I  np  her  skirt^and  bustled  alx)ut,  doing  all  her  morning’s  work.  Then  she  laid  his 
supper,  and  made  up  the  fire  to  last  some  hours.  After  all  was  done  that  she 
could  think  of,  she  took  her  candle  and  went  up-stairs.  She  spread  a  little  shawl 
i  on  the  bed,  and  began  to  make  up  a  bundle  of  a  heap  of  ’Duke's  clothes  that  were 
to  have  been  sent  to  the  school  the  next  day,  and  of  her  own  scanty  wardrobe. 
She  went  and  looked  at  her  new  Sunday  frock,  hanging  behind  the  door,  and,  after 
some  hesitation,  took  it  down,  folded  and  laid  it  in  the  shawl,  her  hands  trembling 
as  she  did  so ;  for  she  knew  her  father  had  bought  it  for  her  to  look  respectable 
when  he  took  her  to  church,  and  she  feared  she  had  no  right  to  use  it  for  any 
other  purpose.  But  she  thought  God  would  forgive  her — slie  had  so  little  clothes 
[  else.  Then  a  small  box,  containing  all  her  worldly  treasures,  must  be  sorted,  for  it 
i  was  too  big  to  be  put  in  the  bundle.  How  tenderly  she  took  up  one  little  trinket 
i  after  another !  How  hard  it  seemed  to  part  with  any,  though  she  knew  she  must ! 

Once,  as  she  took  up  something  from  a  comer  of  the  box,  a  hot  mist  came  before 
i  her  eyes,  and  would  not  let  her  see  it ;  but  she  knew  what  it  was  that  lay  there  in 
j  her  hand  so  soft  and  silky — a  tress  of  dark  hair — her  mother’s  hair — and  again  the 
;  heart  struggled  and  resisted ;  but  the  will  docs  not  give  way  even  to  this,  and 

I'  the  hair  is  put  by  dctermineiUy,  though  very  tenderly,  in  the  Sunday  frock  pocket, 
ss  though  it  were  too  holy  a  thing  to  be  carried  about  on  common  working-days. 

And  now  the  bundle  was  tied  up,  and  she  went  to  the  bit  of  broken  glass  to 
put  her  bonnet  on.  The  child  started  as  she  met  the  reflection  of  big,  serious  eyes, 
and  looked  behind  her,  for  the  face  seemed  more  like  her  mother’s  than  her  own. 
Ah,  she  knew  then— comprehended  then — her  own  great  change.  Like  seedling 
plants  in  the  tropical  regions,  that  spring  up  almost  instantaneously  to  maturity, 
^  under  the  fierce  glow  of  the  sun  and  the  nourishing  dews  or  rain,  she  had  grown 
I  in  intellectual  stature  and  force  of  will  during  the  fiery  and  tearful  ordeal  she 
luul  passed  through.  And  she  knew  it  now — now  that  she  was  corapelletl  to 
estimate  herself  and  measure  accurately  all  her  resources.  Yes,  she  knew  she  was 
no  longer  a  child,  but  a  premature  woman  ;  and  she  looked  back  in  astonishment, 
vainly  trying  to  recognise  her  former  self,  divided  from  her  already  by  so  impas¬ 
sable  a  gulf. 
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Well,  all  was  done.  She  was  ready !  Ready! — for  what?  Again  the  heart 
began  to  swell  rebelliously,  and  the  eyes  to  dart  frantically  from  one  faiuiliat 
object  to  another  in  the  bare,  dreary  bedroom — ^the  window  with  the  one  pot  oi 
some  kind  of  seed  that  she  was  always  watching  for,  but  which  never  came  up- 
the  prints  on  the  wall — the  bad  where  her  mother  had  so  often  knelt  down  witi 
her  and  taught  her  to  say  her  prayers.  “  Where,  oh,  where,  should  she  say  hei 
prayers  to-night  ?”  To  silence  that  frightened,  questioning  heart  that  was  so  muck ' 
trouble  to  her,  because  it  was  so  weak  and  childish  still,  while  all  the  rest  of  ket  ‘ 
had  grown  so  old  and  enduring,  she  said  to  it,  “  Why  not  here?”  So  she  knelt 
down.  But  she  dared  not  pour  out  all  her  emotion  as  she  had  been  used  to  do  b; 
that  bed,  but  prayed,  with  tightly-closed  eyes,  her  usual  evening  prayer,  and  then 
raising  her  head,  she  cried  aloud — 

“Oh,  mother !  mother !  is  it  right  what  I  am  doing?  Tell  me  if  it  isn’t !  Ob, 
mother,  try  and  tell  me !” 

She  stood  up  trembling,  almost  expecting,  in  her  childish  faith,  some  fearful 
sign.  But  none  came ;  only  the  moon  shoue  in  at  her  window  with  a  more  calm 
and  tender  beauty  than  before.  So,  taking  her  bundle  on  her  arm,  she  put  out 
her  candle  and  glided  down  the  darkened  stairs. 

She  touched  the  handle  of  the  street-door,  and  then  hesitated.  She  had  forgotten  . 
to  put  his  slippers  on  the  fender  where  he  liked  them  put.  Besides,  the  fire  moat  ’ 
want  seeing  to.  So  she  dropped  her  bundle  on  the  mat,  and  opened  the  parbor- 
door.  How  bright  and  comfortable  the  place  looked,  with  its  new  carpet,  and  pictures, 
and  those  fairy-like  muslin  curtains  that  half  hid  the  linnet’s  cage !  The  cat,  tint 
lay  curled  before  the  fire,  jumped  up  with  her  loudest  purr  as  she  entered,  and  the 
linnet,  awakened  by  the  blaze  she  made  in  stirring  the  fire,  dropi^ed  its  leg, 
extending  its  wings  lazily,  and  sang  two  or  three  sleepy  notes  by  way  of  greeting. 

Everything  spoke  so  eloc^uently  to  the  trembling  little  heart  of  home — home 
comforts,  home  happiness,  home  peace — that  it  would  no  longer  have  its  grief 
thrust  back  upon  it,  but  broke  out  into  sobs ;  and  the  weary  body  sank  down  upon 
the  rug,  and  the  weary  head  upon  the  stool,  and  the  dry,  aching  eyes  could  not 
keep  back  the  pressing  tears  any  longer,  so  let  them  flow  as  thick  and  fast  as  they 
liked.  Poor  child !  She  had  thought  she  had  nothing  to  regret  leaving — that  there 
was  nothing  to  regret  her ;  and  as  she  packed  up  her  few  things,  and  went  about 
her  last  home  duties,  lo  I  there  sprang  up  on  every  side  something  to  claim  her 
love,  and  to  make  the  farewell  more  bitter  to  her ! 

But  she  would  not  long  give  way.  She  sat  up  on  the  stool  and  wiped  her  eyes, 
while  the  cat,  between  two  dozes,  glanced,  with  a  puzzled  and  somewhat  severe  air, 
from  her  face  to  the  comfortable  fire,  as  if  she  thought  the  child’s  wretchednees 
inexplicable,  if  not  wilful. 

“  Pussy,”  said  the  child,  stroking  the  cat  fondly  the  while,  “  I  know  you  would 
let  them  half  starve  you,  or  cruelly  beat  you,  before  you’d  run  away ;  and  so  would 
I.  But  don’t  you  remember,  pussy,  when  the  children  at  the  big  house  teased 
your  little  kitten,  you  took  it  up  in  your  teeth  in  the  night,  and  brought  it  to  me? 
Yes,  the  little  one  must  be  thought  of  before  us,  mustn’t  it,  pussy  ?” 

What  was  the  cliild  now  meditating?  She  wijjed  her  eyes  again;  and  the 
cat  declined  to  argue,  and  yawned,  and  stretched  herself,  while  Constance  went 
to  the  cupboard  for  a  lump  of  sugar,  to  stick  between  the  bars  of  the  linnet’s  cage. 
She  could  not  resist  opening  the  door  to  stroke  its  feathers  for  the  last  time. 
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art  i  “  Poor  little  thing !  who’ll  feed  you  when  I  am  gone  ?”  she  murmured,  as  it 
iat  hopped  upon  her  wrist.  “  But  I  won’t  leave  you.  We’ll  go  together — you  your 

ol  way,  and  I  mine.  Go  in  there,  and  you  shall  be  set  free  as  soon  as  it  is  light."  Sho 

>  put  the  bird  gently  into  the  empty  basket  which  she  carried  on  her  arm,  to  hold 

iti  I  what  provisions  she  should  have  to  buy  on  the  long,  mysterious  journey  sho  was 
let  meditating.  “Good-bye,  pussy  I  1  know  you’re  safe.  You  won’t  be  starved,  as 
iclf  dickey  might  be,  because  you’re  wanted  for  the  mice.  Good-bye.” 
la  Again  she  looked  round,  but  uselessly,  for  she  was  blind  with  tears ;  and  then, 
dt  turning  away,  she  felt  for  her  parcel  on  the  door-mat,  and,  hanging  it  on  her  arm, 
bj  she  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  home  she  was  never  again  to  enter, 
eii  Her  note  was  put  into  Mr.  Daniel  Chorley’s  hands  just  wheu  ho  was  going  to 
return  thanks  after  the  supper,  lie  knew  the  handwriting  of  the  address,  and 
h, ,  would  have  l)een  moved  and  agitated  by  the  circumstance  but  that  he  was  deter¬ 
mined  nothing  should  interfere  at  that  critiail,  that  glorious,  moment ;  and  so  ho 
ul  put  it  into  his  waistcoat-pocket,  and  prepared  himself  for  his  speech,  and  delivered 
n  it,  and  never  was  he  more  expressive.  Everylx)dy  felt  that  the  “  old  gentleman” 
at  I  Lad  come  out  even  better  than  they  expected,  notwitlistanding  they  had  expected 
I  much.  And  so  the  note  was  forgotten  until  he  got  home,  and  had  knocked  at  the 
a  '  door,  and  obtained  no  answer.  Then  he  wondercxl  what  Constance  was  about — 
It  and  then  he  remembered  the  note.  Hurriedly,  by  the  light  of  the  gas-lamp,  ho 
r-  ‘  read  the  blurre<l  epistle : — 

*1  “Dkar  Fatiiku, — Good-bye.  The  key  is  at  Mrs.  King’s,  next  door.  Pray  to 
God,  fatlior,  and  He  will  bless  you  a.s  He  has  blessed  me,  and  He  will  tell  you  what 

*  to  do,  as  He  has  told  me.  Don’t  WTito  to  me  any  more.  You  can  never  love  mo 
5i  any  more.  Oh,  father,  I  wouldn’t  leave  you  if  I  wasn’t  sure  of  that !  And  if  you 

don't  love  mo  it  will  make  you  worse  now  if  I  stay  at  home,  now  that  1  know  you 

*  I  set  fire - ” 

f  1 

t  The  father  ground  his  teeth,  his  face  visibly  whitened,  and  an  oath  escaped  him 
^  I  such  as  your  very  respectable  man  alone  can  give  utterance  to  wheu  he  it  driven  to  the 
unwonted  relief.  He  lookctl  up  at  and  around  the  gas-lamp,  as  though  to  be  suro 
^  1  there  was  no  living  eye  now  reading  with  him  the  fatal  words  which  the  child  had, 
^  in  her  straightforward  simplicity,  first  written,  then,  remembering  how  angry  ho 
would  be,  had  tried  to  blot  out,  but  ineffectually  ;  and  so  they  starcfl  the  guilty 

iman  in  the  face,  in  all  their  horrid  directness.  But  ho  must  read  on : — 

“  Father,  I  shall  never  come  back.  Don’t  seek  mo.  No  one  shall  ever  hear 
anything  about  you  from  me.  I  won’t  even  tell  ’Duke.  Dear  father,  be  sure  of 
that,  and  don’t  think  any  more  about  me.  (iood-bye,  father. 

“  Your  affectionate  daughter, 

1  “  Constance  Ciiouley.” 

'  Mr.  Chorley  considered  a  bit  with  himself.  She  liad  promisal  she  would  not  reveal 

1  what  she  knew.  That  was  well.  Still  lietter,  he  felt  that  she  woidd  keep  her 

'  promise.  She  had  especially  mentionol  ’Duke.  The  father  trembled  as  he  thought 

of  that  contingency — his  boy  learning  of  the  guilty  act,  and  showing  it,  possibly, 
'  by  leaving  him,  as  Constance  had  left.  She  would  not  tell  ’Duke,  she  said.  How 

(could  she,  if  she  were  going  away  tat  once  and  for  ever  ?  Ha !  did  she  meditate — 
no,  no,  sho  could  not,  dared  not !  But  he  would  visit  the  school  in  the  morning, 
and  take  precautions.  And  he  began  to  think  of  what  he  should  say,  and  to 
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jicrceive  that  he  should  be  obliged  to  say  unpleasant  things  about  Constance’s  v? 
fulness  and  ingratitude,  in  explanation  of  her  disappearance ;  and  ho  was  vexed  i' 
that  necessity.  It  was  too  bad  to  have  such  an  ahuost  base  thing  imposed  upon  bin. 
But  just  then  the  reverberations  of  the  cheers  in  the  great  room,  the  overflowinj! 
of  the  radiance  and  the  socLal  glow  of  the  evening  he  had  just  spent,  came  back  likej 
kind  of  Indian  summer,  and  euveloix’d  his  whole  being ;  and  so  he  went  off,  at  Iik 
into  a  sleep,  that  seemed  to  have  a  voice  for  him,  and  to  whisper,  “  Come,  comt 
you  are  not  so  bad,  after  all.  There’s  many  a  W'orse  man  than  you  in  the  world.’ 
And  he  took  such  assurances,  as  they  are  generally  taken,  to  mean — “  You  arei 
good  fellow,  Daniel  Chorley,  at  heart — ou  the  whole,  one  of  the  best  fellon 
breathing.”  And  so  he  slept  in  peace. 


Two  children  journeyed  wearily  along  the  high  road.  The  sun  had  just  bom 
forth,  and  the  light,  fleecy  clouds  rolled  off,  leaving  a  sky  of  pale,  tender  blni 
spread  out  before  them.  The  grass  by  the  wayside  was  yet  crisp  with  half-froza 
dew,  and  the  sweet  air  of  the  spring  morning  blew  refreshingly  upon  the  swoUo 
eyes  of  the  little  wayfarers  as  they  gazed  upon  the  new  world  into  which  thej 
were  journeying  hand-in-hand. 

“  Constance,  may  we  rest  when  we  get  to  that  stone  ?” 

“  Yes,  darling,  and  let  the  linnet  go.” 

They  walked  ou,  speaking  no  more  till  they  reached  the  stone.  There  thg 
took  the  bird  from  the  basket,  and  stroked  it,  and  kissed  it  with  quivering  lipi. 

“  I  wonder  which  way  it  will  go  ?”  said  the  boy,  as  he  stood  upon  the  stone  aod 
held  it  aloft  ou  his  fingers. 

At  first  it  only  shook  its  feathers  as  if  to  let  the  fresh  air  penetrate  them,  and 
remaineil  still,  looking  round  on  the  green  fields  eujoyingly.  The  boy  shook  bit 
liand ;  the  bird  took  a  little  flight  round  and  round,  then  perched  again  on  the 
boy’s  finger,  looked  inquiringly  into  the  children’s  faces,  as  much  as  to  say,  “  Do 
you  reaUy  want  me  to  go  ?”  and  then  broke  out  into  delicious  song. 

The  two  looked  at  each  other,  and  then  at  the  bird,  and  then  they  burst  into 
tears,  and  sat  down  together  on  the  stone  in  silence. 

“  What  must  we  do  with  it,  Constance  ?”  asked  the  boy  at  length,  in  a  broken 
voice. 

“  Let  it  stay  with  us  till  it  likes  to  go,”  answered  Constance,  rising  and  holding 
out  her  hand.  “  Come,  ’Duke,  we  must  push  on,  or  we  sha’n’t  get  to  the  large 
place  where  I  told  you  we  must  stop  to-night.” 

They  had  risen  and  moved  a  couple  or  more  paces  from  the  stone  when  thej 
heard  a  hoarse  voice  calling  behind  them,  and  they  both  stood  still,  trembling  and  I 
clinging  to  each  other. 

The  girl  looked  round :  she  saw  a  figure  approaching  from  the  turn  in  the  road, 
.and  her  knees  shook ;  but  she  said,  in  a  firm  voice — 

“  ’Duke,  it’s  father.  Don’t  cry — be  a  man  !  Remember  all  I  told  you.” 

Another  instant,  and  hir.  Chorley  stood  before  them.  The  perspiration 
streamed  down  his  face,  his  fine  black  clothes  were  covered  with  dust,  and  for  a 
moment  he  was  speechless  with  rage  and  lack  of  breath.  Presently  he  gasped  out— 

“  Constance — what — means  this?” 

“  Father,  I  told  you  in  the  note.” 
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“  But  ’Duke - " 

“  Must  go  too,  father.” 

“  Why  V” 

“  Must  I  tell  you  before  him,  father  ?” 

“  Good  God !”  thought,  almost  said,  the  astounded  man ;  “  is  this  my  daughter  ?" 

But  he  felt  growing  too  infuriated  to  deal  with  any  abstract  8i)eculations  now. 
She  was  evidently  bent  on  taking  away  the  boy  ho  so  loved  and  worshipped — 
the  treasured  darling  for  whom  he  had  ventured  so  much — the  very  apple  of  his 
eye.  Pooh !  it  Was  ridiculous  I  but,  unhappily,  it  was  not  the  Icts  true.  There 
she  stood,  no  longer  shrinking  in  apprehension  either  of  him  or  of  her  own 
thoughts,  but  protecting  her  brother  as  his  mother  might  have  protected  him  in 
the  presence  of  some  dangerous  animal.  Yes,  he  saw  what  was  in  her  face — what 
was  in  her  eye— and  he  trembled  inwardly,  and  he  would  have  cursed  her  had  he 
dared.  But  she  was  armed  with  a  perilous,  deadly  weapon.  What  should  he  do  ? 
Utterly  baffled,  unable  to  speak,  the  miserable  man  presently  began  to  weep, 
aud  lo  I  both  the  children  cried  too — a  melancholy  company. 

“  Come,  Constance,  I  will  treat  you  as  a  woman.  You  shall  have  your  own 
way ;  1  won’t  follow  or  trouble  you.  But  leave  me  ’Duke ;  1  grow  old,  and  cannot 
be  deprived  of  both  my  children.  I  can’t  spare  him.” 

“  You  must,  father.” 

“Why,  in  Heaven’s  name?” 

“  Because  God  says  so.  You  will  make  him  wicked,  father  I  Kill  me  I  kill  me 
if  you  like,  but  I  will  say  so,  and  God  w'ill  punisli  you  if  you  do  I  Oh,  father ! 
was  it  not  God  who  gave  you  one  chance,  even  at  the  last  moment? — who 
prevented  ’Duke  from  being  burned  by - ” 

“  Constance !”  mmunured  appealingly  the  guilty  man,  turning  deadly  pale. 

“  Yes,  father,  I  understand.  May  w'e,  then,  go  in  peace  ?” 

“Are  you  determined  to — to—” 

“  I  am,  father !” 

Mr.  Daniel  Chorley  turned  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  He  to  be  brought 
to  this  I — to  appear  thus  before  his  own  children ! — and  yet  to  have  no  escape ! 
Suddenly,  how'cver,  he  said  to  the  child — 

“  Come  back,  then,  with  me  both,  and  I  will  tell  the  whole  truth,  and  make  an 
end  of  it.” 

“  Oh,  father,  will  you  ? — will  you  ? — will  you  indeed  ?” 

“I  will.” 

“  And  forgive  me  afterwards  ?  Oh,  father !”  and  the  child  was  about  to  tlirow 
herself  into  his  arms,  when  Mr.  Chorley,  moved  by  some  new  thought,  or  by  a 
sense  of  failure  as  to  an  old  one,  said  huskily,  and  with  an  affectation  of  wounded 
pride — 

“  No,  no,  take  your  own  way,  and  abide  by  the  consequences.” 

The  child  had  not  expected  that,  and  it  was  the  cruellest  blow  of  all.  She 
sobbed  convulsively  betwixt  her  every  word  as  she  said  to  the  boy — 

“  Come  then,  ’Duke ;  kiss  father,  and  bid  him  good-bye.” 

And  she  withdrew  a  pace  or  two,  as  conscious  that  the  father  and  son  would 
have  a  communion  of  heart  in  which  she  could  not  be  permitted  to  share.  And  she 
sat  down  on  the  old  stone  and  waited  while  the  miserable  man  held  the  boy  in  his 
^8,  .and  covered  him  with  kisses,  aud  begged  him  never  to  forget  poor  papa. 
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and  received  again  and  again  the  boy’s  heart-broken  assurances  that  he  would  not. 
And  then  the  father  took  money  from  his  pocket — all  he  had  there — some  gold  ^ 
among  silver  and  copjMjr,  and  gave  the  whole  to  the  boy,  who  threw  it  on  the  t 
ground  passionately ;  and  then  the  father  had  to  pick  it  all  up  again,  and  to  pnt  | 
it  into  the  boy’s  pockets,  and  explain  that  his  sister  would  want  it ;  and  then,  with 
one  more  embrace,  he  set  the  boy  down,  and  turned  to  go  away.  i 

‘‘Father!”  came  thrilling  after  him,  in  a  tone  so  full  of  childish  agony  thatH  ' 
penetrated  to  his  very  marrow — “  father  I"  K 

lie  turned — hesitated — then  opened  his  arms,  and  Constance',  with  a  strange,  i 
wild  cry,  flung  herself  upon  his  breast,  and  kissed  him,  until  he  felt  her  urn  | 
tightening  about  his  neck,  and  he  got  alarmed,  and  so  he  quietly  unclasped  them,  I 
and  set  her  down  ;  and  she  looked  at  him  as  she  stood  there,  motionless,  upright, 
:uid  rigid ;  and  then  she  looked  not  at  him  or  anything  else  in  the  world,  bnt  . 
stared  blindly  on ;  and  then  she  laughed ;  and  then  there  was  another  sad  mingling  [ 
and  chaos  of  sobs  and  hysteric  bursts  from  all  the  tlmee  before  the  cliild  grew  ! 
calm.  But  she  did  quiet  herself  at  last ;  and  then  Mr.  Daniel  Chorley  leaned  1 
back  against  a  tree  and  waved  them  away,  unable  to  speak  more.  Iland-in-hand 
they  went,  and  he  saw  their  gradually  lessening  forms  moving  further  and  further 
away  from  him,  until  at  last,  when  he  could  only  just  distinguish  one  from  the  i 
other,  he  saw  them  stop,  and  the  taller  one  take  up  her  frock  to  wipe  away  the  tean  f 
of  the  shorter  one,  and  kiss  him,  before  they  again  recommenced  their  march. 

And  now  they  stood  upon  the  summit  of  the  distant  hill ;  a  moment  more,  and 
they  would  be  lost  to  him  for  ever.  He  strained  his  eyes  wildly  after  them,  at 
though  they  must  have  the  power  still  to  keep  in  view  those  tiny  specks  that  stood  s 
out  against  the  pale  blue  sky.  Could  it  be  that  in  another  moment  they  would  - 
disappear  for  ever? 

For  ever !  The  trees  with  their  bursting  buds,  the  birds  swaying  joyously  on  f 
the  branches,  the  little  brook  by  the  wayside  dancing  and  gurgling  with  its  ne»  1 
tide  of  spring  showers,  the  heaven  in  the  sky  above  looking  down  lovingly  into  \ 
the  heaven  in  those  waters  below,  seemed  all,  with  one  voice,  to  cry,  with  a  strange 
joy  and  triumph,  “  For  ever !’’ 

For  ever!  As  the  bright  spring  sun  shone  dowm,  the  earth  between  him  and  [ 
them  seemed,  in  its  glittering  freshness,  to  smile  at  the  parting  as  though  it  were 
a  thing  that  Heaven  rejoiced  in,  as  it  might  rejoice  for  the  saving  of  a  s.niL  ij 
For  ever !  P 

O  how  the  agonised  heart  turns  and  writhes,  and  vainly  seeks  to  listen  to  tba  1 
promptings  of  its  better  angel,  as  it  whisi)ers,  “  There  is  yet  time  1  Save  them  I 
Confess  all !  Bring  them  back !”  Even  in  its  agony  it  is  hardened  against  every-  “ 
thing  but  the  sense  of  shame — discovery — acknowledgment ;  and  he  so  watches,  and  f 
watches,  as  the  sjKicks  grow'  more  and  more  minute,  and  lo !  they  are  gone !  On, 
on  into  hfe ! — ehUdren,  and  alone !  On,  on  into  the  world  I 
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[Tho  story  of  “  Constance  Chorley"  has  now  been  brought  to  the  point  which  first  tempted  ■ 
the  author  to  deal  with  the  subject.  A  fragment  only  was  intended — and  that  has  been  given. 
Ilut  the  incidents  and  positions  have  so  much  interested  our  readers  and  moved  their  sympatbin, 
that  the  author  has  undertaken  to  tell  us  more  about  these  children,  and  their  future  fates.  The 
story  of  Constance  and  Marmadnke  Chorley  will,  therefore,  be  continued  month  by  month  through 
the  next  year,  and  brought  to  a  close  in  December,  18G2.] 
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linen  wants  mending,”  say  the  utilitarian  philosophers  of  to-day,  unblushingly 
repeating  the  frouzy  maxim  of  the  domestic  philosophers  of  yesterday.  “  That’s 
the  sort  of  accomplishment  for  me,”  adds  the  profound  wiseacre,  who  may  bo 
suspected  at  the  same  time  of  an  inordinate  greed  for  pastry,  and  a  general 
tendency  to  bunions.  Wo  haven’t  the  slightest  objection :  let  him  have  her,  if 
she's  agreeable.  If  her  acquirements  go  no  further  than  the  manipulation  of 
dough,  and  the  renovation  of  woollen  hose,  she’s  quite  worthy  of  that  position,  at 
all  events. 

Not  that  we  would  be  understood  to  recant  our  juvenile  belief  in  the  supe¬ 
riority  of  pastry  over  every  other  description  of  human  food.  We  are  an  old 
fellow  now,  almost  elephantine  in  our  playfulness,  ponderous  when  wo  intend  to 
be  sprightly,  but  retaining  an  appetite  which  is  still  capable  of  appreciating 
puddings,  be  they  those  of  Christmas,  Yorkshire,  roley-poley,  jam,  apple,  cherry, 

or  even,  at  a  pinch,  treacle ;  while,  as  for  mince-pies -  We  will  proceed — or, 

rather,  I  will  proceed. 

E 


SOLID  PUDDING. 


I  mention  the  fact — dropping  the  first  person  plural  as  somewhat  iuconveuiet: 
— of  my  being  an  old  fellow,  because  I  have  generally  ol)served  that  the  indi- 
viduals  who  speak  with  contempt  of  such  attainments  as  are  not  connected  \nii 
their  own  swinish  inclinations  are  also  amongst  the  miserable  twaddlers  whi 
pretend  that  “the  good  old  times”  are  a  subject  at  once  of  admiration  and 
regret.  I  only  wish  they  could  have  a  week  or  so  of  the  real  “  good  old  timeg,’ 
and  they  would  find  a  few  more  difficulties  in  the  way  of  this  kitchen  worship 
than  they  do  at  present. 

Now,  in  the  old  times  of  my  recollection,  and  still  more  in  the  older  tima 
treated  of  by  old  essayists,  satirists,  novelists,  dramatists,  women  were  mostli 
divided  into  two  classes— the  pudding-makers  aud  the  fine  ladies.  There  are  stiil 
specimens  of  both  varieties  extant,  and  it  would  not,  I  believe,  require  a  moment'! 
consideration  which  of  these  should  be  preferred.  Given,  a  woman  with  a  knack  I 
at  pastry,  a  capacity  for  controlling  a  kitchen,  and  a  ready  needle ;  and  a  fine 
lady,  with  only  a  knack  of  placing  rouge  dexterously,  a  cap.acity  for  finessing  u 
cards,  and  a  ready  appreciation  of  double  entendre,  the  choice  ought  not  to  reniaii 
doubtful ;  but  they  may  both  be  but  the  expositions  of  an  age,  when  the  education 
of  women  was  miserably  deficient. 

Somebody’s  going  to  mention  Queen  Elizabeth.  Don’t ;  it  won’t  help  yom 
.argument.  Because  that  uncommonly  strong-minded  person  could  write  Latin  ^ 
verses,  jday  on  the  virginals,  and  pose  doctors  of  divinity — nay,  although  all  ha 
court  seem  to  have  come  before  the  world  like  the  head  pupils  of  a  high  classical 
school  on  exhibition  day — did  the  young  women  of  English  middle-class  life  parti¬ 
cipate  in  these  accomplishments  ?  1  think  not.  It  may  be  admitted  that  fine- 
ladyism,  in  its  most  revolting  form,  was  not  of  that,  but  of  a  later  and  a  weaker, 
age ;  but  even  then  ordinary  society  was  divided  into  puppets  and  puddingites. 

Are  there  not  old  fellows  besides  myself  who  remember  the  “  thorough  house- 
v.’ivcs”  of  thdr  boyhood — the  women  who  were  “  wonderful  at  their  needles?”  and 
what  interminable  nuisances  those  needlework  evenings  were,  to  which,  as  boys, 
they  were  admitted,  while  their  fathers,  and  uncles,  and  grandfathers  fled  to  the 
club  or  the  cosy  tavern  parlour  ?  What  was  the  amusement,  except  cards,  which 
those  Ladies — good,  aud  amiable,  and  pious  as  they  'were — were  competent  to  pro¬ 
vide  for  themselves?  I  speak  of  the  majority  of  middle-class  women  upon  whom 
the  old  repressive  system  of  education  had  fallen  with  crushing  effect. 

They  could  all  make  puddings,  doubtlcas — I  know  they  could  all  mend  stock¬ 
ings;  but,  when  once  the  excitement  of  these  occupations  began  to  flag,  how  few 
amongst  them  could  do  more  than  twangle  a  poor  tune  on  a  guitar,  or  dm 
impossible  jiencil  dogs  on  cardboard  screens ! 

I  speak  now  of  times  when  I,  an  old  fellow,  was  a  little  boy ;  so  nobody  in  the 
world  can  feel  insulted  when  I  say  that  fifteen  out  of  every  twenty  of  our  modem 
young  women  are  more  accomplished,  have  read  six  times  as  much  of  sterling 
literature — not  including  novels,  or  “  trash,"  as  they  used  to  be  called  in  my  day 
— and  can,  at  the  same  time,  make  as  good  a  pudding,  or  go  as  well  to  market  for 
a  leg  of  mutton,  as  their  grandmothers.  If  they  either  can  not  or  will  not  do 
both  the  latter  when  called  upon,  they  are  pu]  pets,  and  1  swear  by  my  grand¬ 
mother  rather  than  by  them ;  but  if  they  know  no  book  but  the  cookery-book, 
and  find  no  more  congenial  sphere  than  the  kitchen,  they  are  an  incarnate 
anachronism.  Now  to  be  serious. 
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Let  mo  implore  good  housewives  of  middle  ago  to  “  do  their  Bpiritiug  gently” 
when  they  are  endeavouring  to  enforce  the  necessity  for  domestic  usefulness.  It 
is  the  highest  duty,  no  doubt,  to  do  that  work  which  lies  nearest  to  us,  and  to 
minister  to  the  comforts  of  our  household ;  but  a  girl  need  never  be  a  drudge — 
the  influence  of  education  serves  to  elevate  mean  things  and  occupations  which 
would  otherwise  be  sordid.  There  are  pianos  as  well  as  puddings;  and,  as  a 
bill  of  faro  is  now  called  a  “  carte"  or  a  “  menu"  some  knowledge  of  the  French 
language  is  absolutely  necessary  to  the  model  housewife. 

Have  I  forgotten  to  allude  to  the  illustration  at  the  head  of  tliis  article? 
No.  Don’t  you  see  this  is  all  one  big  allusion  to  it  ?  The  exquisite  young  creature 
in  the  cap  and  short- waisted  gown  was  one  of  the  pioneers  of  modern  female  educa¬ 
tion.  With  what  admirable  sweetness  of  temper  she  repUed  to  the  objurgations  of 
her  maternal  aunt,  who,  as  a  person  with  a  contempt  for  mere  “  hU-lals"  and 
“  trumpery,”  has  devoted  herself  to  the  preparation  of  food  1  AVhat  was  the  reply 
which  she  made  to  the  torrent  of  indignation  with  which  she  was  greeted  on  her 
refusal  to  stay  in  the  kitchen  and  roll  puff-paste  ?  Not — “  Really,  aunt  1  if,  as 
you  say,  I  shall  never  bo  the  woman  you  are,  I’m  glad  of  it  when  I  look  at  your 
arms.”  Not — “  If  you  think  I’m  going  to  drudge  in  the  kitchen  you’re  immensely 
mistaken.”  No ;  that  angelic  creature  replied — 

“  My  dear  aunt,  you  look  upon  the  art  of  cooking  from  what  I  conceive  to  be  a 
low  point  of  view,  believing  it  to  be  intended  to  supersede  the  other  branches  of  a 
liberal  education.  I,  on  the  contrary,  regard  it  as  an  operation  upon  which  so 
much  of  comfort  and  happiness  depends,  that  I  would  rather  think  it  necessary  to 
come  to  it  with  a  practical  knowledge  of  many  other  arts,  or  even  sciences.” 

Now  listen  to  the  affecting  influence  which  this  exalted  theory  as  to  the  claims 
of  cookery  exercised  on  her  after-life.  Modest,  but  highly  accomiflished,  she 
pursued  her  studies,  occasionally  making  such  culinary  exjx'riments  as  were 
suggested  to  her  by  her  extensive  reading.  The  result  of  this  method  of  culti¬ 
vated  experience  was  evident  in  every  dish  which  she  prepared ;  while  to  all  kinds 
of  sauces,  and  especially  melted  butter,  she  imparted  a  delicate  classicality  which 
commanded  univers.al  admiration. 

Six  mouths  after  the  colloquy  so  ably  made  the  subject  of  the  artist’s  effort, 
her  aunt  was  heard  to  declare  that  she  was  worth  “  fifteen  pound  a-year,  and  her 
perquisites,  in  any  family.”  In  four  months  after  that,  she  became  the  wife  of  Lord 
Harrowgate  Eton. 

The  refined  sentiments  and  critical  appreciation  of  his  lordship  were  well 
known  to  everybody  who  had  the  honour  of  his  acquaintance ;  his,  indeed,  was 
one  of  those  subtle  intellects  in  which  there  seems  to  be  a  blending  of  both  mind 
and  soul,  each  answering  to  each.  What  wonder,  then,  that  in  a  veal-and-ham 
pie  of  surpassing  delicacy  he  should  have  detected  that  mysterious  sympathy,  that 
kindred  sentiment,  which  at  once  indicated  the  fair  cook  as  the  future  mistress  of 
his  heart  and  home  ? 

They  were  united  at  Saint  George's,  Ilanover-square;  and  their  union  afforded 
the  only  instance  which  I  ever  remember  cf  a  young  and  distinguished  bride  pre¬ 
paring  her  own  wedding  breakfast,  and  partaking  of  it  heartily. 


(  7G  ) 


THE  THEE  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 

i;V  TIIK  AVTilOR  OK  “THE  SOX-IX-LAW,”  ETC. 

IN  EIGHT  PARTS. — V. 

The  young  wife  responded  to  this  interrogation  with  a  look  of  decided  inert, 
dulity,  and  a  slight  nervous  contraction  of  the  lips  took  the  place  of  the  former 
smile. 

“  Oh,”  said  she,  taking  evident  pains  to  steady  her  voice,  “  M.  do  Choisy* 
about  to  marry,  is  he  ?  Do  you  know  who  the  lady  is  ?” 

“  Really,  no,”  replied  the  marchioness,  pretending  not  to  notice  the  ohvioni 
emotion  of  her  daughter-in-law ;  “  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  fact ;  M.  de 
Choisy  told  your  papa.” 

“  Oh,  1  dare  say,”  exclaimed  Flavia,  now  smiling  again,  and  speaking  hall 
ircnically — “  that  marriage  with  Mademoiselle  de  Villemars.  That’s  an  old  story." 

“  Old  or  not,  it  seems  to  be  true ;  and  everybody  approves  of  M.  de  Choisy'i 
conduct  in  giving  up  romance  for  history.” 

“  Oh,  does  he  make  romances?”  said  Flavia,  rather  flippantly. 

“  I  forgot  that  you  liked  that  sort  of  work,  or  else  I  should  have  used  some 
other  word  to  characterise  a  thing  which  has  really  very  little  of  the  romantic 
about  it.  The  kind  of  ladies  among  whom  M.  de  Choisy  has  hitherto  transacted 
his  ‘  romances’  arc  generally  supposed  to  have  a  keene"  eye  to  the  positive,  to  the 
‘  main  chance,’  than  to  the  ideal.  These  theatrical  la'li?8 - ” 

“  So  M.  de  Choisy  is  convicted  of  being  in  love  with  an  actress !”  said  the 
lx)or  little  country  girl,  growing  redder  and  redder,  and  betraying  more  and  more 
her  vexation. 

“  Well,  I  forget  whether  it  is  an  actress  or  a  sin  It  is  your  papa  who  telli 
me  these  pretty  stories.  But  that  phrase  of  yours,  my  dear,  is  a  little  too  strong, 
I  think.  Men  who  have  led  such  a  life  as  M.  de  Choisy’s  do  not  fall  ‘  in  love.' 
They  have  no  passions.” 

“  There  are  some  men  who  have  never  lived  any  life  at  all,  who  have  no  pasaom 
too,”  said  Flavia,  very  curtly. 

The  marchioness  quickly  picked  up  this  arrow  flung  at  her  boy,  and  laid  it 
aside. 

“  You  will,  at  least,  admit,”  said  she,  “  that,  in  dealing  with  a  pure  young  heart, 
one  lias  more  resources  at  command  than  in  dealing  with  a  heart  which  has  been 
prematurely  aged.  If  M.  de  Choisy  will  mend  his  ways,  however,  he  may  make 
a  very  goo<i  husband,  though  he  is  too  old  for  his  present  role.  At  forty-five  it  it 
time  to  have  done  with  ‘  romancing.’  ” 

“  Do  you  mean  thirt>j-&\e  ?”  asked  Flavia,  with  difficulty  keeping  down  her 
vexation. 

“  Jly  dear,  he’s  forty-five,  at  least,  if  he  is  not  more.  You  must  remember 
that  a  man  like  Choisy  takes  as  much  pains  to  keep  up  a  youthful  appearance  as 
the  merest  coquette  in  the  world.  Madame  d’Agost  told  me,  the  other  day,  that 
he  weiirs  stays !  Have  you  observed  it  ?” 

“  There  .are  some  men  who  are  so  ungainly  that  they  would  do  well  to  follow 
his  example.” 
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Madame  dc  Gardagne  allowed  this  second  sidc-tbrust  at  her  sou  to  pass 
unnoticed,  and  resumed,  with  imperturbable  coolness — 

“  Unfortunately,  the  ravages  of  time  cannot  be  repaired.  The  count  begins  to 
1  look  elderly,  in  spite  of  all  his  care  to  prevent  it.  Yesterday,  looking  at  him 
S  closely,  I  was  quite  struck  by  several  signs  of  old  age  which  1  had  not  before 
noticed.  He  has  grey  hairs.” 

Flavia  jerked  herself  out  of  the  chair  with  an  impatient  gesture. 

“  Who  hasn't  grey  hairs?”  said  she,  bringing  her  hand  up  to  her  forehead,  and 
smoothing  her  abundant  tresses,  bright  and  black  as  the  plumage  of  a  raven. 
“M.  de  Choisy  is  very  clever,  and  agreeable,  and  tlistiiiiiiti!,  and  if  I  were  a  man 
I  should  take  him  for  a  model.”  Then,  suddenly  changing  the  topic  of  conversa¬ 
tion,  she  went  on  to  say — “  If  we  do  not  go  out  of  town  I  ha<l  better  write  and 
tell  my  aunt  at  once.  I  will  go  and  do  it.”  And  the  charming  little  lady 
“banged”  herself  out  of  the  room. 

Now,  a  woman  always  fights  more  vigorously  for  her  whims  than  she  does  fe.r 
her  deeper  feelings — taking,  in  that  respect,  her  cue  from  society  at  large,  which 
banishes  passion,  but  tolerates  caprice.  Recalling  the  interior  movements  of  her 
own  mind  and  heart  in  her  younger  days,  the  marchioness  experienced  an  unex¬ 
pected  delight  in  finding  her  daughter-in-law  so  unreserved  in  her  little  demon¬ 
strations  of  vexation  apropos  of  this  man. 

“  If  she  loved  him,  she  would  keep  silence  when  he  was  spoken  of.  If  she  had 
anything  to  reproach  herself  with,  her  manners  would  be  gentler,  and  her  word.s 
less  provoking.  Good!  She  is  sulky  and  saucy;  tAcre/ore  she  is  innocent  as  yet.” 

At  the  very  moment  the  old  lady  was  formulatising  a  doctrine  which  is  not 
altogether  complimentary  to  virtue,  the  door  opened,  and  a  servant  announced 
M.  le  Vicomte  de  Choisy. 

The  man  of  “  manners”  approached  the  marchioness  with  every  demonstration 
of  delight  at  seebg  her,  and  certainly  without  allowing  his  countenance  to  betray 
his  annoyance  at  finding  himself  thrown  upon  a  tcte-u-tCte  of  a  very  different  kind 
from  what  he  had  expected.  As  for  the  lady,  at  the  sight  of  this  ravening  wolf  of 
a  man  she  formed  one  of  those  energetic  resolves  which  ordinary  prudence  refuses 
to  justify,  but  which  a  sort  of  inspiration  often  dictates  to  courageous  natures  upon 
the  spur  or  the  necessity  of  the  moment.  She  received  the  compliments  of  the 
count  with  an  ambiguous  smile,  and  turned  things  over  rapidly  in  her  own  mind 
as  she  did  so. 

“  There  is  nothing  to  expect  from  M.  de  Beauprd — nothing.  He  would  sell  his 
daughter  for  a  bay  mare,  and  his  soul  for  a  fox’s  tail.  To  talk  ‘  good’  to  poor 
Flavia  would  be  the  very  way  to  drive  the  girl  to  some  imprudent  act  or  other.  My 
boy  must  know  nothing ;  for,  with  the  education  I  have  given  him  (and  i)erhaps  1 
over-did  it),  his  intervention  could  only  be  blundering,  or  perhaps  dangerous.  There 
remains,  then,  only  this  man  to  whom  1  can  address  myself,  and  why  should  not  I 
doit?” 

The  resolution  of  this  plucky  old  lady  was  formed. 

“Monsieur  de  Choisy,”  said  she,  cutting  short  his  hyjiocritical  small-talk,  “  I  am 
very  glad  of  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  you  without  reserve.  1  want  your 
opinion  upon  a  matter  of  which,  perhaps,  I  am  myself — as  a  country-bred  laily,  as 
a  woman  of  many  prejudices,  and  as  whut  the  world  calls  ‘  a  saint’ — too  severe  a 
judge.  The  opinion  of  a  man  like  you,  whose  fault  would  not,  I  suppose,  be  any 
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leaning  towards  undue  rigour,  would  put  me  very  much  at  case  if  it  should  happet 
to  agree  with  mine.”  ; 

“  Confound  the  old  fool !”  thought  the  count ;  “  does  she  take  me  for  a  casuist,  ■ 
or  a  father  confessor?  What  can  I  do  for  her,  I  wonder?”  Then,  aloud,  “Ya,! 
madame,  I  should  be  most  hapiiy” — speaking  very  respectfully — ”  but  I  really  Lu 
that,  in  consulting  me,  you  pay  an  undeserved  compliment  to  my  judgment.”  |  i 
“  AVhat  should  you  thiuk,”  resumed  the  marchioness,  gravely,  “  of  a  man  who,  | 
after  introducing  himself  into  a  family  under  the  disguise  of  friendshij),  abused  the  , 
confidence  he  had  inspired,  and  returned  the  hospitality  accorded  to  him  by  an  act  ^ 
of  treason  as  base  as  it  was  coldly  calculated  and  planned  ?”  j 

“  Hit  I”  thought  Choisy,  whose  countenance,  however,  showed  no  trace  of  em¬ 
barrassment.  “  !Madame,”  said  he,  “  the  case  you  put  is  one  that  occurs  so  frequently 
in  common  life,  that,  in  order  to  be  in  a  fair  position  for  judging  of  it,  a  man  ought 
to  be  himself  above  reproach.  Unhappily,  that  is  not  my  position.  As  you  hare 
yo’arself  suggested,  severity  would  not  sit  well  upon  me.  Allow  me  to  decline 
giving  a  verdict.  I  have  enough  to  do  in  answering  the  reproaches  of  my  own 
conscience,  without  meddling  with  the  sins  of  other  people.” 

“  I  do  not  ask  you  to  pass  out  of  the  circle  in  which  your  own  conscience  ia 
rightful  judge,”  replied  the  marchioness,  with  imperturbable  coldness;  “on  the 
contrary,  I  propose  to  be  present  while  you  yierform  an  act  of  self-examination.  ' 
Suppose,  for  a  moment,  that  you  were  the  man  of  whom  I  spoke.” 

“  I,  madame !”  j 

“  Y^ou,  sir.  Do  not  contradict  me,  pray,  for  that  would  only  be  giving  me, 
quite  idly,  a  bad  opinion  of  your  penetration,  when  you  have  already  given  me 
reason  to  put  in  doubt  the  nobleness  of  your  heart.  Come — I  will  go  straight  to 
my  mark.  For  six  months  past  you  have  been  doing  your  best  to  interest  Madame 

de  Luscourt - ” 

“  Can  you  believe - ” 

“  I’lease  listen.  I  am  an  old  woman,  not  at  all  learned  in  the  arts  of  worldly 
intrigue.  Y'ou  are  a  man  of  great  cleverness  and  consummate  address.  The 
advantage  is  all  on  your  side,  no  doubt ;  but  I  warn  you  not  to  rely  too  much  upon 
that  circumstance.  There  are  certain  matters  in  which  women  never  grow  old,  and 
very  rarely  make  mistakes ;  so  1  will  repeat  it — your  conduct  during  the  last  six 
months  has  had  a  certain  object,  an  object  from  which  you  have  not  turned  away 
your  eyes  for  a  single  day.  Have  I  read  you  rightly  ?  Do  you  dare  to  tell  me 
that  I  am  deceived  ?” 

Under  this  vigorous  and  pointed  examination,  with  the  steady  fire  of  the  keen, 
clear  eye  of  the  marchioness  bent  upon  him,  the  count  perceived  that  evasion  and 
denial  were  out  of  the  question.  On  the  other  hand,  he  was  too  proud  to  play  the 
part  of  a  schoolboy  who  fibs  to  escajie  the  cane,  especially  before  this  lean  little  old 
dowager.  So  he  said,  with  perfect  assurance — 

“As  you  insist  upon  my  being  frank,  madame,  I  will  avow,  how'ever  strangely 
such  a  statement  may  sound  in  your  ears,  that  I  do  love  Madame  de  Luscourt.” 

“  She  cannot  hear  you,  sir,  so  your  impassioned  accent  is  quite  unnecessary.  But 
now  permit  me  to  resume  my  examination.  Dare  you  tell  me,  your  conscience 
listening,  that  you  really  do  love  my  daughter-in-law  ?” 

“  It  certainly  seems  to  me,  madame,  that  tliis  avowal  on  my  part  is  sufficiently 
out  of  the  common  to  be  believed.” 
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“  Then  I  will  grant  your  sincerity,  though  at  first,  allow  me  to  say,  I  was  little 
dispoeetl  to  admit  it.  And  now  I  must  help  you  to  read  your  own  heart  better 
than  you  have  yourself  done,  up  to  this  day.  Forget  that  I  am  Madame  do 
Luscourt's  mother-in-law,  and  we  will  speak  of  this  matter  us  if  neither  of  us  had 
."iny  interest  in  it.  1  could  understand  very  well  a  passion  in  this  case  which  could 
jileaJ  in  excuse  extreme  youth,  iuc-xjjerieuce,  or  want  of  discernment ;  but  at  your 
age,  M.  de  Clioisy,  with  your  knowledge  of  the  world,  your  largo  experieuce,  and 
your  natural  intelligence,  how  can  I  believe  it  possible  that  you  should  be  the  dupe 
of  your  own  feelings  in  this  way  ?  You  are  not  in  lore,  I  tell  you  ;  it  is  your  vanity, 
aiiJ  not  your  heart,  which  is  playing  this  game.  If  I  am  to  believe  all  1  hear,  you 
have  more  than  one  reason  to  be  tired  of  I’arisian  conquests  ;  and,  that  being  so, 
Madame  do  Luscourt,  being  very  young  and  very  pretty,  and  just  ‘  coming  out’ 
fresh  from  a  country  village,  strikes  you  as  oliering  a  capital  chance  to  break  the 
monotony  of  your  career.” 

“Good  Heaven  I  my  dear  marchioness !”  cried  the  middle-aged  scoundrel,  “  what 
a  hateful  part  you  are  supposing  me  to  play  !” 

“  Yes,  I  think  it  very  hateful,  and  1  want  to  induce  you  to  share  my  ojunion, 
sir.  You  see  1  have  unravelled  your  phuis ;  there  is  no  need,  1  fancy,  to  explain  to 
you  my  own.  In  me  you  will  always  find  a  watchful  and  an  imwearied  antagonist. 
I  am  not,  just  now,  a  pious,  virtuous  lady  who,  out  of  the  disinterested  love  of 
goodness,  takes  the  part  of  outraged  morality.  I  am  a  mother,  watching  over  the 
honour  of  her  child,  which,  let  me  tell  you,  is  a  thousand  times  more  precious  to 
her  than  her  own  life.  Do  we,  then,  understand  one  another  ?  I  look  upon  you 
as  an  enemy,  and  forewarn  you  that  1  am  certain  of  my  own  defences,  and  always 
on  the  look-out.  Now,  then,  will  you,  too,  be  candid,  and  tell  me  what  you  hope 
to  gain  ?” 

“  I  respect  Madame  de  Luscourt  too  much  ever  to  have  hoped  to  gain  anything,” 
said  the  count,  in  a  tone  somewhat^less  careless  than  usual  with  him. 

“  That  is  well  said,  and  1  take  duo  note  of  it,”  replie<l  the  lady,  with  some 
warmth.  “  Thus,  then,  you  recognise  that  hope  on  your  ^xirt  would  be  an  insult — an 
outrage.  But  what  then?  AVhat  do  you  mean  to  do ?  For  I  am  not  going  to  l^lieve 
you  capable  of  the  utterly  disinterested  woman-worship  of  the  old  chivalric  times.” 

Instead  of  answering  this  apjxial,  M.  de  Choisy  smiled,  with  an  awkwardness 
which  only  half-concealed  his  evident  embarrassment. 

“See,”  resumed  Madame  de  Gardagne,  pressing  home  her  logic — “see  how 
thoroughly  bad  your  cause  is !  You  cannot  say  a  single  word  in  yoim  defence  which 
docs  not  immediately  turn  against  you !  However,  1  am  obliged  to  you  for  your 
good  opinion  of  my  daughter-in-law'.  I  world  never  have  forgiven  you  for  thinking 
ill  of  her.  Madame  de  Luscourt  is  a  la<ly  of  intelligence — full  of  soul,  and  full  of 
honour ;  with  very  good  judgment,  notwithstanding  her  youth  and  inexi>erience, 
and  even  with  sense  enough  to  take  the  jilace  of  that  knowledge  of  the  world  which 
may  yet  be  wanting  to  her.  1  have  never  suepecte<l  her ;  so  do  not  attribute  to 
doubts,  at  which  she  might  justly  be  offended,  the  course  which  1  am  now  adopting. 
You  know  better  than  I  do  that  the  world’s  judgments  are  often  so  wide  of  the 
mark,  that  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  take  too  much  pains  to  ward  them  off.  It  is 
not  enough  that  one  should  be  really  irreproachable — one  must  take  care  that 
appearances  are  above  criticism  ;  in  a  word,  if  1  were  not  afraid  you  would  accuse 
me  of  pedantry,  1  would  say  that  Cmjar's  wife  should  be  above  suspicion.” 
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“  Capital !”  thought  the  count ;  “  here  we  are  in  ancient  history.  What  ii 
the  good  of  arguing  with  this  pious  old  matron,  who  takes  her  imbecile  son  for* 
Cajsar  ?” 

The  marchioness  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  give  her  interlocutor  time  t* 
reply.  Seeing  that  he  still  kept  silence,  she  resumed,  in  a  milder  tone  of  voice, 
and  with  a  smile  which  age  had  not  entirely  robbed  of  its  charm — 

“  A  long  sermon,  is  it  not  ?  I  have  no  doubt  you  are  tired,  being  so  little 
accustomed  to  the  like.  Confess,  now,  that  you  hate  me  w’orse  than  anybody  elte 
you  know'.  Rut  I  do  not  want  to  leave  you  in  that  frame  of  mind,  for,  old  as  I 
am,  I  have  a  little  of  the  ccquettc  in  me,  and  I  am  anxious  that  you  should  not 
hate  me  too  much.  Let  us  see,  my  dear  sir,  if  we  cannot  remain  friends.  If  I  have 
thought  myself  entitled  to  deny  the  reality  of  your  passion,  I  have  never  thrown 
a  doubt  on  your  honour.  One  word  from  you  would  set  my  mind  at  ease,  and  pot 
an  end  to  this  painful  discussion.  I  earnestly  huplore  you  to  speak  that  word! 
Come,  let  me  see  that,  after  all,  you  have,  as  I  would  fain  believe  you  had,  a  nature 
capable  of  noble  impulses  The  good  opinion  of  a  woman  of  my  age  is  not,  1  am 
aware,  a  handsome  reward  to  offer  for  the  generous  conduct  which  I  expect  from 
you ;  but  recollect  that  you  have  just  confessed  that  you  have  not  a  chance  or 
a  hope.  Why  should  you  prefer  the  humiliation  of  a  checkmate  to  the  credit  of  a 
little  self-sacrifice 

While  the  marchioness  was  delivering  this  appeal  with  considerable  emotion, 
Choisy  had  been  playing  with  one  of  the  buttons  of  his  waistcoat.  Inwardly 
burning  with  rage,  he  said  to  himself,  “  It  is  written  that  these  old  women  shall 
always  be  fatal  to  conquerors.  It  is  clear  that  I  am  dead  beaten,  and  that  an 
honourable  retreat  is  all  that  is  left  to  me.”  Throwing  as  much  feeling  as  he  could 
into  his  voice,  he  said — 

“  It  is  not  in  vain,  madamc,  that  you  have  made  an  appeal  to  my  honour.  You 
have  judged  me  rather  harshly  in  attributing  my  conduct  to  cold-blooded  calcu¬ 
lation,  instead  of  to  the  blind  excitement  of  a  real  passion  ;  but,  as  my  misdeeds 
have  not  been  any  the  less  real,  I  have  no  right  to  complain.  Confessing  my  fault 
is  equal  to  saying  that  I  am  ready  to  make  amends  for  it.  If  I  have  failed  in 
guarding  myself  against  the  influence  of  feelings  which  were  much  more  real  than 
you  imagine,  you  will  find  I  shall  have  the  courage  necessary  for  self-conquest, 
and  that  I  shall  not  any  longer  disturb  your  peace  of  mind.  Speak,  then,  madame; 
whatever  your  commands  may  be,  I  swear  to  obey  them.” 

“  Very  good,  Monsieur  de  Choisy,”  said  the  marchioness,  with  much  w’armth ; 
“  that  is  talking  like  a  gentleman.  I  am  happy  to  find  that  I  did  not  think  too 
highly  of  you — very  happy.” 

“Well,  w’hat  are  your  commands?”  said  the  count,  concealing,  as  well  as  he 
could,  under  a  smile  of  resignation,  liis  keen  sense  of  his  discomfiture.  “  Am  I  to 
go  into  exile? — if  so,  name  the  place,  and  I  am  there — Italy,  Germany,  England— 
wherever  you  please.  Or  would  you  rather  I  fell  ill,  and  went,  under  pretence 
of  taking  the  waters,  to  eat  my  bread  at  Ilieres  ?” 

“  I  give  you  full  credit,”  replied  the  marchioness,  laughing,  “  for  capacity  to 
play  any  part  you  choose  to  adopt ;  but  really  you  look  too  well  to  pass  for  a  con¬ 
sumptive  gentleman.  IMoreover,  I  do  not  at  all  wish  to  derange  any  of  your  plans 
or  projects.  I  have  your  word  ;  I  believe  in  it ;  that  is  sufficient.  I  have,  there¬ 
fore,  no  commands  to  give  you.  I  do  not  even  ask  that  you  should  see  us  less 
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frequently ;  indeed,  too  abrupt  a  change  in  your  relations  with  us  all  might  Iks 
awkward,  and  attract  notice.  But  there  is  a  certain  self-restraint  and  moderation 
in  your  attentions  which  you  can  easily  manage  if  you  set  about  it  with  a  real  good¬ 
will,  without  my  prescribing  any  particular  line  of  conduct  for  you  to  pursue.  Bo 
sure,  my  dear  count,  that  what  now  api)ears  so  disagreeable  iu  the  working-out 
will  one  day  prove  a  source  of  unmbced  satisfaction  to  you  in  looking  back  upon 
it,  and  then  you  will  thank  me  for  what  I  have  done.  In  the  meantime,  I  excuse 
you  for  owing  mo  a  little  grudge,  for,  of  course,  I  do  not  expect  to  bring  about 
your  conversion  all  at  once.” 

The  middle-aged  gallant  rose. 

“  Madame,"  said  he,  with  an  air  of  veneration,  “  if  ever  I  want  a  wife,  1  will 
ask  your  ladyship  to  dip  for  me  in  the  matrimonial  lottery.” 

“  You  think  mine  a  lucky  hand,  do  you  ?"  said  Flavia’s  mother-in-law,  with 
the  mild  malice  inspired  by  success. 

“  Oh,  madame,  have  I  deserved  this  raillery  ?” 

“  No,  no — I  am  naughty.  You  have  been  so  goad  that  1  should  bo  cruel  to 
wound  you  even  by  a  word ;  but  you  must  excuse  my  gaiety,  for  it  is  of  yoim  own 
making.  So  let  us  be  indulgent  to  each  other,  and  part  friends.” 

M.  de  Choisy  bent  low  over  the  hand  which  the  marchioness  held  out  to  him, 
and  kissed  it  with  a  respectful  gallantry  to  which  she  was  not  insensible,  in  sfiite 
of  the  double  ice-coating  of  years  and  of  rigorous  habits. 

“  Au  revoir,"  said  she,  with  a  soft  and  half -rejuvenated  voice.  “  Go  in  peace, 
and  sin  no  more.” 

With  a  second  bow,  worthy  of  the  fine  old  courtly  days,  the  count  took  his 
departure.  As  he  came  into  the  dining-room,  he  saw  Madame  de  Lmscourt  seated 
and  motionless ;  but  it  was  plain  that  she  had  not  long  ago  been  moving,  for  her 
dress  was  yet  alive  and  undulating.  At  this  spectacle  the  new  convert  to 
virtue  shut  the  door  and  advanced  quickly  to  the  young  wife,  who  held  herself 
aloof,  with  fliishing  eyes  and  carnation  brows.  With  a  movement  which  was  too 
rapid  to  admit  of  resistance,  he  took  her  hand,  opened  it,  and  slipped  into  it 
another  letter.  As  an  ex^jerienced  man  in  love  affairs,  Choisy  did  not  think  much 
of  the  letter  system,  dear  as  it  is  to  the  mere  apprentices  of  the  art  of  winning 
women’s  hearts;  but  he  was  also  fully  aware  that,  if  you  have  once  begun 
the  letter  system,  you  must  not  stop  short  in  it — because,  iu  love  letters,  quality 
goes  for  less  than  quantity. 

For  a  moment  the  young  lady  stood  startled  and  motionless.  Then  the  crimson 
of  her  cheeks  glowed  deeper,  and,  without  uttering  a  w'ord,  but  with  a  vehemence 
of  gesture  which  bespoke  the  depth  of  her  anger,  she  flung  the  letter  down  upon 
the  carpet.  The  count  did  even  make  a  show  of  stooping  to  pick  it  up ;  forced 
to  beat  a  retreat  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  one  of  the  servants,  who  just  then 
came  in,  he  slipped  off  with  incomparable  nonchalance,  made  his  bow  after 
having  opened  the  door,  and  at  last  disappeared  with  a  smile  upon  his  lifa, 
having  observed  that  Madame  de  Luscourt  had  put  one  of  her  feet  upon  tlio 
letter. 

The  middle-aged  lover  being  gone,  Flavia  sent  away  the  servant,  picked  up 
the  letter,  and  dashed  into  the  drawing-room  in  a  fury. 

“What  is  the  matter,  my  dear  V”  said  Madame  de  Gaidagne.  “You  quite 
startle  me  with  the  expression  of  your  eyes.” 
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“  I  am  going  to  confess  a  crime  for  which  I  expect  you  will  forgive  me,”  said 
the  youug  wife,  hurriedly.  “  I  was  at  that  door  all  the  time,  and  heard  every 
word.” 

The  marchioness  accepted  this  new  complication  without  appearing  put  out  of 
the  way. 

“  You,  no  doubt,  heard  things  which  didn’t  please  you,”  said  she,  “  which 
may,  perhaps,  prevent  your  listening  at  doors  another  time." 

“  I  learned.”  said  Madame  de  Luscourt,  carried  away  by  her  feelings,  “  that  I 
have  in  you  the  best  and  most  indulgent  of  mothers.” 

“  Let  that  pass,  my  dear  child,”  said  the  marchioness,  speaking  with  almost 
the  tenderness  of  a  mother  indeed — “  let  it  pass.  God  be  thanked,  we  have 
none  of  us  failed  in  our  duties ;  and  I  hope  he  will  do  his,  for  I  really  think  he  is 
honest.” 

“  Here  is  a  proof  of  his  honesty,”  cried  Flavia,  with  a  quivering  voice,  hand¬ 
ing  to  her  mother-in-law  the  letter  just  given  her  by  the  coimt. 

The  old  marchioness  started  from  her  chair,  while  her  eyes  lit  up  in  a  moment 
with  mingled  joy  and  anger. 

“  He  was  deceiving  me  all  the  time,  then !”  said  she.  “  Surely  you  cannot 
now  help  condemning  and  despising  him  ?” 

“I  hate  him  I”  replied  Madame  de  Luscourt,  becoming  more  excited  every 
moment.  “  I  have  been  thoughtless,  and  giddy,  and  coquettish ;  but  I  have 
never  given  him  the  least  right  to  insult  me  thus.  He  forced  me  to  take  this 
letter.  I  assure  you  it  is  the  first  he  ever  wrote  to  me,  and  you  see  I  have  not 
read  it.” 

“  The  second,  my  dear !”  said  Madame  de  Gardagne,  holding  up  the  previous 
note ;  “  and  I  have  not  been  so  good  as  you.  I  have  read  this." 

Flavia  could  not  help  dropping  her  eyes  at  finding  her  mother-in-law  so 
marvellously  well-informed  ;  but  she  thanked  Heaven  for  sending  her  such  a  help 
to  her  native  virtue. 

The  marchioness  now  took  up  the  two  missives  between  the  thumb  and  fore¬ 
finger,  and  prepared  to  throw  them  into  the  fire.  But  Flavia  stopped  her  by 
seizing  her  arm. 

“  If  you  burn  them  he  will  fancy  that  I  have  read  them,  and  keep  them.” 

“  Right,  my  dear ;  but  you  must  not  return  them — I  will  do  it  myself.” 

So  saying,  Madame  de  Gardagne  put  the  two  guilty  letters  back  into  her  own 
pocket,  and,  seating  her  daughter-in-law  at  her  side,  poured  out,  in  that  warm, 
sweet  language  of  the  heart  which  women  can  so  well  command  when  they  please, 
the  wisest  and  kindest  counsels.  The  result  was  that  she  obtained  from  Flavia  a 
response  as  gratifying  to  a  maternal  heart  as  it  was  almost  unexpected. 

“  Let  us  go  back  to  Luscourt  instantly,  mamma.  I’aris  sickens  me — it  is  a 
scene  of  perfidy  and  dissipation.  I  want  rest — I  want  quiet — I  w'ant  solitude. 
Take  me  away  from  this  whirlpool  of  a  place,  and  let  mo  steady  my  head.  I  shall 
get  better  when  1  am  once  alone  with  pa^^a,  and  you,  and  Maximus,  who  so 
genuinely  love  me !" 

“  Well,  yes,  my  dear,  we’ll  leave  directly,  if  you  w’ish  it,”  said  the  marchioness, 
too  wise  not  to  adopt  at  once  this  EUggestion,  which  prudence  alone  had  kept  her 
liack  from  makiig-  herself. 
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HI. — TIIK  HOOT. 

“  \V!io  would  h.ive  thought  my  shrivell’d  heart 
Could  have  recover’d  greennesis?  It  was  goue 
(Juito  under  ground,  as  flow’rs  depart 
To  si'o  tlieir  mother-root,  when  they  liave  blown  j 
Where  they,  together,  all  the  hard  weather, 

Dead  to  the  world,  keep  house  uakuown.” — Heriikut. 

DKVKLorMEXT  OK  THE  llooT. — The  mother-root,  so  quaintly  alluded  to  by 
the  poet,  does  not  always  keep  house  quite  under  ground.  Sometimes  she  dis¬ 
dains  to  touoh  the  earth,  and  either  dwells  in  the  water  or  passes  her  life  in  the 
open  air ;  but,  wherever  her  home  may  be,  her  maternal  instinct  impels  her  to 
provide  food  for  her  numerous  progeny  of  flowers  and  leaves.  Sometimes  she 
retains  a  large  share  of  nutriment  for  herself,  and  grow's  terribly  fat  upon  it,  but 
more  frequently  we  find  her  reduced  to  a  mere  skeleton  by  constant  worry  and 
anxiety.  We  might  carry  on  this  strain  of  personification  through  any  number  of 
pages,  but,  though  it  might  possibly  be  amusing,  it  would  certainly  not  be  in¬ 
structive.  We  will,  therefore,  forego  further  indulgence  in  figures  of  speech,  and 
proceed  to  the  serious  examination  of  our  subject. 

The  root,  as  we  have  already  stated,  is  that  portion  of  the  axis  of  the  plant  * 

which  passes  at  its  fiist  development  in  an  opposite  direction  to  the  stem  ;  hence  it 
Las  been  termed  the  dcscindiny  uxls.  The  extension  of  this  organ  is  effected  by 
the  addition  of  new  matter,  not  at  its  base,  or  point  of  junction  with  the  stem, 
but  at  that  portion  which  adjoins  the  apex.  To  make  our  readers  fully  under¬ 
stand  this  mode  of  growth,  which  is  common  to  all  true  roots,  we  cite  the  fol¬ 
lowing  passage  from  a  recent  paper  by  one  of  our  best  botanists  : — “  Up  to  the 
time  of  Schleideu,  the  manner  in  which  the  root  is  elongated  was  supposed  to  be 
precisely  similar  to  the  manner  in  which  the  stem  becomes  extended ;  that  is,  by 
the  addition  of  new  matter  absolutely  at  its  apex,  or  ix)int  furthest  from  its 
starting-point ;  but  this  distinguished  observer  discovered  and  called  attention  to 
a  peculiarity  in  the  growth  of  the  root,  having  for  its  object  the  especial  protection 
of  this  organ.  The  root,  like  all  other  parts  of  the  plant,  first  appears  as  a  little 
leaf  or  eminence,  in  which  form  it  may  readily  be  seen  in  the  seed  of  the  oak  (the 
common  acorn).  Instead,  however,  of  new  matter  being  hea25ed  iijxm  this  original 
eminence,  as  in  the  case  of  the  stem,  the  deposition  of  material  takes  pflace  imme-  | 
diatcly  beneath  the  matter  forming  this  original  eminence,  this  matter  being  con¬ 
stantly  carried  forward  as  a  kind  of  cap  or  sheath  to  the  apex  of  the  root,  for  the  ■ 

purpose  of  protecting  it  while  piercing  through  the  soil.”  'J'ho  part  immetliately  I 

bjLind  this  little  2)apilla  of  first-formed  matter  is,  consequently,  always  tho  ■ 

youngest  part  of  tho  root,  just  as  its  extreme  summit  is  always  the  youngest  part  ■ 

of  the  stem.  I 

Roots  are  usually  subterranean,  but  some  merely  float  in  water,  and  others 
bang  loosely  in  the  air.  They  have  no  leaves,  and  generally  no  buds,  and  they  i  ^ 
ajipear  to  divide  and  subdivide  irregularly,  unUkc  stems,  which  always  ramify  in 
a  symmetrical  manner. 

Dikkerext  Kixds  of  Roots. — ^'fhero  are  tw'O  classes  of  roots,  called  primary 
and  secondary,  or  true  and  adventitious.  The  primary  root  is  produced  by  the 
direct  elongation  of  the  radicle  of  the  embryo  in  tho  way  we  have  just  described. 

The  part  where  the  stem  and  primary  root  unite  is  termed  the  collum,  or  7ack  ; 
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the  portion  of  the  organ  adjoining  this  is  the  base,  and  the  opposite  extremity  the 
apex.  The  secondary  root  does  not  proceed  from  any  definite  point,  and  it« 
development  may  be  said  to  depend  upon  favourable  external  circumstances.  The 
branches  of  a  primary  root,  and  the  roots  produced  from  the  different  modifications 
of  the  stem — as  the  rhizome,  the  sucker,  and  the  runner — are  all  of  the  secondary 
class.  These  are  subterranean  ;  but  there  are  others  developed  from  plants  in  the 
air,  and  which  are  accordingly  called  aerial  roots.  The  simplest  forms  of  such 
roots  are  seen  in  the  Ivy  and  other  climbers.  These  do  not  help  to  nourish  the 
plants — which  are  provided  with  ordinary  subterranean  roots — but  merely  afford 
them  the  means  of  clinging  to  different  suj>ports. 

In  certain  plants,  however,  such  as  the  Banyan  or  Indian  Fig  and  the  Mangrove 
Tree,  the  aerial  roots  which  are  given  off  by  the  branches  or  stems  descend  to 
the  ground,  and,  fixing  themselves  there,  not  only  act  as  supports,  but  also  assist 
the  true  roots  in  obtaining  nourishment.  Many  of  the  Orchids  produce  only 
aerial  roots  which  obtain  all  the  food  required  by  the  plants  from -the  air. 
Parasites,  again,  like  the  Mistletoe  and  the  Dodder  Plant,  instead  of  throwing 
out  their  roots  into  the  air  and  deriving  nourishment  from  it,  as  is  the  case  with 
the  air-plants,  send  them  into  the  tissues  of  the  plants  on  which  they  grow, 
and  feed  luxuriously  upon  the  sap. 

According  to  the  duration  of  their  existence,  all  roots  have  been  divided  into 
annual,  biennial,  and  perennial.  Annual  roots  ai'e  produced  by  those  plants  which 
spring  from  seed,  flower,  and  die  in  the  space  of  one  year,  as  the  Oat  and  the 
Balsam.  Biennial  roots  are  those  of  plants  which  live  two  years,  as  the  Carrot 
and  the  Turnip.  Perennial  roots  are  those  of  plants  which  live  for  many  years. 
In  some  such  plants  as  the  Dahlia  and  the  Orchis  the  roots  are  the  ouly  perennial 
portions,  the  stems  dying  every  year. 

F«»!Ms  f)F  Hoots. — When  the  central  axis  of  a  plant  goes  deep  into  the 
ground  without  dividing,  a  tap-root  is  produced.  The  root  of  the  common  Stock 
illustrates  this  generic  form. 

The  conical  root  may  be  described  as  tap-root  rather  broad  at  the  base  and 
tapering  towards  the  ajxjx.  The  roots  of  the  Horse-radish,  Parsnip,  and  Carrot 
are  familiar  examples. 

The  fusiform  or  sjiindle-shapcd  root  is  another  variety  cf  the  first-mentioned 
root.  It  swells  out  a  little  below  the  base,  and  tapers  upwards  and  downwards. 
It  is  seen  in  the  common  Radish. 

The  uajdforni  or  turnip-shaped  root  has  a  globular  form,  being  much  swollen 
at  the  base.  The  commou  Turnip  is  the  type  of  this  form  of  root. 

AVhea  the  tap-root,  instead  of  descending  in  a  direct  line,  takes  a  crooked 
course,  it  is  said  to  be  contorted  or  twisted,  as  in  the  Bistort ;  and  when  it  ends 
abruptly,  as  though  bitten  off,  it  is  termed  a  tnincuted  or  prxmorse  root,  which  is 
illustratc-d  in  the  Devil’s-bit  Scabious. 

When  the  descending  axis  is  very  short  and  at  once  divides  into  slender 
branches  or  rootlets,  the  root  is  fibrous,  as  in  many  of  the  Grasses.  When  the 
branches  are  short  and  fleshy  the  root  is  said  to  ha  fasciculated,  as  in  the  Dahlia ; 
and  when  some  of  these  divisions  are  so  swollen  as  to  become  egg-shaped,  the 
root  is  tnberculatid,  aa  in  many  Oreli ids  and  the  Jalap  Plant.  To  roots  which 
are  expanded  only  at  certain  points  the  terms  tiodulose,  annulated,  ami  uecklaee- 
shaped  have  been  applieil.  There  are  a  few  other  forms  which  have  received 
separate  names,  but  they  are  unimportant.  J.  C.  B. 
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Let  ns  throw  another  log  upon  the  fire,  and  draw  onr  chairs  yet  closer  around  the  glowing 
hearth,  for  December — lung  Winter’s  hoary  herald — proclaims  that  the  monarch  is  approaching 
with  rapid  strides  to  demand  admittance  at  our  gates,  and  admonishes  us  to  lose  no  time  in 
beginning  to  make  preparations  for  his  reception— counsel  which  it  will  be  only  prudent  to  follow ; 
for,  though  his  Majesty  does  not  exhibit  an  unkindly  disposition  to  such  as  duly  honour  him  by 
the  attention  they  pay  to  the  quality  and  quantity  of  the  apparel  in  which  they  present  them¬ 
selves  to  him  in  his  progresses,  ho  is  apt  to  follow  the  example  of  the  Virgin  Queen,  and  to 
assume  a  freezing  demeanour  towards  those  who  are  forgetful  or  careless  in  this  or  in  other  simi¬ 
larly  important  matters  of  etiquette.  So  far  good ;  and  be  it  confessed  that  Winter  stands  high 
in  onr  favour,  inasmuch  as  our  happiest  days  have  been  passed  when  he  was  dominant;  and,  as  ho 
has  never  done  us  any  harm  which  a  judicious  application  of  camphor-ball  could  nut  remedy,  wo 
have  bad  no  occasion  to  assign  him  any  other  position;  but  truth  will  out,  and  it  must  be  acknow¬ 
ledged  that  ho  is  by  no  means  a  general  favourite,  and  that,  if  Spring  were  to  usurp  his  place  to¬ 
morrow,  ho  would  be  no  veracious  chronicler  who  should  affirm  that  he  was  “universally 
legrcttcd,”  No :  he  has  too  little  delicacy  of  feeling :  he  seems  to  delight  in  making  the  poor 
man  feel  his  poverty,  in  making  the  valetudinarian  aware  of  his  frailty,  and  even  in  exerting  a 
sort  of  tyranny  over  Nature’s  children  in  a  way  which  must  be  particularly  galling  to  the  good 
old  dame  herself.  In  short.  Winter  is  a  bit  of  a  bully,  and  in  consequence  he  always  attacks 
those  who  are  least  able  to  cope  with  him.  He  cannot  “  stand  lire,”  and  he  has  an  undoubted 
respect  for  persons  clothed  in  soft  raiment,  wherefore  Dives  replenishes  his  grates,  provides  him¬ 
self  with  a  liberal  stock  of  calefacicut  garments,  and  defies  him  ;  whilst  ragged  Lazarus  trembles 
at  his  approach,  knowing,  as  ho  docs,  that  a  threadbare  coat  does  not  command  the  pity  of 
hibernal  storms,  and  th.at  the  ruthless  wind  will  whistle  derisively  and  unforbidden  through  the 
cracks  .and  crannies  of  his  hovel  walls.  Then  must  Charity  go  foith  with  her  healing  balm,  to 
distribute  among  God’s  poor  the  many  useful  articles  which  thoughtful  heads  and  busy  hands  have 
made  ready  for  this  juncture;  for,  although  Winter  seems  to  have  tried  to  creep  upon  us  un¬ 
awares,  through  November  fogs  and  such-like  mysterious  aids  to  conce.ilment,  we  have  had 
numerous  warnings  of  his  coming,  and  have  made  our  preparations  accordingly.  When  the  russet 
leaves  blew  hither  and  thither  we  knew  that  it  was  the  rapid  sweep  of  his  gannents  which  made 
them  fly  along  his  path.  When  the  little  brooks  (like  children  who  are  afraid  of  unseen  terrors) 
sank  deep  into  their  beds  and  hid  themselves  under  the  sheets — of  ice — we  felt  that  he  was 
passing  by,  and  that  ho  was  very  nigh  at  hand  when  the  trees  decked  their  delicate  arms  with 
priceless  frost  jewels,  and  Earth  spread  a  matchless  carpet  of  dazzling  snow  iu  Ids  honour.  We 
read  the  signs  of  the  times — we  remember  that 

- “  We  are  of  one  flesh  after  all. 

And  need  one  flannel,  with  proper  sense  of  diflerence 
In  the  quality ;” 

and  feel  assured  that  the  comforts  and  requirements  of  onr  poorer  brethren  at  this  season  (ay,  and 
at  every  other)  shall  not  go  uncared  for  by  any,  least  of  all  by  our  ExaLisiiwosiKjf. 

Th#  1st  of  December,  ISGl,  is  the  first  festival  of  the  ecclesiastical  year,  as  on  it  commences  that 
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tniiS  of  fdurSaiiuays called  .•l»7(T)i^wlier.:inourthouf!lits are  parlicnlarly  directed  to  the  coming  ol 
Christ  in  the  flesh  and  to  Ills  final  coming  when  He  shall  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead.  It  has 
hecn  beautifully  observed  that  the  Church  “  neither  follows  the  course  of  sun  or  moon  to  number 
her  days  and  nights  aecording  to  their  revolution ;  but  .Tesus  Christ  being  to  her  as  the  only 
iSun  and  Light  whereby  she  is  guided,  she  follows  His  course  alone,  beginning  and  ending  her 
year  with  Him.  When  this  Sun  of  Kighteousness  therefore  doth  arise,  that  is,  when  His  tint 
coming  and  incarnation  is  propounded  to  us,  then  begins  the  year  of  the  Church,  and  from  thence 
are  all  her  other  days  and  times  computed.” 

St.  Nicholas  (December  Gth),  Bishop  of  Tliyra  in  the  fourth  century,  was  a  native  of  Patara,  in 
Asia  Minor.  His  great  humility  and  childlike  disposition  have  caused  him  to  be  considered  the 
patron  saint  at  youth,  and  a  singular  story  is  told  of  his  having  restored  vitality  to  two  of  his 
juvenile  votaries,  urdcred  by  a  cruel  innkeeper,  who  had  taken  the  precaution  of  preserving  (or 
rather  pickling)  their  disme.nbered  bodies  in  a  strong  solution  of  brine.  In  America,  children 
suspend  their  stockings  at  bedtime  on  Christmas  Eve,  and  awake  next  morning  to  find  them 
tr.ansformed  into  perfect  cornucopias,  being  filled  with  various  little  presents,  for  which  thanks 
are  returned  to  the  beneficent  Santa  Claus  (St.  Nicholas),  whereas,  as  may  be  easily  conceived, 
the  gratitude  is  due  to  parents  or  to  other  good-natured  individuals  who  take  a  pleasure  in  [ 
promoting  the  enjoyment  of  young  people. 

England  was  formerly  made  gay  at  this  season  by  the  installation  of  boy  bishops — a  curious  I 

ceremony  observed  at  most,  if  not  all,  of  the  collegiate  churches  throughout  the  kingdom.  In 
these  times  anything  calculated  to  throw  ridicule  on  ccclesicostical  offices  militates  at  once  against 
our  better  feeling,  and  we  are  sura  that  any  custom  which  tended  to  such  an  end  would  not  be 
Nuifered  to  exist.  The  shades  of  our  ancestors  must,  therefore,  pardon  us  if  we  express  some 
surprise  that  their  choristers  should  have  been  permitted  to  make  an  annual  selection  of  one  of 
their  number,  who  was  allowed  to  act  the  bishop  and  to  perform  all  his  sacred  functions  for  some 
three-and-twenty  days,  without  the  indignation  of  the  community  being  excited  at  the  mere  idea 
of  so  profane  a  burlesque.  According  to  Strutt,  it  was  not  until  the  thirty-third  year  of  Henry 
the  Eighth's  reign  that  people  began  to  discover  that  for  children  to  be  “  strangelie  decked  and 
npparyled  to  counterfeit  priests,  bishops,  and  women,  and  so  ledde  with  songs  and  dances  from 
house  to  house,  blessing  the  people  and  gathering  of  money;”  that  fur  boys  to  “singe  masse  and 
preache  in  the  pulpits,  with  such  other  uuflttinge  and  inconvenient  usages  ....  tend  rather  to 
dcrysyon  than  enie  true  glorie  to  God  or  to  the  honor  of  his  sayntes.”  These  festivals  were  not 
wholly  discontinued  until  after  the  death  of  Queen  Mary.  If  the  pseudo-bishop  died  during  his 
days  of  office,  he  was  interred  with  ail  the  state  observed  at  the  funerals  of  true  prelates ;  and 
visitors  to  Salisbury  Cathedral  should  not  fail  to  inspect  a  monument  erected  to  the  memory  of 
one  of  these  mummers,  on  which  he  is  represented  attired  in  all  the  episcopal  robes. 

The  Sth  of  December  was  set  apart  for  the  celebration  of  the  feast  of  the  Conception  of  tin 
Viigin  Mary,  supposed  to  have  been  instituted  by  Anselm  towards  the  end  of  the  eleventh 
century. 

St.  Lucy  (December  13th)  was  born  of  noble  parents  in  the  island  of  Sicily,  and  being  in- 
■structed  in  the  tenets  of  Christianity  by  her  mother,  Eutychia,  became  convinced  that  she  could 
do  more  good  in  her  day  and  generation  by  devoting  her  time  and  riches  to  the  cause  of  charity 
than  by  l>ecoming  the  wife  of  a  Syracusan  youth  who  had  solicited  her  in  marriage.  She,  therefore, 
refused  to  listen  to  his  suit,  and,  on  being  asked  “  the  reason  why,”  stated  her  intention  of  leading 
a  life  of  celibacy,  and  so  incensed  her  lover  by  the  expression  of  this  provoking  determination 
that  he  resolved  to  soothe  bis  disappointment  by  denouncing  her  to  Paschasius,  the  governor,* 
who  exhibited  his  hatred  of  Christianity,  or,  perhaps,  rather  his  love  of  cruelty,  by  tearing 
St.  Lacy’s  body  with  red-hot  pincers,  aud  by  otherwise  maltreating  her,  so  that  she  died  in  conse¬ 
quence,  A.l).  .‘jiil. 

The  two  words,  0  Sapkntia,  which  we  find  in  the  calendar  for  December  Kith,  are  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  an  anthem  which  was  formerly  sung  on  this  day  in  anticipation  of  the  ai>proaching  Birth 
of  Christ — an  event  which  is  sujiposcd  to  have  such  influence  over  all  things  material  and  spiri- 
tiual,  that,  as  JIarcellus  affirms — 


Meaning  thereby  a  govcruur  appointed  by  the  State.  Lucy's/olAct'  died  « lien  slio  was  yet  In  Infancy. 


Notes  oe  the  month.— December. 


87 


"Some  say  that  ever  ’gainst  that  season  comes 
The  bird  of  dawning  sin^eth  all  night  long, 

And  then  they  say  no  spirit  dares  stir  abroad. 

The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike ; 

Ko  fairy  takes;  no  witch  hath  power  to  charm — 

So  hallow’d  and  so  gracious  is  the  time.” 

Those  nocturnal  songsters  the  waits  are  now  in  full  feather,  and  in  some  p.arts  of  England 
pleasantly  dissipate  our  slumbers  by  the  performance  of  those  well-known  carols  which  from 
association  we  have  all  learned  to  love;  and  we  think  it  is  to  he  regretted  that  the  Jenny  Lind 
Polka,  Bouny  Dundee,  and  similar  melodies,  should  be  so  frequently  substituted  for  the  ancient 
and  considerably  more  edifying  strains  which  heralded  the  approach  of  the  Christmas  season  in 
dijs  of  yore.  Why  should  the  “music  on  the  midnight”  remind  us  of  whirling  Terpsichore  and 
of  the  twaddle  we  talked  during  that  “just  one  more  polka,”  to  indulge  in  which  a  reluctant 
permission  was  wrung  from  a  sleepy  paterfamilias  at  a  very  small  hour  in  the  morning?  or  why 
shoold  Scotch  airs  dbtorb  our  dreams,  and  almost  exasperate  us  into  exclaiming,  with  "  the 
provost,  douce  man” — 

- “Just  e’en  let  it  be. 

For  the  toon  were  well  rid  o’  that  deil  o’  Dundee  ?” 

Granted  that  waits  do  not  particularly  distress  themselves  on  the  score  of  time  or  tune — 
panted  that  nasal  tones  predominate,  that  poor  letter  h  is  cither  ignored  or  employed  as  a  sort  ot 
avatU-garde  to  vowels  which  .are  perfectly  capable  of  doing  without  it ;  and  that,  in  short,  as 
M.  Esquiros  has  it,  “L’ezdcution  est  ce  que  Ics  Anglais  appellent  moyenne — middling;”  as  long  as 
the  performers  hold  to  time-hallowed  carols  we  will  hold  to  them,  and  “  remember”  them  without 
fail;  but  only  let  them  indulge  in  those  new-fangled  musical  devices  which  they  are  not  able  to 
perform  in  any  style  which  does  not  vividly  remind  us  of  the  air  which  caused  the  demise  of  the 
elderly  animal  of  the  bovine  tribe,  and,  as  the  phrase  goes,  they  shall  never  see  the  colour  of  our 
money. 

St.  Thomas  (December  21st)  was  one  of  the  twelve  disciples  of  Our  Lord,  and  it  is  probable 
that  be,  like  several  of  bis  companions,  was  a  Galilean  by  birth,  and  also  that  he  followed  the 
occupation  of  a  fisherman  before  he  was  called  to  fulfil  higher  duties.  He  roinistered^n  Parthia, 
and  extended  his  travels  to  India,  where  many  of  his  converts  formed  themselves  into  a  sect, 
called  themselves  by  his  name,  and  in  after-times  refused  to  acknowledge  the  supremacy  of  the 
Bishop  of  Koine.  Thomas  was  murdered  near  Malspur  by  some  barbarians,  who  were  fearful  that 
the  progress  of  the  new  religion  might  affect  their  temporal  welfare.  St.  Thomas’s,  or  “  Jlump- 
ing  Day,”  as  it  is  called  in  Lincolnshire,  is  employed  by  women  and  children  nearly  all  over 
England  in  attempting  to  excite  the  eleemosynary  sympathies  of  the  “  well-to-do.”  At  Ilarving- 
ton,  in  Worcestershire,  the  burden  of  the  song  is— 

"  Wissal  wassail  through  the  town. 

If  you’ve  got  any  apples  throw  them  down ; 

Up  with  the  stocking  and  down  with  the  shoe. 

If  you’ve  got  no  apples  money  will  do — 

The  jug  is  white  and  the  ale  is  brown, 

'  This  is  the  best  house  in  the  town.” 

Ko  doubt  it  is  for  some  good  reason  that  there  is  truth  in  the  old  rhyme — 

"  St.  Thomas  grey  I  St.  Thomas  grey ! 

The  longest  night  and  the  shortest  dagP 

We  feel  sure  that  onr  readers  would  deem  themselves  insulted  did  we  think  it  necessary  to  tell 
them  what  great  festival  we  celebrate  on  the  25th  of  this  mouth,  or  to  dwell  too  long  on  the 
customs  and  observ.ances  which  are  peculiar  to  it,  and  to  the  holy  eve  by  which  it  is  preceded. 
There  is  no  mistaking  the  season  or  the  occ.asion  when  the  coral-berried  holly  is  borne  into  our 
dwellings,' and  the  pearl-studded  mistletoe  is  hung — wherefore  non  mi  recordo — over  sundry  door¬ 
ways,  and  in  other  lofty  situations.  Surely  there  is  but  one  time  of  the  year  when  the  atmosphere  is 
so  redolent  of  plum-pudding,  and  the  butelicrs  find  so  ready  a  sale  for  the  national  roasting  beef — 
when  the  old  forget  their  spectacles  and  wrlnlcles,  and  feel  almost  young  again — when  the  children 
seem  doubly  joyous,  and  clear  voices  hymn  through  the  frosty  air — 
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“  God  bless  you,  merry  gentlemen,  1 

Let  nothing  you  dismay —  I 

Remember  Clirist  our  Saviour 
Was  bom  on  Chrislnuts  Day.” 

As  \re  listcD,  arc  we  not  ready  to  pray,  in  the  solemn  words  of  the  quaint  old  Scotch  carol— 

“  0  my  dcir  Ilert,  zonng  Jesus  sweit, 

Prepare  thy  Crcddil  in  my  Spriet; 

And  1  will  rock  Thee  in  my  Hcrt, 

And  never  mair  from  Thee  depart?" 

This  is,  without  doubt,  a  happy  season  throughout  Christendom ;  but  wo  cannot  help  thinking 
that  it  is  more  especially  so  in  our  own  land ;  for,  as  a  French  author  very  justly  observes, 
L’Anglais  se  montre  en  tout  un  peuple  traditionnel,  pour  lui  e'est  surtout  la  emtume  qui  ttl  tainU," 
and  thus  it  is  that  we  take  a  pride  in  preserving,  in  their  integrity,  all  the  laudahlc  Christmas 
customs  of  our  ancestors;  and  wc  are  snre  that  the  way  in  which  the  modern  John  Bull  celebrates 
this  festival  is,  in  Yankee  phraseology,  “  a  caution”  to  any  who  would  insinuate  that  ours  is  no 
longer  “  ye  merrie  Knglande”  it  was  of  old.  We  only  know  that,  when  we  wish  our  readers 
A  JIeuuy  CiiuiSTM.vs,  we  have  no  misgivings  as  to  the  realisation  of  our  desires.* 

St.  Sfephe?i  (December  2(lth),  the  protomartyr,  is  appropriately  commemorated  the  day  after 
that  on  which  wc  rejoice  around  the  cradle  of  Him  in  whose  canse  he  suffered.  The  circumstances 
of  his  death  are  so  well  known  that  we  shall  nut  linger  to  narrate  the  facts  which  are  so  simply, 
and  yet  so  touchingly,  set  forth  in  the  7th  chapter  of  the  Acts,  but  proceed  to  speak  of 

St.  John  the  Ei'.iiiyelist  (December  27th),  “that  disciple  whom  Jesus  loved,”  and  whose 
gentleness  of  character,  and  constancy  to  the  Muster  in  His  hour  of  trial,  have  the  strongest  claims 
upon  our  admiration.  To  him  the  dying  Saviour  committed  the  charge  of  the  Blessed  Virgin— to 
him  was  made  the  wonderful  Revelation  of  the  things  which  should  be  in  the  latter  days— to  him 
was  granted  unusual  length  of  years,  and  a  marvellons  power  of  escaping  unhurt  from  the  deadly 
snares  in  which  his  enemies  sought  his  destruction.  The  vindictive  Dumitian,  perceiving  that  the 
Divine  arm  was  stretched  over  John,  and  that  all  his  eftbrts  to  deprive  him  of  life  were  wholly 
unavailing,  banished  him  to  the  Isle  of  Patmos,  whence,  however,  he  was  recalled  by  Ntrva,  and 
it  is  believed  that  the  saint  died  in  peace  at  Ephesus,  being  nearly  100  years  of  age. 

Jloly  Innocents',  or  ChUdennas  Day  (December  28th)  was  instituted  in  remembrance  of  the 
Herodian  massacre  of  iirfants,  when  “  was  fulfilled  that  which  was  spoken  by  Jeremy  the  prophet. 
Baying,  In  Rama  was  there  a  voice  heard,  lamentation,  and  weeping,  and  great  mourning, 
Rachel  weeping  for  her  children,  and  would  not  be  camforted  bec.ause  they  are  not.”  Prayers  were 
long  ofircred  for  the  repose  of  the  souls  of  these  slaughtered  babes,  and  we  are  told  of  an  un¬ 
comfortable  custom  which  prevailed  of  llagollaling  juveniles  on  the  morning  of  this  day,  that, 
according  to  Gregory,  “the  memorial  of  Herod's  murder  of  the  Innocents  might  stick  the  closer, 
and  so,  in  a  moderate  proportion,  to  act  over  the  cnreltie  again  in  kinde.” 

December  the  <1 1st  is  dedicated  to  St.  Silvester,  a  Bishop  of  Rome  who  died  in  335.  The  day, 
however,  chielly  commends  itself  to  our  notice  as  being  the  last  of  the  old  year.  The  curtain  has 
risen  upon  “the  last  act  of  its  eventful  history;"  it  will  soon  fall,  and  then  will  the  great  drama 
of  1801  be  withdrawn  for  ever.  Solemn  thoughts  new  crowd  upon  our  brain  as  wc  look  down  the 
vista  of  the  past  and  see  the  shadowy  fornm  of  those  wlio  walk  with  us  no  more — as  we  turn 
towards  the  shrouded  image  of  the  future,  and  with  our  finite  glance  attempt  to  discern  that 
which  the  Infinite  has  hidden  from  our  view — our  weal  and  woe  in  the  days  which  arc  to  come. 
But  no,  we  may  not  see!  IVe  must  wait  until  Time  himself  rolls  back  the  veil.  Yet  let  us  Iwpt 
fur  the  best,  and  as  the  wild  bells 

“  Ring  out  tho  old — ring  in  the  new,” 

let  ns  greet  the  coming  year  with  gladness,  though  some  sorrow  be  intermingled  with  our  farewell 
of  that  which  is  no  more.  St.  Switiii>. 


•  Wo  regret  that  our  space  prohibits  us  from  entering  upon  the  almost  Inexhaustible  subject  of  Christinas 
custiims  which  arc  “nut  gouerally  known.”  Our  readers  wiii  'gain  much  interesting  inl'urmatlon  from  an 
article  iu  Uecton’s  “Annual,'’  for  ISCO,  also  from  other  socrccs  too  nu'.neroue  to  be  named. 
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THE  BOOK  OF 

\(’liEN  “the  publishing  season”  has  fairly 
Mt  in,  and  books  of  more  or  less  real  mark 
have  become  comparatively  numerous,  it  is  not 
an  easy  task  to  say  which  is  the  Book  of  the 
Month.  The  present  month  has  many  books, 
and  before  our  Alagazine  is  in, the  hands  of  our 
readers  it  will  have  many  more.  At  present, 
we  think  that,  on  the  whole,  the  place  ot  honour 
in  a  lady’s  magazine  is  due  to  the  last  novel  of 
Miss  Yongk — The  Yuumj  Step-Mother ;  or,  A 
Chronicle  of  Mistahes.  (Parker.)  But  this 
Wk  is,  on  the  one  hand,  so  absolutely  desti¬ 
tute  of  plot  that  it  is  dilRcult  to  give  any  de¬ 
tailed  account  of  it;  and,  on  the  other,  so  full, 
and  so  very  discursively  full,  of  matter,  that  it 
would  be  easy  to  write  about  it  an  absolutely 
interminable  essay — an  essay  which  should  take 
in  all  conceivable  questions  of  morality  and 
religion,  and  ho  found,  we  fear,  rather  dull 
by  our  readers,  however  carefully  it  might  be 
written. 

The  scope  of  the  book  is  explained  by  the 
quotation,  on  the  title-page,  from  a  poem  of 
Miss  Proctor’s — 

“  Fail— yet  rejoice,  because  no  less 
The  failure  that  makes  thy  ilistress 
May  teach  another  full  success. 

“  Nor  with  thy  share  of  work  be  vex’d. 

Though  incomplete  and  even  perple.x'd. 

It  fits  exactly  to  the  next" 

—a  lesson,  or  “  moral,”  which  is  more  fully 
expounded  in  the  clear,  tender  prose  of  the  ac¬ 
complished  authoress  towards  the  close  of  the 
book “  It  is  more  than  man  can  hope  or  ex- 
T^t,  to  make  no  blunders ;  but  I  do  verily  be¬ 
lieve  that  while  an  earnest  will  saves  us,  by 
(iod’s  grace,  from  wilful  sins,  the  effects  of  the 
inadvertences  that  teach  us  our  secret  faults 
will  not  be  fatal ;  and  while  we  are  indeed 
honestly  and  faithfully  doing  our  best,  though 
we  are  truly  unprofitable  servants,  that  our 
lapses  through  intirmity  will  be  compensated, 
both  in  the  training  of  our  own  character  and 
the  results  upon  others.”  This  is,  of  course, 
an  old  story.  We  have  nothing  to  do  with  re¬ 
sults,  except  in  the  use  of  consequences  as 
guides  to  wont  is  right.  When  we  have  looked 
at  them  carefully,  and  made  up  our  minds 
what  is  best,  we  have  nothing  to  do  but  to 
carry  out  the  opinion  wo  have  formed.  If  it 
should  prove  to  have  been  founded  on  a  mis¬ 
calculation,  we  have  still  been  in  the  right — 
for  he  does  right  who  thinks  he  docs  right. 
Moral  discussions  are  often  puzzled  by  a  confu¬ 
sion  of  terms.  Bight  has  two  meanings.  You 
always  do  right  when  you  obey  your  conscience, 
although  your  conscience  may  be  wrong.  To 
get  harmony  out  of  this  superficial  contradic¬ 
tion  is  the  business  of  God  himself,  who  will 
(we  may  be  sure,  both  A  priori,  and  from 
observation  of  life)  not  neglect  it.  This  moral 
is  enforced,  after  the  well-known  manner  of  the 
authore.ss  of  the  “  Heir  of  Redclyffe,”  by  a  pro¬ 
cess  of  “  stippling,”  carried  through  with  grace, 
tenderness,  and  elevation  of  tone,  'fhere  is, 
wo  repeat,  no  plot  in  the  book;  it  is  as  if 
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one  took  up  the  history  of  the  family  of  an 
Bnglish  gentleman  on  the  Monday  morning, 
and  carried  it  through  the  week,  faithfully 
telling  every  incident  of  the  domestic  life,  and 
making  characters  and  things  yield  reflected 
morals  to  each  other.  All  this  is  done  with 
such  a  fine  intelligence,  so  tenderly  and  skil¬ 
fully  used,  in  the  light  of  a  sweet,  clear  con¬ 
science,  that  one  cannot  help  being  in  love 
with  life  even  at  the  most  painful  passages  in 
the  story. 

Albiuia,  the  “heroine,”  a  young  lady  of 
much  energy,  much  aSection,  and  a  good  deal 
of  “  spirit”  (which  sometimes  takes  the  shape 
of  willulncss  of  temper),  is  introduced  to  us  as 
making  a  blunder  in  starting  in  life — a  blunder, 
that  is,  in  the  esteem  of  all  her  friends.  That 
ulunder  is  accepting  the  hand  of  Mr.  Kendal,  a 
widower  of  from  thirty-live  to  thirty-eight, 
with  a  family  of  young  children  by  his  tirst 
wife,  whom  he  had  tenderly  loved,  though  she 
was  rather  au  empty  person.  Her  death,  and 
the  death  of  several  babes,  has  left  the  poor 
gentleman  in  a  condition  of  such  melancholy 
Hacciditv  of  soul,  that  it  seems  a  thousand 
pities  when  a  youug  woman,  fresh  and  bright, 
with  a  virgin  heart  and  full  of  blooming  and 
vigorous  life,  is  married  to  him.  The  prospect 
of  her  having  to  rear  two  families  side  by  side 
does  not  lessen  the  apparent  mischief,  espe¬ 
cially  as  she  has,  confessedly,  a  quick  temper. 
This  feature  plays  a  not  unimportant  ^  part 
in  the  story,  fur  many  little  dithculties  arise  in 
which  Albinia  would  have  acted  with  more 
energy  if  she  had  not  been  haunted  by  the  fear 
that  she  might  be  indulging  “temper.” 

The  difficulties  which  present  themselves  to 
the  young  wife  may  be  easily  classified.  There  is 
the  husband,  there  are  the  children,  there  are 
the  tirst  wife’s  relatives,  and  there  are  the 
people  of  the  neighbourhood,  who  are  mostly 
(to  use  the  accepted  word)  “snobs.”  The 
liusband  is  a  quiet,  scholarly  person,  who  fre¬ 
quents  his  “  study”  nearly  all  day,  and  keeps 
the  dour  locked  on  relics  of  his  first  wile. 
The  children  are  as  varied  as  they  can  well  be. 
The  chief  puzzles  they  offer  for  Albinia’s  solu¬ 
tion  lie  in  the  respective  characters  of  Lucy, 
Bophv,  and  Gilbert,  whose  twiu-brother,  Ed¬ 
mund,  is  dead.  Lucy  is  a  girl  of  much  glib¬ 
ness,  with  a  flimsy  character,  and  a  readiness 
to  take  the  “mould  of  fashion,”  whatever  it 
may  be,  which  is  not  consistent  with  moral 
beauty.  Sophy  has  much  more  energy,  an 
exterior  and  manner  which  are  not  charming, 
and  is  supposed,  even  by  her  clear-sighted 
step-mother,  to  be  a  little  idle  and  sulky. 
Gilbert  is  a  still  more  difficult  problem.  He  is 
tenderly  affectionate,  but  facile  and  open  to  the 
influence  of  example  and  association,  to  a  degree 
which  makes  him  dangerous  company  for  him¬ 
self,  and  for  children  younger  than  himself. 
The  first  wife’s  relations  are  poor-spirited, 
talkative,  fussy  fools — “  ladylike,’^  and  all  that, 
after  the  manner  of  fools — but  just  the  sort  of 
people  that  make  you  sometimes  wonder,  coii- 
sidtribg  how  many  there  arc  of  them,  whether 
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a  desert  island  wouid  n^t  be  preferable  to 
“sociL-tv.”  Surely  there  is  nothin;;  more  tire¬ 
some  than  that  commonest  of  spectacles,  a 
thorough-going  worldlineas,  taking  to  itself  the 
name  and  all  the  honours  of  “duty,”  and  so 
inised  up  with  kindness  that  it  seems  like 
cruelty  to  uuni  isk  it  to  its  own  contempt, 
l-’orlauately  for  it,  the  job  is  a  very  lirticult  one. 
These  fools — who,  if  tlie  good  and  wise  are  the 
salt,  must,  we  suppose,  be  the  bread  and  meat 
of  the  earth — are  the  must  impenetrable  of 
creatures,  the  most  happily  inaccessible  to 
moral  criticism.  Lastly.  Albinia  h.is  to  make 
her  peace  with  the  villagers,  “genteel”  and 
other,  and  win  love  from  those  who  are  pre¬ 
disposed  to  give  her  oaly  suspicion.  In  .all 
these  directions  she  does  wonders;  but  she 
nukes  mistakes,  and  of  these  “  mistakes”  the 
book  is  the  “  Chronicle.”  The  real  danger  of 
such  a  situation  its  the  young  wife’s  is,  how¬ 
ever,  not  touched.  The  assumption  is,  we 
presume,  that  she  loved  her  husband,  in  tlie 
strong  sense  of  the  word  “loved;”  otherwise 
her  peril  would  have  been  the  possibility  of 
meeting  some  one  else,  when  she  came  to  know 
more  of  life,  who  could  command  her  whole 
heart,  without  any  reference  to  “duty”  as  a 
principle  of  action ;  while  her  husband  could 
only  claim  a  little  love,  and  had  to  refer  him¬ 
self  to  “  duty”  for  the  remainder  of  his  happi¬ 
ness.  And  “dutv”  is  not  equal  to  making 
happiness  in  married  life,  though  it  may  guard 
the  outworks  of  domestic  bliss,  and  keep  the 
peace. 

The  mistakes  of  the  young  wife  begin  with 
Gilbert.  Attracted  by  his  teudcniess,  willing¬ 
ness  to  piomise,  and  grii  ral  trustworthiness 
when  under  good  influences,  she  places  too 
much  reliance  on  him.  To  her  own  boy, 
JIaurice,  he  is  very  near  jdaying  evil  genius 
as  he  grows  up.  lie  gets  into  iiidifiercnt  com¬ 
pany,  and  is  rusticated  at  college.  Finally  he 
goes  to  the  Crimea,  and  falls,  wounded,  in 
the  Balaklava  charge,  only  to  recover  and  die 
of  consumption,  at  ilalta,  on  his  way  home  to 
Fngl.aiid. 

NVitli  Sophy,  the  blunder  of  Albini.a  is  still 
more  terious.  First  of  all,  she  thinks  her 
sullen  and  idle,  and  makes  her  knock  about 
and  nurse  the  baby,  when  the  sequel  shows 
taat  she  ought  to  have  been  resting,  for  the 
poor  girl  has  a  spinal  complaint  of  a  serious 
character.  'I  hen,  secondly,  she  encourages  the 
idea  of  a  union  with  one  Flick  C'More,  who 
])roves  not  to  have  had  auy  thoughts  of  her  at 
all.  But  .Sophy,  who  was  nobler  than  she 
seemed,  surmounts  it  :d',  and  lielps  to  make 
the  girl  who  is  really  beljved  of  Uiick  happy. 
But  it  was  too  cruel  to  give  her  the  task,  of 
assisting  in  getting  tip  ihe  wadding  trotai.itcoK, 
.and  reminds  us  of  ili  i:  I'ailietic  pass.ige  in  the 
Clerk’s  Tale  where  the  discarded  Griselda, 
after  she 

“  Uatli  tvcric  cliainlt-.r  arrayed,  and  liL  hake,” 
is  set,  hefore  tlie  new  wife  comes, 

“Tallies  for  to  diglite  and  beddes  make.” 
However,  Sophy  funis  out  the  ‘‘brick”  of  the 
story,  and  takes  her  place  by  the  side  of  young 
Maurice,  Albini.i’s  own  sou,  who  is  the  favourite 
of  the  authoress. 


This  Maurice  demands  special  notice,  because, 
in  the  writing  of  so  self-restraining  a  woman  as 
Miss  Vonge,  it  is  curious  to  see  how  the 
woman’s  instinct  runs  after  the  little  scape¬ 
grace,  whose  daring  is,  after  all,  only  half- 
amiable.  One  cannot  help  believing  that,  if 
Gilbert  had  been  as  plucky  ns  he  was  timid,  he 
would  have  met  indulgence  instead  of  the  open 
“  scorn”  with  which  the  authoress,  in  the  person 
of  Albinia,  treats  him.  She  mast  even  stoop 
to  analyse  the  young  fellow’s  behaviour  at 
Balaklava,  and  say  that  he  joined  in  the  charge 
became  he  couldn’t  help  it.  Of  course  be  did; 
would  any  one  have  joined  in  it  by  choice? 
This  is  too  bad.  If  any  woman  can  bo  just. 
Miss  Yonge  can.  Maurice  is  a  brave,  fond  boy, 
and  no  one  can  help  loving  him ;  but  Gilbert 
deserved  a  better  treatment  than  he  received, 
and  his  weakness  is  made  too  contemptible. 

The  subsidiary  characters  are  so  numerous 
that  we  cannot  even  mention  them.  Flick 
tf’.More  is  a  voting  Celt,  who  is  made  admirably 
to  represent  Irish  character  at  its  best.  Mr.  Du- 
s.autoy  is  the  clergyman — a  good-natured  giant, 
with  a  sickly  wife,  whom  he  loves  like  aoabv. 
Tuerc  is  Lucy’s  husband,  there  is  Flick’s  wife, 
and  no  end  besides.  The  merit  of  the  book  is 
the  skill  with  which  widcly-dilfering  characters 
ara  made  to  play  into  each  other’s  hands— an 
atmosphere  of  love  being  tlirowu  over  all,  and 
the  impression  left  on  the  reader's  mind  at  the 
end,  that  life  is  worth  while,  whatever  “  mis¬ 
takes”  are  made,  because  good  intentions  are 
their  own  reward,  if  sincerely  entertained  and 
honestly  worked  out. 

One  little  scene,  from  an  early  chapter  in  the 
story,  will  give  a  fair  notion  of  the  quiet  sort  of 
interest  which  characteri.'ies  the  writing.  It 
hints  at  some  of  poor  Albinia’s  difficulties  with 
the  children : — 

“Monday  had  gone,  or  rattier  Albinia  had  been 
robbed  of  it  by  vi.«ilor5— now  for  a  vigorous  Tuet. 
day.  Her  unpacking  and  her  setting  to  riglitswere 
iMt  half  over;  but  ns  the  surface  was  liuliitable, 
she  resolved  to  liiiisli  at  her  leisure,  and  sariifice 
no  more  mornings  of  study.  So  after  she  had 
lingered  at  tlic  door,  to  deliglit  Gilliert  by  admiring 
Ids  pony,  she  returned  to  the  diiiiiig-ruum,  where 
tlie  girls  were  loading  a  small  table  in  tlie  winduir 
witii  piles  of  books  and  exercises,  and  Lucy  was 
standing,  looking  all  eagerness  to  show  off  her 
drawings. 

“  ‘  Yes,  my  dear,  bat  first  we  had  better  read.  I 
li.ave  been  talking  to  your  pajin,  and  we  have  settled 
that  on  Wednesdays  and  Fridays  we  will  go  to 
cliurch ;  but  on  these  ilays  we  will  begin  by  reading 
tlie  r.<  dins  and  Lissons.' 

“  ‘  Oil,’  said  Lacy.  ‘  wc  never  do  that,  except  when 
we  are  at  grandmamma  s.’ 

“  ‘  Pray  are  you  too  old  or  too  young  for  It!'  said 
Albinia. 

“  ‘  Wc  did  it  to  please  grandmamma,’  said  Snphy. 

“  ‘  Now  yon  will  do  it  to  please  me.’  said  Albinia, 
‘If  for  no  better  reason.  I'etcli  your  Bibles  and 
Prayer-books.’ 

“  ‘We  sliai!  never  have  time  for  our  studies,! 
as-urcyou,  mamma,’  objected  Lucy. 

“  ‘  Tliat  is  not  your  e  niceni,’  said  Albinia,  her 
spirit  rising  at  the  girls’  ui.posilioii.  ‘1  wish  fur 
obedience.’ 

“  Lucy  went ;  Sopliy  leant  against  the  talile  like 
a  post.  Albinia  rcgrettcil  th.at  the  first  shot  should 
hare  liccn  fired  tor  snrli  a  cause,  and  sat  perplexing 
herself  whetlier  it  were  worse  to  give  way,  or  to 
force  the  girls  to  read  Holy  Scripture  iu  such  a 
moud.” 
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Tuf.  materials  of  this  season  arc  censrally 
of  uniform  and  simple  desi^jns ;  fomu  are 
striped,  some  cheeked,  othtis  dotteJ,  and 
worked  with  small  patterns.  Whole  colours 
are  also  much  in  favour,  and  m  ike  estremely 
dUtingui  dresses.  We  have  observed  some 
elegant  dresses  of  moire  antiiiue;  some  still 
more  rich,  of  figured  satin.  Chine*  moire 
antique,  dotted,  brocades,  and  velvet.  The 
most  fashionable  colour  in  silks  is  the  azuliue 
blue. 

Dresses  continue  to  be  trimmed  at  the 
bottom  of  the  skirt,  on  the  bodice,  and  sleeves. 
The  form  of  the  sleeves  varies  according  to  the 
taste  of  the  dressmaker  and  wearer.  We  men¬ 
tion  some  different  styles.  Bodices  of  nigligj 
dresses  arc  plain,  high,  and  buttoned  in  front — 
with  round  waist,  and  waistband,  and  double 
clasp  of  gold,  steel,  or  enamel. 

Tnose  of  demi-toilette,  or  of  full-dress,  are 
almost  all  open  in  front,  in  a  pointed  form, 
or  are  cut  square.  The  most  fashionable 
dresses  are  pointed  back  and  front.  Ccin- 
tures  are  usually  worn  to  match  the  colour  of 
the  dresses,  but  those  of  black  silk  and  velvet 
are  still  in  favour,  as  they  suit  all  coloured 
dresses. 

At  the  fashionable  reunions,  and  at  the 
Opera,  white  muslin  and  blue  moire  or  silk  are 
the  prevailing  materials. 

We  observed  a  young  lady’s  dress  of  white 
muslin,  with  four  flounces,  each  flounce  edged 
with  two  narrow  rows  of  black  velvet ;  the 
bodice  open  in  front,  in  a  pointed  form,  with  a 
band  of  black  lace  laid  round  the  neck,  and  a 
similar  piece  of  lace  forming  a  revers  upon  the 
shoulders;  full  sleeves,  terminating  in  a  band, 
trimmed  also  with  black  lace ;  a  muslin  sash, 
with  long  ends,  trimmed  with  two  rows  of 
narrow  black  velvet,  and  a  black  lace  edging. 

A  dress  of  blue  silk  had  at  the  bottom  three 
narrow  pinked  flounces;  above  these  a  large 
pointed  festoon  trimming,  formed  by  two  other 
little  flounces. 

One  of  turquoise  blue  moire  antique  h-ad  a 
berthe  and  large  sleeves  of  Venetian  lace;  this 
berthewas  fastened  in  front  by  a  large  diamond 
brooch,  with  pendants,  and  a  diadem  of  dia¬ 
monds  fur  the  ueaddress. 

A  dress  of  cerise  silk  was  worked  with  a 
bell-shaped  pattern  of  black  silk,  and  orna¬ 
mented  with  a  deep  flounce  of  cerise  velvet, 
embroidered  to  match  at  the  bottom  of  the 
dress.  Above  this  flounce  was  a  ruche  sepa¬ 
rated  in  the  middle  by  an  insertion  of  em¬ 
broidered  velvet.  This  dress  had  two  bodices; 
one  high  and  close,  pointed  buck  and  front, 
sleeves  opeu  to  the  elbow,  trimmed  to  match 
the  skirt ;  the  other  open  in  front,  and  a 
drajierie  terminating  with  a  lace  flounce. 

A  dress  of  maroon  silk,  worked  with  lilies 
in  black  silk,  was  ornamented  with  black 
velvet  medallions,  edged  with  lace,  and  em¬ 
broidered  with  lilies  in  maroon  silk.  These 
m^allions  were  placed  at  the  bottom  of  the 
skirt  in  festoons ;  the  bodice  open,  and  trimmed 
with  medallions  all  round,  like  those  on  the 


skirt;  an  open  sleeve,  with  the  medallion  trim¬ 
ming  round  the  bottom  and  at  the  top. 

Tiii  casaqua  dress  is  much  worn,  and  gimp 
is  the  favourite  trimming  for  if.  One,  of  black 
corded  silk,  was  trimmed  ou  the  front  of  the 
body  and  on  the  skirt  with  a  double  cluster  of 
grapes  with  foliage  in  open  gimp ;  a  trimming 
to  match  was  also  placed  on  the  little  rounded 
pockets,  edged  with  lace,  and  upon  the  revers 
of  the  large  sleeves.  These  sleeves  were 
gathered  to  the  elbow,  and  pleated  in  front — 
the  pleated  and  gathered  parts  divided  by  a 
roll  of  moire  and  a  black  lace  edging. 

A  novel  style  of  trimming  consists  of  round- 
shaped  pieces  of  silk  and  velvet,  alternately 
edged  with  blue  silk  on  the  crossway,  and 

Iilaced  at  the  bottom  of  a  blue  silk  skirt.  The 
lody  high  and  ornamented  with  the  same  trim¬ 
ming  as  the  skirts  placed  across  it,  and  fixed  at 
each  end  with  a  blue  button  ;  the  pockets  also 
made  with  the  same  trimming.  Two  large 
pieces  in  the  same  form  were  placed  on  each 
side  of  the  front  of  the  skirt,  commencing  near 
the  wai.st  and  descending  sixteen  inches.  The 
sleeves  were  puffed  to  the  elbow,  pleated  in 
front,  and  terminated  at  tlie  bottom  by  a  revers, 
upon  which  was  placed  the  same  trimming  of 
velvet  edged  with  blue  silk. 

The  sleeves  which  wc  have  already  de¬ 
scribed,  and  a  sleeve  cut  like  that  of  a  man's 
paletut,  are  those  most  sure  of  lasting  success 
this  winter.  Some  plain  close  sleeves  are 
nude,  hut  they  arc  decidedly  in  the  minority. 
Puffed  sleeves  are  closed  with  a  band  suf¬ 
ficiently  large  to  allow  the  hand  to  pass  througli ; 
this  band  is  either  trimmed  witii  a  ruche  or 
velvet,  or  the  sleeve  trimmed  half-way  up  with 
a  little  festooned  frill,  and  the  band  perfectly 
plain. 

We  saw  a  very  graceful  dress  fur  a  young 
lady,  made  of  blade  silk,  trimmed  with  plaid. 
The  skirt  was  trimmed  with  three  cross¬ 
way  pieces  of  plaid  silk,  arranged  at  little 
distances.  The  sleeve  was  pleated  top  and 
bottom,  forming  folds  in  the  middle;  the  revers 
of  the  plaid  silk  trimmed  with  two  rows  of 
buttons. 

Another  pretty  dress  for  a  young  lady  was  of 
spotted  muslin,  trimmed  at  the  bottom  with 
a  deep  flounce,  surmounted  by  a  bouillon, 
and  two  headings  of  tulle  upon  rose-coloured 
ribbon ;  a  full  body,  fastened  in  front,  and 
trimmed  round  the  neck  with  a  bouillon  like 
the  skirt;  the  sleeves  long,  and  the  wrist¬ 
bands  trimmed  with  bouillon  and  knots  of 
rose-coloured  ribbon,  a  bouillon  forming  an 
iqi-iulette  at  the  top  of  the  sleeve,  also  ter¬ 
minated  with  a  knot  of  tire  ribbon ;  a  knot 
finishing  the  front  of  the  collarette;  the  Medici 
ccinture  of  silk  to  match  the  ril'bon,  and  a 
large  bow  and  ends  in  the  front,  falling  to  the 
bottom  of  the  skirt. 

A  bride's  dress,  composed  of  white  silk,  was 
trimmed  on  the  skirt  with  pufHngs  of  tulle; 
the  sleeves  were  of  double  puffings,  falling  in 
large  plaits  upon  the  arms;  the  bodice  was  low, 
and  surmounted  with  a  little  pointed  pelerine, 
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liorJercd  wilb  rolls  of  nliito  silk,  and  trimmed 
with  English  lace. 

Another  bride's  dress  was  of  white  silk,  with 
one  deep  tluuncc  at  the  bottom,  and  a  little 
pinked  flounce  ascending  at  each  breadth.  At 
each  side  of  the  skirt  a  large  bow  of  white  silk 
was  placed  upon  the  little  flounce.  The  bodice 
was  open,  and  cut  square  in  the  front,  with  a 
high  chemisette  of  tulle;  the  sleeves  were 
straight  at  the  top,  very  large  and  rounded  at 
the  bottom,  wi.h  a  bow  of  white  silk  at  the 
bend  of  the  arm.  The  veil  was  of  tulle, 
bordered  with  a  ruche. 

Poult  de  lute  and  moire,  plain  and  embroi¬ 
dered,  are  also  used  for  brides’  dresses,  with 
large  embroidered  ceintures  of  the  same  mate¬ 
rial. 

For  walking  dresses,  braided  cashmere,  pop¬ 
lins,  and  gros  de  Tours.  The  fashionable  suade 
is  maroon,  embroidered  with  black. 

The  most  fssliionable  Cloaks  are  large  and 
round  (a  modifleation  of  the  Talmaj ;  basquines, 
polonaises,  and  paletots  are  also  much  worn ; 
the  burnous  is  still  in  favour. 

The  large  cloaks  are  made  of  Australian 
cloth,  with  a  border  of  Astracan,  or  with  a 
design  of  braid  or  embroidery  at  each  corner, 
and  in  the  middle  of  the  back.  The  same 
shapes  are  also  made  in  velvet ;  but,  on  account 
of  their  large  size,  there  are  not  so  many  made 
in  this  material  as  in  cloth. 

For  young  ladies  the  basquine  or  polonaise, 
of  black  Australian  cloth,  is  most  suitable; 
trimmed  with  black  silk  on  the  cross^  or  with 
bands  of  Astracan,  braided  or  embroidered  at 
each  comer  of  the  front,  round  the  neck,  and 
upon  the  seams.  Those  of  velours  de  laine  are 
trimmed  the  same  as  those  of  velvet,  either 
plain  or  edged  with  Astracan  or  chinchilla. 

The  large  round  mantles  have  very  large 
sleeves,  ornamented  with  quiUcs  de  passemen¬ 
terie. 

Large  shawls  of  velvet,  with  a  double  flounce 
of  lace,  cloth  shawls,  and  shawls  of  velours  de 
laine,  with  festooned  or  escalloped  borders  all 
round,  are  much  worn. 

The  capuchin  mantle  is  suitable  for  an 
elegant  young  lady,  bordered  with  chinchilla, 
or  trimmed  with  lace  or  guipure  and  strips  of 
velvet  worked  with  gold. 

Velvet  mantles  are  made  with  a  large  pleat 
in  the  back,  trimmed  with  guipure,  to  form  a 
double  shawl  or  pelerine,  or  rounded  in  a  shell 
form.  These  clo.iks  arc  fastened  by  rich  clasps 
or  medallions  of  jet  or  of  passementerie;  others 
have  a  square  velvet  pelerine  embroidered  with 
jet  and  gimp  to  match. 

The  most  fashionable  Coli.ARs  are  of  piqnd, 
very  small,  high,  and  straight,  with  cuffs  to 
match.  'I'hese  little  collars  arc  worn  with  the 
Impf-ratrice  cravat,  which  has  become  indis¬ 
pensable. 

We  have  seen  some  Peueuints  of  a  novel 
kind,  for  wearing  over  low  dresses.  One  was 
pointed  and  high,  and  trimmed  with  three 
rows  of  black  guipure. 

Another,  half  low,  w.as  round,  with  a  large 
band  of  black  guipure  in  the  middle. 

Another,  still  more  elegant,  was  of  white 


spotted  tulle,  very  pointed,  trimmed  with  two 
rows  of  blonde,  one  above  the  other,  over  a 
transparent  mauve  ribbon,  the  same  trimming 
forming  a  double  revers  upon  the  chest,  epau¬ 
lettes  upon  the  shoulders,  and  a  little  collarette 
round  the  throat;  the  sleeves  to  match,  half- 
long,  ornameated  like  the  revers  of  the  pele¬ 
rine;  at  the  bottom  were  two  rows  of  blonde, 
with  a  narrow  one  at  the  top,  separated  by  a 
mauve  ribbon. 

A  Fichu,  suitable  for  a  young  lady,  wat 
Composed  of  white  blonde  and  black  lace,  round 
at  the  back  and  square  in  front;  a  little  black 
and  white  ruche  round  the  neck,  divided  by  a 
narrow  velvet,  and  a  double  trimming  all  round 
the  fichu.  The  sleeves  were  puffed,  and  sepa¬ 
rated  between  the  black  and  white;  and  the 
wristband  trimmed  with  black  and  white, 
finished  with  a  bow  of  ribbon. 

A  pretty  Heauihcess  was  composed  of  black 
and  white  lace ;  the  coronet  formed  of  the  lace 
'n  shell  pattern  all  round,  with  a  bow  and  abort 
ends  on  the  right  side,  and  long  ends  on  the 
left,  with  clusters  of  black  grapes  and  green 
and  gold  foliage  on  both  sides,  aud  a  cerise  rose 
on  the  right. 

Another  headdress  was  a  coronet  of  black 
and  white  lace,  intermingled  with  little  cerise 
velvet,  round  a  foundation  of  black  lacc, 
finished  by  a  knot  of  cerise  velvet  falling  in 
long  ends;  narrow  velvet  to  match,  run  upon 
a  little  veil  of  black  lace,  the  sides  of  the  veil 
rounded  and  trimmed  with  velvet  to  form  a 
revers. 

Some  very  peculiar  Bonnets  are  made  with 
a  mixture  of  capneine  and  Vdsuve;  they  are 
only  suitable  for  ladies  who  vary  their  bonnets 
frequently.  The  one  we  describe  was  worn  by 
a  very  elegant  woman.  It  was  of  several 
shades  of  velvet,  varying  from  bright  orange 
to  dark  capucine,  or  almost  brown.  Upon  the 
left  side  a  bunch  of  feathers,  and  underneath 
the  front  some  eglantine  in  velvet  to  match. 

Feathers  are  the  favourite  ornaments  for 
bonnets,  and  a  style  of  bonnet  which  is  be¬ 
coming  prevalent  is  a  square  of  velvet,  fastened 
on  the  front  aud  terminating  upon  the  crown. 
Bonnets  are  still  made  of  mixed  tulle  and 
velvet,  but  the  larger  number  are  made  entirely 
of  either  plain  or  royal  velvet.  We  proceed  to 
describe  some  of  the  latest  novelties. 

A  bonnet  fur  a  young  lady  was  composed 
of  black  quilted  silk,  with  a  paillette  of  steel 
upon  each  square;  upon  the  side  a  tuft  of 
black  fruit,  enveloped  in  gauze  or  lace ;  a 
curtain  edged  with  Lilue  (bluet);  and  inside  a 
tuft  of  blue  flowers  in  a  blonde  front,  and  blue 
strings. 

A  bonnet  of  white  embroidered  tulle,  with 
an  edge  of  myrtle  green  velvet,  and  a  piece 
of  green  velvet  jiiped  at  the  edge  over  the 
front,  was  trimmed  with  a  green  ribbon  fu-stened 
in  a  jdeat  and  interlaced  with  a  lappet  of  black 
lace ;  a  velvet  curtain  with  a  heading,  a  green 
feather  across  the  front ;  inside  a  wreath  of 
green  foliage  spangled  with  steel,  a  knot  of 
black  lace,  a  cluster  of  grapes,  and  green 
strings. 

Another  bonnet  had  a  rai-:ed  edge  of  white 
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tallf,  a  curtain  of  black  velvet,  lined  with 
blue,  a  lappet  of  blncklace,  half-handkcrciiicf- 
liuipcd,  upon  tbc  front ;  underneath  a  bandeau 
of  roses  with  foliage  between  two  tufts  of  steel ; 
inside  the  bonnet  wore  tufts  like  those  above. 

Kid  Gi.oves  of  light  colour,  with  one  or  two 
buttons,  and  embroidered  in  little  snuares  at 
the  back  of  the  hand,  are  the  most  distingue ; 
but,  for  ordinary  use,  cashmere,  very  supple 
and  fitting  well,  are  made  in  several  colours, 
but  principally  in  grey  and  maroon.  Some  are 
embroidered  at  the  back,  and  finished  by  a 
little  silk  acorn ;  others,  which  we  much  pre¬ 
fer,  have  a  gauntlet  of  plush  of  two  shades; 
they  are  fastened  underneath  by  a  button. 
Grey  gloves,  for  instance,  embroidered  with 
violet,  with  rows  of  violet  and  lilac  plush,  and 
fastened  with  a  violet  button,  are  very  pretty. 

For  little  girls,  round  hats  are  the  most 
worn.  The  materials  for  their  dresses  are 
generally  self-coloured,  which  are  preferable 
to  checks  or  fancy  designs.  These  dresses  are 
trimmed  at  the  bottom  of  the  skirt  with  orna¬ 
ments  of  the  same  colour.  The  bodices,  gene¬ 
rally  low,  are  worn  with  canezous  or  berthes  of 
the  same  material,  or  braces  over  a  white 
chemisette.  The  basquine,  open  and  crossed 
to  the  side  with  pleats  back  and  front,  is  the 
favourite;  it  is  made  of  velvet,  plaid  silk,  or 
sealskin. 

A  dress  for  a  small  evening  party  was  com¬ 
posed  of  a  striped  green  and  white  silk,  with 
one  flounce  not  very  deep,  and  a  little  one 
above  it,  escallopcd  to  tno  centre  of  each 
breadth.  This  dress  wes  made  with  a  low, 
square-cut  bodice,  and  a  chemisette  of  muslin 
with  Valenciennes  insertion;  in  the  front  of 
the  bodice  a  pinked  ruche,  finished  with  a  ro¬ 
sette  of  green  and  white  silk.  The  sleeves 
were  demi-long,  plaited  and  draped  round  the 
arm,  finished  by  a  ruche  and  rosette.  ruche 
of  black  lace,  forming  a  diadem  slightly  raised, 
was  divided  in  front  by  moss-rose  buds,  with  a 
steel  ornament  and  white  feather  at  the  left 
side.  A  bunch  of  the  same  roses,  forming  the 
(cachepeigne)  back -hair  trimming,  with  a 
similar  plume  at  the  right  side.  A  medallion 
of  rubies,  with  pearls  round,  fastened  the  top 
of  the  chemisette.  The  bracelets  were  of  eme¬ 
ralds  and  rubies.  The  kid  gloves  were  very 
pale  green,  and  the  boots  of  black  velvet;  a 
long  green  and  white  s.ash  was  fastened  at  the 
side  by  a  large  bow. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COLOURED 
PLATE. 

1.  Morsiso  Dress. — The  hat  is  made  of 
black  felt,  bound  with  velvet,  and  is  trimmed 
with  red  and  white  ostrich  feathers.  A  red 
net  of  the  same  colour  as  the  feathers  is  worn 
over  the  hair.  The  Garibaldi  shirt — an  article 
that  is  now  so  much  in  favour — is  made  of  very 
bright  scarlet  French  merino,  braided  with 
black,  and  fastened  down  the  front  by  black 
merino  buttons.  The  shirt  is  made  with  a 
narrow  collar,  and  straps  on  the  shoulders, 
ornamented  with  braid,  and  a  narrow  black  silk 
cravat  is  worn  underneath  the  collar.  The 
sleeves  are  gathered  into  a  wristband,  also 
braided,  fastened  by  means  of  buttons  and 
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loops.  A  full-sized  pattern  of  this  favourite 
garment  .appeared  on  the  Embroidery  Sheet  of 
our  Magazine  for  November.  The  skirt  illus¬ 
trated  in  our  plate  is  made  of  black  silk,  orna¬ 
mented  with  a  b.and  of  scarlet  poplin  at  tho 
bottom,  the  pockets  being  trimmed  with  the 
same  material.  A  black  alpaca  skirt,  trimmed 
with  scarlet  F'rencb  merino  to  match  the  shirt, 
would  have  a  very  pretty  effect,  and  would  bo 
less  e.xpensive. 

2.  Bali.  Dress. — The  headdress  consists  ot 
a  bunch  of  small  feathers  placed  on  the  top  of 
the  head,  whilst  the  hair  is  arranged  in  frizzed 
curls.  Tho  feathers  are  fastened  in  the  centre 
by  a  gold  ornament.  The  dress  is  composed  of 
a  pretty  shade  of  green  crOpe,  ornamented 
round  tho  bottom  with  six  pleated  flounces. 
An  upper  skirt  of  white  crepe  is  looped  over 
the  green  one,  with  bunches  of  feathers  and  a 
old  ornament  in  the  centre  of  each.  The 
ody  is  made  pointed  behind  and  before,  orna¬ 
mented  at  the  top  with  folds  of  cripc,  and 
finished  off  in  the  centre  with  a  bunch  of 
feathers.  The  sleeves  consist  of  a  crepe 
puffing  over  a  pleated  green  frill  edged  with 
white  blonde;  these  are  also  ornamented  with 
feathers  to  correspond  with  the  rest  of  the 
dress.  The  slip,  or  petticoat,  to  be  worn 
under  the  crepe,  should  bo  made  of  a  pretty 
shade  of  green  silk,  to  match  as  nearly  as 
possible  the  colour  of  the  crepc. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  BERLIN  PATTERN. 

CHRISTY  MINSTRELS  SLIPPER. 

Tuts  slipper  is  worked  in  two  colours,  the 
figures  being  entirely  in  black  and  the  ground 
in  green  wool.  The  materials  required  for  one 
pair  of  slippers  are,  half-a-yard  of  Penelope 
canvass  No.  40,  12  skeins  of  black  Berlin  wool, 
and  30  skeins  of  a  pretty  bright  shade  of 
French  green.  The  pattern  is  worked  in  cross 
stitch,  and,  from  the  fact  of  there  being  so  few 
colours  used,  is  extremely  simple  and  quickly 
executed.  The  colour  of  the  grounding  may 
be  changed  to  scarlet,  ponceau,  blue,  or,  in 
fact,  any  bright  colour  the  worker  may  like. 
It  might  also  be  executed  in  beads,  the  figures 
being  still  in  black  and  the  ground  in  white 
beads,  threaded  with  sc^irlet  cotton.  The  price 
of  materials  complete  for  one  pair  of  slippers, 
in  wool,  is  2s.  Gi.,  which  Mrs.  Wilcockson  will 
bo  happy  to  forward  on  receipt  of  the  amount 
in  stamps,  with  four  extra  stamps  for  postage. 

The  small  border  near  the  toe  of  the  slipper  is 
suitable  for  many  purposes,  and  would  answer 
o.vtremely  well  for  gentlemen's  braces  or  cricket 
belts.  It  may  be  worked  in  different  colours  to 
those  given  in  the  illustration,  and  would  look 
very  prettily  executed  in  black  and  scarlet,  with 
a  blue  filoselle  grounding.  The  black  stitches 
shown  in  the  pattern  should  be  of  black  silk, 
the  green  stitches  in  scarlet  silk,  and  the 
grounding  of  bright  blue  silk.  This  border, 
when  worked  on  coarser  canvass,  and  with 
Berlin  wool,  would  be  very  suitable  for  a  bag, 
with  strips  of  velvet  or  cloth  inserted  between 
them.  Worked  on  very  coarse  canvass,  in 
double  wool,  a  pretty  curtain  border  might  be 
made,  using  colours  to  harmonise  well  with  thfi 
m.atcrial  it  is  to  ornament. 
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COLD  MEAT  AND  FISH  COOKIUIY. 


Ci!i:niEi>  Cod. 

Tnffredients. — 2  slicci  of  largo  col,  or  tlie 
remains  of  any  colJ  fish ;  a  oz.  of  butter, 
1  onion  sliced,  a  teacuuiul  of  white  stock, 
thickening  of  butter  and  Hour,  1  taWespoonfiil  of 
curry-powder,  }  pint  of  cream,  suit  and  cayenne 
to  taste. 

^fu(le. — Flake  the  fish,  and  fry  it  of  a  nice 
brown  colour  with  the  butter  and  onions ;  ]>ut 
this  in  a  stewpau,  add  the  stock  .and  thickening, 
and  simraor  for  ten  minutes.  iStir  the  curry- 
powder  into  the  cream ;  put  it,  with  tiie  season¬ 
ing,  to  the  other  ingredients;  give  one  boil,  and 
serve. 

A  reratff  cost,  with  fresh  fish,  3s. 

Seofotiable,  from  November  to  March. 

Hvjjicitnt  for  4  persons. 

MinoTON  OS'  Beef. 

Ingredients. — K  few  slices  of  cold  roast  beef, 
3  oz.  of  butter,  salt  and  pepper  to  taste,  3 
onions,  J  pint  of  gravy. 

Mode. — Slice  the  onions  and  put  them  into  a 
frying-pan  with  the  cold  beef  and  butter ;  place 
it  over  the  fire,  .and  keep  turning  .and  stin-ing 
the  ingredients  to  prevent  them  burning.  When 
of  a  pale  brown,  add  the  gr.avy  and  seasoning; 
l(>t  it  simmer  for  a  few  minutes,  and  serve  very 
hut.  This  dish  is  cxcollent  and  economical. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  Cd. 

ikasonahle,  at  any  time 

Fkicassef.d  Cai.f’s  Head. 

-In  Entree. 

Ingredients. — The  remains  of  a  boiled  calf  s 
head,  IJ  pint  of  the  liquor  in  which  tne  head 
was  boiled,  1  blade  of  pounded  n.ace,  1  onion 
minced,  a  bunch  of  savoury  herbs,  salt  and 
white  pepper  to  taste,  thickening  of  butter  and 
flour,  the  yolks  of  2  eggs,  1  tablespoonful  of 
lemon-juice,  forcemeat  balls. 

Mode. — IJemove  all  the  bones  from  the  head, 
and  cut  the  meat  into  nice  square  pieces.  I’ut 
1)  pint  of  the  liipior  it  was  boiled  in  into  a 
saucepan,  with  mace,  onion,  herbs,  and  season¬ 
ing  in  the  above  projiortion;  let  this  simmer 
gently  for  J  of  an  hour,  then  strain  it  and  put 
in  the  meat.  When  quite  hot  through,  thicken 
the  gravy  with  a  little  butter  rolled  in  Hour, 
and,  just  before  dishing  the  fricassi^e,  put  in  the 
beaten  yolks  of  eggs  and  lemon-juice;  but  be 
particular,  after  these  two  latter  ingredients  are 
added,  that  the  sauce  does  not  boil,  or  it  will 
curdle.  Garnish  with  forcemeat  balls  and 
curled  slices  of  broiled  bacon.  To  insure  the 
sauce  being  smooth,  it  is  a  good  plan  to  dish  the 
meat  first,  and  then  to  add  the  eggs  to  the 
gravy;  when  these  are  set,  the  sauce  may  be 
poured  over  the  meat. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  Cd. 

Broii.i:!)  ITahk. 

A  Suffer  or  /.vncliton  HisJi. 

Ingredients. — The  legs  and  shoulders  of  a 
roast  hare;  cayenne  and  salt  to  taste;  a  little 
butter. 

Mode. — Cut  the  legs  and  shoulders  from  a 
roast  hare,  season  them  highly  with  salt  and 
cn2  Cline,  and  broil  them  over  a  very  clear  fire 


for  5  minutes.  Dish  them  on  a  hot  disk 
rub  over  them  a  little  cold  butter,  and  seni 
them  to  table  very  quickly. 

Seasonable,  from  September  to  the  end  st 
February. 

Croijukttks  op  Tl’KKKY. 

Ingredients.— Tv, e  remains  of  cold  turkey; 
to  every  J  lb.  of  meat  allow  2  oz.  of  ham  or 
bacon,  2  shalots,  1  oz.  oT  butter,  1  table- 
spoonful  of  flour,  the  yolks  of  2  eggs,  egg  and 
bread-crumbs.  I 

Mode. — The  smaller  pieces,  that  will  not  do  [ 
for  a  fricassde  or  hash,  answer  very  well  for  | 
this  dish.  Mince  the  meat  finely  with  ham  or 
bacon  in  the  above  proportion ;  make  a  gravy  j 
of  the  bones  and  trimmings;  well  season  it;  f 
mince  the  shalots;  put  them  into  a  stewpaa  j 
with  the  butter;  add  the  flour;  mix  well;  then  » 
put  in  the  mince,  and  about  }  pint  of  the  gravy  , 
made  from  the  bones.  (The  proportion  of  [ 
butter  must  be  increased  or  diminished  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  quantitv  of  mince.)  When  jnst  , 
boiled,  add  the  yolks  of  two  eggs;  put  tho 
mixture  out  to  cool,  and  then  shape  it  in  a 
wine-glass.  Cover  the  croquettes  with  egg  and 
bread-crumbs,  and  fry  them  a  delicate  brown; 
put  small  pieces  of  parsley-stems  for  stalks, 
and  serve  with  rolled  bacon  cut  very  thin. 

Seasonable,  from  December  to  February. 

FkICASSEED  TfUKEY. 

Ingredients. — The  remains  of  cold  roast  or 
boiled  turkey;  a  strip  of  lemon-peel,  a  bunch 
of  savoury  herbs,  1  onion,  pepper  and  salt  to 
txste,  1  pint  of  water,  4  tablespoonfuls  of  cream, 
the  yolk  of  an  egg. 

Mode. — Cut  some  slices  from  the  remains  of 
a  cold  turkey,  and  put  the  bones  and  trimming) 
into  a  stewpan,  with  the  lemon-peel,  herl^ 
onion,  pepper,  salt,  and  the  water;  stew  for  an 
hour,  strain  the  gravy,  and  lay  in  the  pieces  of 
turkey.  When  warm  through,  add  the  cream 
and  the  yolk  of  an  egg;  stir  it  well  round,  and, 
when  getting  thick,  take  out  the  pieces,  lay 
them  on  a  hot  dish,  and  pour  tho  sauce  over. 
Garnish  the  fricassee  with  sippets  of  toasted 
bread.  Celery  or  cucumbers,  cut  into  small 
pieces,  may  be  put  in  the  sauce;  if  the  former, 

It  must  be  boiled  first. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  cold  turkey,  4d. 

Seasonable,  from  December  to  February. 

Monday’s  Puddixq. 

Ingredients. — The  remains  of  a  Christmas  or 
other  plum  pudding,  brandy,  custard  made  with 
5  eggs  to  every  pint  of  milk. 

Slode. — Cut  the  remains  of  a  Christmas 
pudding  into  finger  pieces,  soak  them  in  a  littls 
brandy,  and  lay  them  cross-barred  in  a  monld 
until  full.  Make  a  custard  with  the  above 
proportion  of  milk  and  eggs,  flavouring  it  with 
nutmeg  or  lemon-rind ;  till  up  the  mould  with 
it;  tic  it  down  with  a  cloth,  and  boil  or  steam 
it  for  an  hour.  Serve  with  a  little  of  the  cus¬ 
tard  poured  over,  to  which  has  been  added  a 
tablespoonful  of  braiidv. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  pudding,  Is. 

Sujjicient  fi  r  j  or  0  persons. 
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ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Spkcial  Notice  to  Corkeppondekts.  —  Com- 
fKtmieations  arriving  later  than  the  lO^A  0/  the 
nenlh  preeeiting  that  of  publiration  cannot  be  re¬ 
plied  to  in  the  forthcoming  number  of  the  EsGLi*n. 
wuRi^'s  Dumestiu  Magazine. 

F.  J.  We  think  that  taste  is  the  only  tliin^r  rrqnlreil 
Inamnglni:  flowers,  and  that  hints  on  the  sui  jcct 
would  be  of  very  little  service.— Asnot  Li“Lr.  It 
Is  quite  lni]H)»sil)le  to  suit  everyone  in  tlie  wdectlon 

of  the  Berlin  patterns _ A.  Ltncii.  Directions  are 

given  at  the  top  of  each  cheque _ Mart  .Jane.  We 

■hall  be  happy  to  comply  witli  your  request  as  soon 
aspo-sibic ;  it  is  an  article  that  would  please  many 
of  our  subscribera — A.  Tckni'.r.  They  slioiild  be 

sewn  together _ Violet.  Both  the  receipts  you 

require  will  be  found  In  the  “Book  of  lloiiseliold 
Management.” — Fcli.  Blown  (Yailey).  In  meet¬ 
ing  a  gentleman  the  lalv  sliould  always  bow  or 
■peak  flrst  — Annie.  First  damp  the  hair,  then 
take  a  long  hairpin  and  wind  a  piece  of  hair  in  and 
out,  bend  tlic  ends  of  tlic  liairpin  liack  to  keep  it 
tight  If  wanted  directly,  inste.id  of  damjiing,  press 
tiie  hair  witli  liot  tongs.— A  ScB'Cribi  r.  Tlie  art 
of  folding  table-napkins  will  appear  in  some  of  the 
future  numbers  of  “  The  Queen.”  Tlio  best  substi¬ 
tute  for  basil  is  winter  savory  and  bay-leaf  mixed _ 

Constance  Mart.  A  beautiful  pattern  for  the 
leviatlian  work,  on  very  coarse  canva-ss,  and  to  lie 
worked  in  12-tliread  Berlin  wool,  will  appear  in  one 
of  the  winter  numbers  of  the  EsQLisnwoMAN's 

Domestic  Magazine _ A  Con.stant  Scr-criber. 

We  gave  in  Octolier  a  very  pretty  black  silk  diess 
in  the  fashion  plate.  We'woiild  advise  our  sub¬ 
scriber  to  make  hers  in  the  manner  therein  described. 
—A  Young  IIousewife.  We  are  giving  receipts  in 
this  volume. — Conte.«sa  Is  requested  to  come  to  our 
aid,  and  send  ns  the  receipt  for  clearing  the  com¬ 
plexion  whicli  she  was  kind  enongli  to  promi.se  our 
subscribers.— M.  A.  We  receive  contributions  from 
various  persons.— A  Scb.sciiibeii.  A  pattern  of  a 

Zouave  jacket  has  appeared _ A.  E.  Wartilk.  Will 

you  be  good  enongli  to  send  a  specimen  of  your 
articlea  on  wax  flower  making  ? — W.  E.  S.  It  »  ould 
lie  inipoasible  to  liave  this  inserted  in  the  buff  sheet, 
Slit  would  be  of  no  use  to  anybody  else.— Elmissl 
To  clean  ermine  furs,  lay  tlie  fur  on  a  table,  and 
nib  it  well  with  liran  made  moist  with  warm  water; 
mb  until  quite  dry,  and  alterwnrds  with  dry  bran. 
The  wet  bran  should  be  put  on  with  flannel,  and 
the  dry  with  a  piece  ot  book  muslin.  The  light 
furs,  in  addition  to  the  above,  shouM  be  well  rubbed 
with  magnesia,  or  a  piece  ot  bunk  innslln,  after  the 

bran  process _ Poiut  nmst  consult  a  medical  man. 

Are  you  quite  sure  your  blu.'-liing  is  not  brought  on 
by  some  mental  alTection  ?  If  it  l.«,  then  the  remedy 
fur  it,  most  probably,  lies  in  your  own  hands. 
—The  Mother  of  a  Laror  Family.  The  book  is 
Bow  completed.  I’erhaps  in  a  revised  edition  we 
nay  be  able  to  do  what  you  require.— Poor  Little 
N'ellt.  Your  first  request  has  been  attended  to; 
we  will  attend  to  the  second  as  soon  as  possible.  In 
reply  to  your  third  question,  “  Yes.” — S.  Parsons. 

We  will  consider  this _ Annie.  The  stripe  that 

appeared  in  last  number  makes  a  beautiful  chair, 
with  velvet  inserted  between  the  work.— F.  FX  I). 
The  jackets  that  have  already  nppe.ired  would  do 

very  well  made  in  a  warm  material _ Lizzie  and 

Friend.s.  Nine  persons  out  of  ten  don’t  wear  li'gh 
gannents  of  tills  de-cription.- U.  V.  sliould  pur¬ 
chase  the  second  number  of  “The  Queen.”- Minnie. 
The  reply  to  Annie,  given  above,  is  also  applicable 
to  your  case.  Allow  one  stripe  for  the  back  and 
three  for  the  seat,  with  velvet  bttween  the  work. 
The  editress  of  tlie  needlework  department  of  tlie 
Englishwoman’s  Domsstic  Magazine  has  just  had 
a  chair  mounted  w 01  ked  in  this  pattern;  the  effect 
is  charming. — E.  S.  Tliis  has  already  appeared  in 

the  hiew  Series _ (iERTT.  This  is  not  at  all  a 

fcshi'  naMe  ifyle  of  mcdleiveik  — EvANr.i  lim:. 


TVhat  kind  of  cigar-case  does  our  subscriber  want  ? 
Tlie  letters  shall  be  inserted.— M.  F.  It  is  difflcult  to 
give  a  pattern  of  tins  description,  as  tlie  making  up 
of  caps  dejicnds  more  on  taste  than  anything  else. 
-Laura.  Iliittou  and  f'o.  live  in  Neivgate-street. 
The  beat  way  of  lir.iiiling  articles,  not  ready  traced, 
is  to  trace  the  pattern  on  tissiie-p.ipcr,  tlien  to  tack 
the  p.tper  on  the  inaterial,  and  to  braid  over  that. 
M’lien  too  work  Is  coiiipittcd,  the  p  qie-  may  hn 
torn  away.— F.  ,V.  \V.  A  closed  slei  ve  suitable  for 
a  inorning  dreB.s  was  glvin  In  Ootoher.  The  piiea 
of  tlie  "  Book  of  Ilouseliold  .Management”  is  7s.  (id, 
complete,  llandsoiiie  cloth  covers  for  liiiidiiig  the 

’24  parts,  price  Is.  iM _ Charlotte,  Caroline.,  Una, 

&c.  If  yonr  namis  have  not  already  appeared  in 
the  |iatteiii-sheet,  (litre  have  been  several  series  of 
ornaiiii  nt  1  letters  publishtiL  from  any  one  cf  wtiich 

you  could  litvo  chosen  yonr  own  name _ Jr.^sr. 

’The  only  plan  to  get  at  a  knowledge  of  tlie  newest 
pieces  of  iniislc,  operatic  or  otlicrwlse,  is  either  to 
take  in  a  musical  i>ubiication  which  keips  its 
readers  uu  courant  witli  tlie  events  in  tlie  inusicnl 
world,  or  to  n<ako  an  industrious  collection  of  ail 
tlie  catalogues  of  tlie  innsic-piibiisliers. —  Sallt. 
Mrs.  Wilfocksoii,  of  floodge-streel,  Tottenliam. 
courl-road.- 11.  E.  Hakve.t.  See  the  paragrapli 
“  Poor  Puss”  in  tlie  “  Conversazione”  of  last  iiiomli. 
— II.  E.  I.  You  must  liavc  a  licence.  2.  You  are 
liable  to  be  fined.— Gipst.  1.  .Send  in  your  chiques 
from  May,  1801,  to  April,  18il2,  inclusive.  2.  Hum 
and  eastor-oil.  3.  Your  writing  is  too  sprawling. — 
Stella.  \Vc  have  no  opening  for  anything  of  tho 
kind.  —  Juanita,  See  our  “Fashions”  article. 

Your  writing  is  middling _ Emilt  Wkntwortu. 

Your  writing  is  too  sprawling.  Tlic  i>attcru  lias 

appe.ireil _ T.  M.  M.  ’flic  dressing-gown  will 

appear  in  duo  course;  we  would  suggest  a  goval 
blazing  lire  for  a  grate-apron  at  present.  The  best 
way  to  curl  ostiicli  featiiers  is  to  liold  tliein  a 
short  distance  Ironi  tlic  lire  and  shako  tlieiii  now 

and  tlieii — Bliindine.  Not  at  present _ Will  La 

Fiancee  let  us  kuow  the  amount  to  bo  exiieiided 
on  tho  trousseau,  and  whether  slie  includes  dresses, 
bonneis,  \c.,  as  well  as  nnder-lliien,  and  also 
lioiisc  iinen  f  then,  perhap.s,  we  could  give  her 
some  idea  of  tho  articles  that  would  be  necessary. 
— Felicia  finds  licr  work  and  docs  it:  that  work  is 
the  pretty  art  ol  iHiiniinating.  .She  has  friemls— 
“decayed  penllewomen”  [we  t:ustthat  word  “de¬ 
cayed”  will  be  a’osiidcntd  eio  long:  to  our  ears  it 
is  alisointely  orteiisivc]— wlio  *•  illuminate  well,  and 
would  gladly  disjiusu  u  their  work.”  FiLiciAmay 
send  us  specimens,  and  wc  will  do  tlio  best  wo  can 
fur  the  industrious  ladies. 

Volumes  I..  II.,  and  III.  of  the  Exolishwomah’s 
Domeitic  .Magazine,  elegantly  bound  in  gri'cn  and 
clotli,  are  now  ready,  with  tho  Coloured  Berlin  and 
Fiisliion  Plates  complete,  and  150  Designs  for  Em¬ 
broidery  and  Ollier  Neeillework.  Price  .58.  eacli, 
free  by  post  on  receipt  of  postage  stamps  or  Post- 
(•ttice  order  for  this  amount.  'I'he  Titlt-page,  Pre- 
fiice,  and  liidtx  may  be  liud  separately  fur  each 
Volume,  prieo  id.  c.icli. 

Covers  for  Vois.  L.  II.,  and  III.  of  the  ENOLisir. 
woman’s  Dome.stic  Magazine  (N’ew  Fciies),  with 
Title. page.  Preface,  Index,  Envelope  for  holding 
the  Pattern  Sheds,  P.crlin  Patterns,  See.,  and  direc¬ 
tions  fur  liinding,  are  now  ready,  price  Is.  cacli. 
Sent  free  liy  post  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  12 
postage  stamps. 

Our  Stiliscrihirs  arc  re?iiodfiilly  invited  to  givo 
their  orders  at  once  to  tlitir  Bookselhrs  for  tho 
re.  nlar  supply  of  the  Xuinbtrsof  this  .Magazine,  so 
8.S  n  be  eel  tain  to  receive  tliem  as  soon  as  pnlilished, 
with  the  Fusliion  Plates  and  Berlin  Wool  Work 
Patten  s  coinplde,  the  Publisher  liegging  to  notify 
lliat  he  canni  t  guarantee  the  supply  of  the  Fashion 
Plates  anil  Coloured  Berlin  Patterns  in  the  monthly 
Ef.iabtis  levend  a  n.ei.lli  i.uer  ti  tir  lirsl  i.-tue. 
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IlFSTKR  M.  y  There 
nre  many  rcflsona  for 
^  prcferriti);  paper  flower 

,  „i  makinp  to  Avax  flower  maklns:; 

hut  the  priiieipal  aflvantaire  ia, 
'  that  paper  flowers  arc  not  so 
r>C  frasilc  as  wax.  They  are  more  c.islly 
made,  are  not  so  expensive,  and  may  bo 
exposed  in  a  heated  atmosphere  without 
sufferitiK  by  it.  Not  so  wax  flowers ;  they 
soon  lose  their  brilliancy,  if  not  protected 
by  a  glass  sliade,  and  that  becomes  the 
means  tif  their  destruction  when  the  hot 
rays  of  the  sun  arc  full  upon  it  We  foresee 
file  time  when  pa|>er  flowers  will,  in  abundance, 
adorn  every  home  tliat  has  any  pretensions  to  taste. 
Two  or  three  whole-sixed  plants  nicely  iniit.atcd,  put 
into  ordinary  flower-pots,  and  arranged  amongst 
a  few  natural  evergreens,  may  decorate  nooks  and 
niches  where,  for  the  want  of  Buffleient  liglit, 
camelias,  geranium%  fuchsias,  &c.,  would  refuse  to 
flourisli.  Then,  again,  branehes  of  ivy  (one  of  the 
very  best  subjects  for  the  student  in  flower  making 
to  begin  upon)  may  be  made  to  festoon  .and  depend 
from  innumerable  jilaces — the  sides  of  book-shelves, 
brackets,  vases,  &e.  Ami  a  not  unimportant  recom- 
meniiation  to  paper  flower  making  is,  tliat  when  a 
petal  or  piece  of  foliage  is  damaged,  it  can  lie  easily 
replaced  by  a  new  one.  In  “The  Queen”  of 
October  12  are  tlie  amplest  instructions  tor  paper 
flower  making,  with  illustrations  and  descriptions 
of  the  various  tools  employed  in  the  art. 

Sakxh  Jkwett.— In  reply  to  our  request,  a  friend 
has  sent  ns  tlie  following  instructions  fur  making 
a  “  very  pretty  knitted  border  for  a  counterpane,” 
a  cable  rope  pattern.  .Materials :  Kvans’s  Knitting 
Cotton  and  tlirce  needles  the  sir.c  suitable  for  cotton. 
Caston  IG  stitches  .and  knit  1  plain  row.  1st  row. — 
.Slip  1,  knit  1,  make  2,  purl  2  together,  knit  K, 
make  2,  purl  2  together,  knit  2.  2nd  row. — Slip  1, 
knit  1,  make  2,  purl  2  together,  purl  8,  make  2, 

purl  2  together,  knit  2.  3rd  row _ Same  us  1st. 

4tli  row. — Same  as  2nd.  6th  row. — Same  ns  1st. 

Cth  row _ Same  as  2nd.  7th  low. — Same  as  1st. 

8tli  row _ Same  as  2nd.  9th  row Same  as  1st. 

10th  row _ Same  as  2nd.  llth  row. — Slip  1,  knit  1, 

make  2,  purl  2  .together,  slip  4  stitches  on  to  tlie 
3rd  needle,  and  knit  the  4  remaining  on  tlie  2nd 
needle,  then  slip  the  stitches  off  the  3rd  needle  to 
the  2nd  and  knit  plain,  make  2,  purl  2  together, 
knit  2.  12th  row.— Same  as  2nd.  The  pattern 
must  be  repeated  until  sufficient  length  is  worked. 
The  cotton  should  then  be  cut  the  length  required 
for  the  fringe,  and  six  pieces  looped  Into  every 
alternate  stitch  on  one  side,  by  means  of  a  crochet 
needle. 

CAcoETnE.s  ScRinKSDi.  —  We  are  sorry  to  say 
we  see  no  lielp  lor  you  from  any  source  but  tlie 
pruniiig-knife.  Someliody  has  H.iid — 

“  The  gard’ner  knows  that  fruitful  life 
Demands  tlie  salutary  knife 
For  every  wild,  luxuriant  shoot 
That  robs  the  bloom  or  starves  the  fruit.” 


That  is  the  truth,  and  nothing  but  tlie  truth,  and 
Is  as  applicable  to  the  fruits  or  flowers  of  rhetoric 
as  to  more  horticultural  productions.  You  say  tliat 
your  “Ideas  flow  so  swiftly  and  copiously  ihiit  you 
ounnot  stop  your  pen,"  and  tliat  your  “  friends  do 
not  answer  your  long  letters.”  Exactly  so.  Napo¬ 
leon  Hoiiaparte  used  to  put  long  letters  on  one  si  le 
for  six  weeks,  at  the  end  of  which  time  he  found 
they  had  mostly  answered  themselves.  (In  the 
editors'  tables  of  haif-u-dozen  newspaper  otlii  cs  in 
London  may  be  seen  the  well-known  lianGwriling 
of  tedious  old  clubbi.sts  and  lialf-p.ay  cap'aiiis  who 
are  afflicted  with  your  complaint.  *•  They  will 


keep,”  say  the  laborious  Joiimallsts  when  thess 
despatches  arrive,  and  we  believe,  of  the  snggettioni 
they  contain,  about  one  per  cent.,  and  no  more,  is 
worth  having.  Remember,  my  bonesc  correspondent, 
how  much  wisdom  is  found  in  a  proverb;  and, as 
there  is  a  good  deal  of  wisdom  in  your  “  remarks 
and  confessions,”  we  will  conclude  our  ub.servationi 
on  your  scribbling  propensity,  hinting  Rg,ain  at  the 
pruning.knife,  by  saying,  “A  word  to  the  wise  is 
enough." 

Masuscripts _ We  are  sorry  to  announce  that, 

in  the  endeavour  to  be  generous  to  others,  we  have 
jiroved  most  unjust  to  ourselves.  We  allude  to  the 
otfer  we  voluntarily  made  to  entertain  maiiiiscripti 
sent  us,  if  we  may  use  the  term,  from  “outsiders." 

We  have  failed  in  the  attempt  to  even  glance  at  a 
quarter  of  the  contributions  pouring  in  upon  us  ffoiii 
day  to  day.  We  should  be,  indeed,  sorry  to  deprive 
some  “mute,  inglorious  iMilton”  of  a  single  chance  in 
obtaining  a  niche  in  the  Temple  of  Fame,  but,  hence, 
forth,  our  rule  must  be— that  we  can  undertake  to 
read  no  manuscripts  unless  they  come  with  a  nuts  ! 
of  introduction  from  one  of  our  regular  staff,  who, 
know  ing  our  special  requirements,  '.vill  not,  in  con. 
sequence,  inflict  us  with  contributions  wliich  (in 
the  words  we  have  had  to  pen  daily  and  hourly  upon 
rejected  MSS.)  are  quite  “  unsuited  to  our  colnmna" 

CoNTIilBCTIONS  RKSPECTFCLLY  DECI.ISKD.  —  “  \ 
Jlidnight  Alarm “  V'erses  by  a  Child  of  Fourteen;” 
“Aunt  Ada’s  Story;”  “A.  Mother  to  her  Sleeping 
Babe;”  “In  Memorlam;”  “On  the  Death  of  a 
Friend;”  “Stanzas;”  “To  My  Child;”  “ThoDead 
Baby;"  “Evening.” 

NOTICE  TO  SUBSCRIBERS. 

The  January  number  of  the  ENOLisHWOBJifs 
DoiiE.sTic  Mauazine  will  contain,  besides  its  usual 
attractions,  two  complete  sets  of  (dollars  and  Cuffs, 
traced  on  gocal  cambric  ready  for  working.  One  of 
the  sets  is  intended  for  Venetian  Embroidery  on 
net,  and  the  other  for  the  new  and  very  fashionable 
style  of  work  in  Cordon  Braid,  so  much  in  favour  at 
the  present  time.  Designs  of  these  Collars  will  be 
engraved,  showing  their  appearance  when  worked. 
The  Magazine  will  also  contain  a  large  Berlin  Put- 
tern,  consisting  of  an  elegantly-arranged  Bouquet 
of  Roses,  &c.,  printed  in  twenty-two  colours,  and 
suitable  for  sofa-pillows,  ottomans,  footstools,  and 
many  other  purposes. 

Our  readers  wdl  perceive,  by  a  note  at  the  end  of 
“Constance  Chorlcy,”  that  the  fortunes  of  the 
children,  Constance  and  Marmadukc,  will  be  pur¬ 
sued  in  the  January  and  subsequent  numbers  of 
the  Englishwoman's  Dojiestic  Magazine. 


“  mHE  QUEKN,”  an  ILLUSTRATED 

X  JOURNAL  AND  REVIEW.-6(i.  Weekly. 

The  TubHshtr  of  '■'The  Queen"  begf  to  inform  the 
public  that  a  Photograph  of  Hit  Royal  Ilighntu 
tne  Prince  Consort  teas  issued  icph  “  The  Queen"  on 
Raturdnti,  yorember  2.  This  Photograph  of  His 
Royal  Highness,  and  that  of  Her  ifajesty,  issuedmih 
the  first  number  of  "  The  Queen,’’  may  be  had  through 
any  bookseller,  or  through  the  post,  together  teilh  any 
number  of  “  The  Queen,"  for  l.v. 

Resides  the  special  b-page  "  P.ihibition"  Supple¬ 
ment  <  and  the  Coloured  Fashion-Plates  ichieh  are 
published,  fortnightly,  trilh  “  The  Queen,"  there  are  m 
preparation  beautifully-coloured  Pallemt  gf  fancy 
li'orit,  including — 1.  A  Medallion  Harder  in  H'ool- 
leork.  2.  .4  Large  Hanner-Srreen  in  Beadaork  and 
Filoselle.  3.  Camelia  —  (Paper  Flower-making). 
4.  Poppy— (Ditto),  d-e.  tC-c. 

*«•  Parts  1.  and  If.  of  “  The  Queen,”  respectively 
containing  Xos.  1  to  4,  -Sept.  7th  to  Sept,  'dbth;  and 
-Vos.  6  to  8,  Oct.  r,th  to  Oet.  ’dCIh,  stitched  in  scrapper, 
price  2v.  (id.  each.  All  the  buck  numbers  gf  "The 
Queen"  are  now  in  print,  and  can  be  had  gf  any 
Jloukseller,  or  poet  free  for  six  stamps  from  the  Pub¬ 
lisher,  218,  Strand,  London,  B'.C. 

For  a  des'riplion  of  the  contents  gf  the  Chridmas 
y umber  of  “  The  Queen,"  and  “  Jkelon's  Christmas 
Annual,"  seethe  prospectus  attached  tolhis  Sfagazine, 


CIIArXER  VI. 

“I'm  so  cold,  Conny.” 

“  Are  you,  darling  ?  It’s  the  wind  that  pierces  so.  It  won’t  be  so  bad  when  A\-e 
get  to  the  thick  hedge  there  in  front  of  us.” 

“  I’m  BO  tired,  Conny.” 

“  Of  course  you  are — see  what  a  long  way  you’ve  been.  I  had  no  idea  you  were 
such  a  little  man,  and  could  walk  so  far.” 

“  I’m  so  hungry,  Conny.” 

“  Oh,  what  a  breakfast  we  shall  eat  when  we  get  to  the  village,  sha’n’t  we  ? 
Nice  bread  and  milk !  IIow  I  wish  it  would  come  to  us,  don’t  you  ?  But,  as  it 
won’t,  let’s  push  on  to  it.” 

And  again  the  little  fellow,  cheered  by  his  sister’s  unflagging  courage,  smiling 
face,  and  lively  voice,  did  his  best,  and  tried  to  make  way  against  the  fierce 
wind,  sheltered  by  Constance’s  form,  and  h.alf  wrapped  in  her  shawl,  which  she 
drew  round  him.  But  when  they  got  to  the  hedge  she  had  spoken, of,  a  very 
thick  one  of  beech,  with  the  brown  last-year’s  leaves  still  clinging  to  the  stubbly 
branches,  ho  dropju'd  to  the  ground,  and  began  to  cry  piteously. 

“  Well,  then,  we  will  stop  a  bit.  'I'liere,  now,  keep  close  to  me,  and  we'll  get 
down  right  under  the  hedge.  See,  there’s  a  warm  place ;  I  shouldn’t  wonder  but  a 
hare  or  a  rabbit  h.is  been  lying  there  all  night.  I  say,  ’Duke,  if  we  were  to  catch 
one,  and  to  light  a  fire,  as  the  gipsies  do,  and  cook  it,  wouldn’t  that  be  fine?” 

Marmaduke's  eyes  glistened,  and  he  looked  eagerly  about,  but  seeing  no  hope, 
just  now,  of  any  such  romantic  adventure,  he  began  to  resume  the  business  this 
diversion  had  interrupted — that  of  crying;  but  Constance  soon  turned  his  thoughts 
into  a  new  direction. 

“  Suppose,  ’Duke,  I  tell  you  all  about  what  w'e  are  going  to  do?  Would  you 
be  able  to  be  very  quiet,  and  tell  nobody  else  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes  ;Ido  tell  me,  Conny !” 

“  And  shall  we  count  our  money,  and  see  how  rich  we  are  ?  But,  mind  you 
look  about  and  see  that  no  robbers  are  watching  us.  Now,  then,  ’Duke,  let’s  see 
bow.much  there  is.” 
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The  boy  drew  forth  the  money  hia  father  had  forced  upon  him  at  the  moment  | 
of  their  parting,  and  both  of  them  took  a  greater  interest  than  they  had  hitherto  - 
felt  in  determining  its  amount.  Both  were,  in  their  several  ways,  conscious  hot 
much  now  depended  on  that  fact. 

“  See,  ’Duke,  there’s  a  sovereign — bright  yellow  gold — we’ll  call  that  a  canarj. 
They’re  valuable  birds — let’s  count  them  first.  Stop — yes,  there’s  another.  Thst’i 
two  that  I'll  put  into  the  cage.”  And  so  saying,  Coustance  dropped  the  two  gold 
pieces  into  her  little,  worn  purse. 

“  Here’s  another  canary,  Conny !” 

“  Well,  I  declare,  so  there  is.  You  put  that  one  in  to  join  the  others,  and  htrk 
how  they’ll  sing !” 

The  boy  did  so  with  a  laugh  at  his  sister’s  conceit. 

“  T’m  afraid  we  sha’u’t  find  any  more  of  these  yellow  birds,  so  now  let’s  reckon 
up  the  white  ones — the  half-crowns,  and  shillings,  and  sixpences.”  : 

“  And  what  shall  we  call  them,  Conny  ?”  j 

“  Oh,  we'll  call  them  swallows ;  they  have  white  breasts,  you  know ;  and  won’t  I 
v.’e  set  them  Hying,  ’Duke,  eh  ?"  The  boy  laughed  as  she  went  on — “  I  suppose  ' 
there  are  fathers  here  and  grandfathers,  as  well  as  little,  tiny  young  ones,  for  see  i 
what  a  many  different  sizes  there  are !”  r 

“  Oh,  Conny,  here’s  a  great-great-grandfather.”  T 

“  Why,  so  there  is,  I  declare.  That’s  a  five-shilling  piece.”  ^ 

“  How  much  is  all  that  together,  Conny  ?” 

“  Well,  I  think  there’s  seventeen  shillings  and  ninepence.  Oh,  dear,  ho  w  rich  we  ; 
ai‘e  getting  I  AV'ell,  now  for  the  brown  ones — our  common  birds,  very  useful,  not  = 
much  song — what  shall  we  call  them,  ’Duke  ?”  t 

’Duke  looked  puzzled,  but  pleased,  and  retorted  shrewdly —  [ 

“  What  shall  we  call  them,  Conny  ?”  j 

“  Oh,  I’ll  tell  you  when  I  get  hold  of  a  book  about  birds,  for  I  really  can’t 
remember  just  now.  Well,  'Duke,  now  just  you  listen!  we’re  worth,  altogether,  , 
three  pounds,  eighteen  shillings,  and  sevenpence-halfpenny.  It’s  quite  a  fortune  I" 

“  Will  it  buy  a  pony  ?  Oh,  do  buy  a  pony,  Constance,  and  then  we  could  ride, 
and  then  I  shouldn’t  mind  the  wind,  nor  how  far  it  was.  Oh,  do !  do !” 

And  Constance  looked  at  the  eager,  pleading  boy  as  though,  if  love,  and  devotion, 
and  determined  purpose,  could  by  any  possibility  get  a  pony  out  of  three  pounds, 
eighteen  shillings,  and  sevenpence-halfpenny,  he  should  have  had  it,  eveu  if  they 
bogged  their  way  afterwards  for  more  commonplace  requirements.  At  last  she 
said,  with  the  tears  swimming  in  her  eyes — 

“  No,  ’Duke,  we  can’t  buy  a  pony  with  this — ’tisn’t  enough — and  we  must  keep 
it  to  live  with  till  we  get  to  aunt's ;  but  I  promise  you  you  shall  have  one  if  ever  I 
get  rich  enough  to  buy  it.  Vv'ell,  now,  ’Duke,  let  me  tell  you  what  I  am  going  to 
do.  This  map  that  you  see  me  look  at  so  often  shows  me  all  the  places  in  England, 
and  all  the  roads  between  them.  See,  there’s  Lympton.”  = 

“  Oh,  show  me !  show'  me !”  said  the  boy,  as  he  heard  the  name  of  their  native  j 
town  once  more.  j 

“And  there,  out  by  the  sea,  Ls  Westcliff,  where  aunt  lives.  She’s  a  very  kind,  I 
good  woman,  and  she  told  me  when  mother  died,  and  she  and  father  quarrelled  so,  : 
thr.t,  if  ever  I  wanted  a  home,  I  wjis  to  come  to  her.”  j 

“  But  she  didn’t  say  anything  about  me,  did  she,  Conny  ?”  I 
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I  “  No,  darling ;  but  everybody  likes  you,  so  you  needn’t  mind.  And  there  are 
1  so  few  people  like  me,  that - ” 

j  What  was  Constance  about  to  say  ?  The  words  seemed  to  freeze  on  her  lips, 

I  snd  she  was  silent  for  a  minute  or  two,  as  though  trying  to  fatho  n  a  great  mystery, 
!  with  no  other  help  than  a  vivid  consciousness  of  her  general  defectiveness  of  body, 
mind,  and  character.  Tresently  she  aroused  herself,  and  said — 

“  But  come,  ’Duke,  wo  must  be  moving  on  ;  1  am  like  you — I  want  my  break- 
!  fast.  Only” — and  now  she  spoke  in  a  low  voice — “  only,  before  we  go,  1  want 

Iyou  to  mind  this :  we  shall  bo  meeting  people,  and  they  will  Ihj  asking  questions, 
and  I'll  tell  you  what  wo  had  best  say.  Wo  had  best  say  our  parents  are  dead, 
and  that  we  are  going  to  au  aunt  who  will  take  us  in.  You  know,  ’Duke,  mother 
is  dead  V” 

“  Yes,”  said  Marmaduke,  avonderingly. 

“  Well,  and  father  is  the  same  as  de  id  to  us — we  shall  never  see  him  any  more ; 
j  and,  if  it’s  wicked  to  tell  that  story,  1  don’t  know  what  else  to  say.  People  will 
think  we  have  run  away,  and  will  be  taking  us  back  if  we  don’t  mind.  But  we 
I  won’t  go  back,  will  we  y” 

I  — 0,  n — 0,”  hesitatingly  murmured  the  boy. 

I  “  Well,  then,  you  see,  if  father  is  the  same  as  dead  to  us,  God  will  be  sure  to 
^  forgive  us  for  saying  so,  when  we  don’t  want  lo  do  any  harm.  Don’t  you  think  so  ?” 
^  ’Duke  looked  as  though  he  could  not  answer  the  (xuestiou,  except  by  his  old 
resource — appealing  to  the  questioner  herself — who  understood  him,  and  said — 

“  Well,  ’Duke,  i’ll  tell  you  what  we’ll  do :  we  ll  promise  one  another  never  to 
I  toil  another  story  again  as  long  as  we  live,  if  only  God  will  forgive  us  now.  I 
j  promise  you ;  now  you  promise  me.  Quick !  speak  1" 

;  “Yes — yes;  I  do  promise.” 

i  “But  you  are  sure  you  won’t?  Oh,  ’Dulce,  if  you  were  to  do  it,  and  say  I 
taught  you !” 

“  Oh,  1  won’t — I  won’t  indeed !” 

“  That’s  a  darling  boy.” 

And,  kissing  one  another,  they  again  stood  up  and  resumed  their  walk  ;  and, 
presently  losing  the  shelter  of  the  hedge,  again  felt  the  bitter  blast  sweeping  side¬ 
ways  down  the  dark-looking  bvel  coutilry  through  which  they  were  passing. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


Const A.\cK  was  right  in  supposing  they  would  be  much  noticed  and  questioned 
as  they  w'ent  along.  She  amwered  as  she  had  explained  to  ’Duke  she  would, 
and  always  with  a  bitle  affectation  of  business  and  self-sufficiency  that  she 
consciously  put  ou,  in  order  to  make  people  think  she  knew  quite  well  what 
the  was  about,  and  that  in  the  journey  itself  there  was  to  her  nothing  remarkable 
or  unfamiliar.  Looking  older  than  she  was,  she  did  not  generally  find  this 
difficult ;  and,  though  pv3ople  wondered  and  talked  to  one  another  about  the  little 
travellers  in  their  very  presence,  no  one  interrupted  them  or  seemed  to  have  any 
especial  reason  for  thinking  they  ought  to  be  interrupted. 

Still  she  dreaded  conversation,  and  not  all  the  bravery  of  the  little  heroic  soul 
could  prevent  a  certain  flutter  when  she  saw  she  was  about  to  be  addressed.  But 
she  was  at  times  even  more  alarmed  by  the  conduct  of  persons  who  seemed  to  take 
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great  notice  of  them,  stop  while  they  passed  by,  gaze  long  after  them,  and  yet 
speak  to  them  not  a  single  word.  On  one  occasion  they  had  met  a  horseman  vho 
thus  stopped  to  look,  and  who  did  not  for  some  time  set  his  horse  in  motion, 
during  which  Constance,  who  carefully  avoided  looking  back,  was  painfully 
listening  for  the  sound  of  the  retreating  animal.  She  heard  it  at  last,  with  a 
great  sigh  of  relief,  and  trotted  on,  half  carrying  her  brother,  who  began  to 
lean  more  and  more  heavily  upon  her  arm.  All  at  once  she  heard  the  trotting 
suddenly  cease,  then  begin  again,  and  come  nearer  —  the  rider  had  turned. 
Her  very  heart,  which  seemed  to  have  stopped,  now  began  to  beat  fast,  like 
the  returning  feet ;  she  tightened  her  hold  of  ’Duke,  and,  in  a  moment  more, 
turned  like  a  stag  w'ith  its  young  at  bay,  and  faced  the  mysterious  horseman,  lie 
came  up,  looked  her  full  in  the  face — as  she  stood  drawn  on  one  side  of  the  road 
as  if  to  let  him  pass — smiled,  and  again,  without  a  word,  resumed  his  former  road 
and  pace. 

At  last  they  reached  the  little  village  which  they  had  seen  afar  off  for  so  many 
hours.  Both  were  utterly  exhausted  with  fatigue  and  hunger.  She  supposed  it 
must  be  eleven  or  twelve  o’clock,  and  they  had  eaten  nothing  yet,  for  her  whole 
thought  had  been  absorbed  in  the  early  morning  by  the  contrivance  which  had 
enabled  her  to  get  ’Duke  away  from  the  school  the  moment  she  saw  him  enter 
the  playground,  and  since  that  time  she  had  purposely  kept  on  by-roads,  where 
she  might  hope  to  meet  few  persons,  and  where  she  had  found  no  opportunity  of 
getting  food. 

Looking  about  her,  now  gazing  wistfully  into  the  face  of  any  woman  she 
happened  to  see  at  a  cottage  door — now  examining  the  contents  of  the  few  shop¬ 
like  windows  she  passed,  she  presently  overheard  two  women  talking,  whose  voices 
seemed  to  sound  kindly.  They  were  just  within  a  little  huckster’s  shop,  and  seemed 
to  be  busy  discussing  the  hardness  of  the  times. 

“  Yes,”  said  one  of  them,  “  it  goes  agin  me  to  make  the  bread  rolls  smaller 
and  smaller,  and  to  be  putting  a  halfpenny  a  pound  on  the  sugar,  and  a  halfpenny 
a  pound  on  the  candles,  and  a  penny  an  ounce  on  the  tea,  when  the  poor  creatures 
hardly  know  how  to  make  the  two  ends  meet  once  a  week  as  it  is.  Lord  help 
them!  they  looks  at  me  sometimes  as  if  it  were  my  doing,  and  as  if  1  were 
bent  on  a-devouring  them,  body  and  soul.  But  you  know,  neighbour,  I  can’t 
starve  any  more  than  they  can.  We  must  look  to  ourselves.  What  did  you  say, 
child?” 

This  was  addressed  to  Constance,  who  now  came  up  to  her  and  repeated  her 
question — 

“  Could  she  have  a  little  milk  and  bread  ?” 

“  To  be  sure  she  could.  How  much  ?  A  penn’orth  of  milk  and  two-penn’orth 
of  bread?” 

“  If  you  please,”  said  Constance,  shivering. 

“  Would  you  like  it  warmed?” 

“  If  you  please,”  again  answered  the  girl. 

“  Why,  how  cold  and  blue  you  both  look !  Come  here  by  the  fire  and  sit 
down.” 

And  presently  the  kind-hearted  woman  had  two  great  bowls  of  hot  bread  and 
milk  steaming  away  on  the  table  before  the  two  children,  who  ate  it  ravenously, 
and  thought  there  was  bliss  yet  in  the  world. 
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“  I  Bay,  neighbour,”  observed  the  other  woman,  who  had  stayed  watching  the 
I  whole  business,  “  I’m  afraid  you  are  forgetting  the  hard  times,  if  you  call  that  a 
penn’orth  of  milk.” 

I  “  Why,  you  see  the  children,  poor  things,  don’t  understand  such  matters ;  it’s 
no  use  of  talking  about  hard  times  to  them.  Give  them  what  they  want  if  you’ve 
:  got  it,  and  if  you  haven’t,  why,  words  won’t  do  them  any  good  ;  that’s  my  notion, 
!  neighbour.  Well,  if  you  must  go,  good  bye.” 

i  Wonderfully  refreshed  by  their  meal,  and  with  Marmaduke  in  high  spirits 
again,  and  putting  questions  as  to  that  pony  of  the  future,  which  hovered  like  a 
poetic  vision  in  his  brain,  the  children  went  on  their  way.  The  day,  too,  began  to 
change  in  character.  The  wind  lulled,  and  the  sun  came  out,  and  seemed  to  grow 
continually  brighter  and  brighter  as  they  went  along.  They  did  not  mind  now 
F  turning  so  often  out  of  the  road  into  the  adjoining  field  to  search  for  a  path  going  in 
the  same  direction,  as  Constance’s  perpetual  fear  of  being  follow'ed  dictated,  though 

I  sometimes  her  only  aim  was  to  allow  wayfarers,  that  she  had  seen  coming  in  the 
distance,  to  pass  by  without  knowing  of  the  children  being  there.  ^Marmaduke 
only  once  resisted ;  it  was  when  they  heard  the  inspiriting  sound  of  martial  music 
in  the  distance,  and  the  boy  called  out  eagerly — 

“  Oh,  Conny,  the  soldiers  are  coming  !  let  us  see  them  go  past !” 

But  Conny  was  obdurate,  and  she  persuaded  him,  on  the  promise  of  absolute 
rilence,  to  be  content  with  a  peep  through  the  thick  undergrowth,  where  she 
r  promised  to  stay  w  ith  him.  Presently  the  men  came  up ;  they  were  militiamen, 
i  taking  a  march  with  their  band  from  the  barracks  a  few  miles  off. 

When  they  had  passed,  Constance,  moved  by  some  impulse  of  caution,  took  out 
her  purse  to  see  that  their  treasure  was  safe ;  and  then,  remembering  she  had  not 
put  the  gold  apart,  she  thought  she  would  wrap  it  up  in  paper  and  hide  it  in  some 
safe  part  of  her  dress,  so  that  if  her  purse  were  lost  or  stolen  they  might  still  have 
the  gold.  As  she  was  doing  this  she  heard  the  twigs  rustle  behind  them,  and, 
looking  up,  beheld  a  man’s  face — that  of  one  of  the  militia  stragglers — gazing  upon 
her.  She  grasped  her  purse  with  one  hand,  clasped  Marmaduke’s  wrist  with  the 
other,  and  waited  in  terror  and  silence.  But  the  man  only  nodded  and  said — 

“  I  wish  I  was  as  well  off  as  you ;  can’t  you  spare  a  little  of  that  for  a  poor 
fellow?” 

Constance  did  not  like  either  the  man’s  tone  or  face,  but  she  thought  it  better 
to  smile  off  the  question. 

“Well,  good  bye,”  said  the  man;  .and  Constance  heard  his  steps  crackling 
among  the  dead  branches  as  he  moved  away  and  leaped  down  into  the  road  to  run 
after  his  comrades. 

A  moment  after  and  the  children  w’ere  hurrjdng  along  at  a  rapid  pace.  By- 
and-by  they  came  to  a  ford,  with  half-ruined  stepping-stones,  and  which  looked 
as  if  people  had  ceased  to  use  them,  for  they  were  not  only  broken,  but  in  some 
places  missing.  But  the  water  was  w'onderfully  clear  and  bright,  and  they  could 
see  the  rocky  lloor  below'  as  plain  as  through  glass ;  and  ’Duke  called  out — 

“  Oil,  Conny,  look — look — look — at  the  fish — there !  it’s  gone  now  behind  the 
stone.  Oh,  such  a  big  fish  1  Why  didn’t  I  bring  my  fishing-rod  ?” 

Constance  thought  she  would  prefer  trusting  altogether  to  the  water,  and,  after 
a  jealous  scrutiny  all  round,  took  off  her  shoes  and  stockings,  and  securetl  her 
clothes  about  her  waist,  so  that,  unless  the  water  rose  above  her  knees,  she  would 
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not  wet  them ;  and  then,  making  ’Duke  wait  on  the  bank,  she  waded  in,  and  though  r 
once  or  twice  she  stumbled  and  sank  deeper  than  she  liked,  she  got  across  safelf, 
and  deposited  her  shoes  and  stockings,  and  their  little  bundle,  and  the  bird-basket, 
on  the  other  side,  on  a  bank  where  she  saw  knots  of  primroses  already  in  fall  L 
bloom.  She  then  returned  for  the  boy,  and,  stooping  down,  made  him  get  on  to  I 
her  back,  saying — 

“  Here’s  the  pony  come  already!”  which  so  delighted  ’Duke,  that  he  forgot  all 
the  discomforts  of  the  day,  and  wanted  Conny  to  wait,  which  she  declined  doing, 
while  he  fetched  a  long  thorny  bramble  for  him  to  use  as  a  w  hip ;  and  then  off  | 
they  went  laughingly  into  the  water,  saying  at  the  same  time —  | 

“  You  won’t  let  me  fall,  will  you,  Conny  ?”  | 

“  Y'ou  won’t  move,  and  make  me  tumble  in,  w'ill  you,  ’Duke?”  " 

And  so  she  carried  him  across.  And  then  they  sat  on  the  bank,  while  she  ; 

spread  out  her  clothes  to  dry  in  the  hot  sun,  and  while  she  took  from  her  pocket  a  “ 
bag  full  of  cakes,  that  the  lamenter  of  hard  times”  had  thrust  into  her  hands  E 
just  when  they  were  leaving  the  huckster’s  shop,  and  while  Constance  had  been  { 
meditating  what  she  should  buy  to  cat  on  the  road. 

“  Look  at  the  primroses.  Corny !”  - 

“  Yes,  and  I  shouldn’t  wonder,  if  you  w'erc  to  go  up  to  the  bank  there  where  you  j 
sec  the  bits  of  fresh  green  covering  it  all  over,  you  might  find  some  violets.” 

The  boy  ran  off,  saying —  | 

“  Perhaps,  too,  I  may  find  some  groundsel  for  dicky.”  ; 

Poor  dicky !  Constance  had  almost  forgotten  him  in  the  many  anxieties  of  the  | 
day.  She  now  removed  the  handkerchief  that  she  had  pinned  so  carefully  above 
the  basket  to  shield  it  from  the  wind,  and  from  the  eight  of  so  many  strange 
places  and  people.  The  bird  did  not  seem  to  answer  her  with  his  usual  alacrity. 
He  only  looked  at  her  and  shivered.  She  held  a  bit  of  sugar  to  him,  but  he  wonld 
not  eat  it.  She  threw  some  biscuit-crumbs  to  him,  and  he  began  to  pick  them  np, 
but  soon  stopijed,  as  though  he  wasn’t  hungry.  However,  he  seemed  better  for 
her  voice,  and  the  sun,  and  the  fresh  air,  and  she  put  the  basket  against  some 
bushes,  in  a  warm  place.  Presently  Marraaduke  came  back,  shouting — 

“  Here  they  are  1”  and  he  now  poured  into  his  sister’s  lap  a  whole  handful  of 
primroses  and  violets.  But  he  had  scarcely  given  them,  w’hen  he  cried  in  alarm, 
looking  towards  the  bird-cage,  “  Conny,  Conny,  what’s  that?” 

The  girl  turned  and  saw  the  bird  fiutter  once  or  twice  madly  about  the  cage, 
then  sink  motionless  to  the  bottom.  She  ran,  and  was  just  in  time  to  see  a  dark- 
coloured,  snaky  thing  glide  away  under  the  bush,  and  she  snatched  up  the  cage, 
exclaiming — 

“  Oh,  it  is  an  adder !” 

When  she  sat  down  again,  with  the  cage  on  her  lap,  the  bird  w'as  lying 
quite  still  at  the  bottom.  She  took  it  out,  while  ’Duke  opened  his  great  eyes 
larger  and  larger  as  he  questioned  her  in  mute  alarm,  and  she  tried  to  warm  it  by 
her  soft  palms ;  but  it  was  of  no  use,  and,  while  the  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes, 
she  said — 

“  Ob,  ’Duke,  ho  is  dead !” 
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CHAPTER  Vlir. 

The  shades  of  evening  draw  in.  The  poor  travellers,  unable  to  talk  any  longer, 
stumble  on,  clinging  to  caeh  other,  wearied  beyond  expression,  body  and  soul, 
thinking  nothing  of  father  or  mother,  of  the  past  or  the  future,  but  only  of  the  one 
present  absorbing  trouble  and  paiu.  AVhen  will  this  day’s  wandering  be  over  V 
When  shall  they  get  out  of  the  cold,  and  to  bed  and  to  sleep  ?  But,  though  silent, 
Constance  is  not  helpless ;  she  still  bears  him  up,  while  herself  ready  to  faint  with 
the  overpowering  fatigue.  She  still  listens  to  every  j)assing  sound,  looks  out  for 
every  coming  foi’m,  still  measures,  step  by  step,  the  probable  distance  they  may 
yet  have  to  go.  Once  she  is  startled  by  seeing,  in  a  little  raised  iuclosure  by  the 
road-side,  figures  that  seemed  advancing,  as  she  had  heard  the  murderous  Indians 
advance,  in  single  file,  on  their  nightly  expeditions.  They  stopped  as  she  stopped ; 
but,  after  a  pause,  and  a  careful  scrutiny,  she  made  out  that  they  were  tall  bundles 
of  sticks,  resting  against  each  other  at  intervals.  Hop-poles  were,  as  yet,  unfa¬ 
miliar  to  her.  Then  again,  as  they  went  along  the  edge  of  a  hill,  through  a  kind 
of  avenue  of  leafless  trees,  she  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  innumerable  little 
sh’ps  rushing  up  the  slope,  and  then  following  her  in  the  path ;  but  she  soon 
found  they  were  only  the  scattered  dead  chesnut-leaves  which  had  made  all  that 
noise.  Heavier  and  heavier  became  the  burden  of  the  boy,  who,  though  seeming 
to  walk,  was,  in  a  great  measure,  kejjt  up  by  Constance's  circling  arm.  He  seemed, 
indeed,  almost  dead  either  with  cold,  or  fatigue,  or  with  sleep,  and  only  spoke 
when  something  frightened  him  into  sudden  consciousness,  as  when,  on  leaving 
the  hill,  they  began  to  pass  between  high  walls,  which  wound  about  strangely,  and 
were  overhung  by  trees,  the  shadows  from  which  cast  a  deeper  horror  over  the 
way.  It  was  just  then  Marmaduke  heard,  close  by,  the  baying  of  great  dogs ;  and 
he  started  back  in  an  agony  of  alarm,  insisting  they  were  coming,  and  that  they 
would  be  killed. 

But  Constance,  finding  the  sounds  did  not  approach,  persuaded  him  that  they 
would  be  in  just  as  great  danger  to  turn  back  ns  to  advance,  and  he  yielded ;  and 
soon  she  found  the  road  turned  in  a  direction  away  from  that  where  the  dogs 
bayed  so  fiercely.  But  now  a  new  trouble  stopped  them  ;  the  boy  said,  doggedly, 
he  could  walk  no  further,  and  wanted  to  lie  down  and  go  to  sleep.  Then  Constance 
remembered  what  she  had  once  read,  in  a  book  of  Arctic  voyages,  about  the  danger 
of  sleep ;  and,  although  she  did  not  supiwse  the  cases  were  exactly  parallel,  the 
remembrance  did  seem  to  giv'e  her  a  new  dread  for  her  brother,  and  to  arm  her 
with  ncAv  resolution  to  combat  his  wish.  So  she  said — 

“  Oh,  nonsense  I  here,  I  will  carry  you  a  bit,  then  you  shall  walk  a  bit,  and 
then  I  will  carry  you  again.  Why,  it’ll  be  quite  a  game.” 

And  the  brave  little  body  took  him  up  and  carried  him  for  some  distance, 
panting  all  the  while.  When  she  put  him  down,  she  felt  something  odd  about  her 
head,  and,  in  an  instant  more,  had  ceased  to  feel  weariness  or  grief,  or  hope,  or 
despair.  She  had  dropped  senseless.  The  poor  boy  knew  not  what  to  do.  He 
hugged  her — kissed  her — called  to  her  through  the  darkening  terrors  of  the  night — 
but  she  remained  deaf  to  the  voice  that  had  ever  before  been  sufficient  to  stir  her 
bciug  to  its  very  depths.  Marmaduke  was  growing  franiic  with  alarm,  when  he 
heard  a  whistle  in  the  distance.  He  listened,  and  soon  heard  the  firm,  crisply- 
•ounding  step  amongst  the  dry  leaves  falling  in  perfect  time  to  the  stirring, 
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rousing  march  that  the  man  was  whistling.  At  last  a  man’s  form  appeared,  carrying 
something,  lie  came  up,  and  seemed  to  be  a  young  carpenter,  with  a  tool-basket 
on  his  back. 

“  Oh,  please,  my  sister's  here — on  the  ground — ill.” 

“  Your  sister  1  Who  are  you?  What’s  your  name ?" 

“  Marmadukc  Chorley." 

“  Chorley ! — what !  the  son  of  the  bookseller  at  Lympton  V” 

“  Yes.” 

“  And  this  is  your  sister?”  said  the  youth,  hurriedly,  as  he  knelt  and  raised 
Constance — “  the  girl  that  was  taken  out  of  the  fire?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Give  me  the  basket — quick — there’s  my  tca-bottlc  there.  Ivun  with  it  in 
that  direction,  to  the  public  house — ’tisn’t  very  far — and  get  some  water.  Or, 
stay,  1  can  go  quicker,  and  you  may  miss  the  house.  If  she  stirs,  say  there’s  help 
coming.” 

He  ran  off  without  a  word  more. 

Constance  now  revived,  and  it  was  wonderful  how  quickly  all  her  faculties 
seemed  to  fall  back  instantly  iuto  the  old  channels,  and  each  to  resume  its  old 
duties.  When  she  heard  what  had  happened,  her  only  thought  was  one  of 
distress. 

“  He  knows  us — he  will  be  stopping  us.  Oh,  ’Duke,  dear  ’Duke,  run  now !  Let 
us  get  away  before  he  comes  back.  There  is  another  road  just  bediind  us,  that 
goes  off  to  the  right,  and  1  know,  by  my  map,  there  is  another  village  only  a  mile 
or  two  along  it.  Come,  dear  ’Duke,  come !” 

When  the  young  man  returned  he  could  find  no  one.  Greatly  disturbed,  he 
ran  back,  thinking  they  had  come  to  meet  him,  and  had  passed  the  pubUc-hoose, 
which  lay  back.  Hut  he  saw'  nothing  of  them. 

“Well,  that’s  a  cool  way  to  treat  a  fellow!”  he  muttered  to  himself,  as  he 
shouldered  his  basket.  “Ungrateful  little  imps!  Where  ’ud  she  be  now  if  I 
hadn’t  got  her  out  o’  that  window  ?  k\  hew !  that  was  a  night !’’  And  he  looked 
down  thoughtfully  towards  a  great  burn  on  the  back  of  his  left  hand ;  and,  some¬ 
how,  he  forgot  to  whistle  Jis  he  continued  his  march. 

CHAPTEll  IX. 

CniLMKn  and  wilder  blew  the  March  winds,  and  darker  grew  the  evening. 
Though  the  clock  was  about  to  strike  nine,  scarcely  a  light  was  as  yet  to  be  seen  in 
the  village  but  that  which  shone  through  the  red-curtained  window  of  the  “  Fortune 
of  AVar.”  The  lonely  sentinel  marching  in  front  of  the  military  barracks  saw  it,  and 
muttered  an  oath  as  he  thought  of  his  comrades  who  were  comfortably  ensconced 
behind  it.  Old  Simon  Drusley  saw  it  jis  he  shut  up  his  smithy  on  the  corner  of 
the  common,  and  reasonetl  with  himself  as  to  which  was  the  pleasantest  mode 
of  passing  an  idle  hour — sitting  at  his  own  hearth  with  a  grumbling  Avife,  or 
hearing  how  the  world  goes  amid  such  jovial  company  as  awaited  him  round  the 
fire  of  the  “  Fortune  of  War.” 

Across  the  common  came  the  tearing,  shrieking  March  wind,  which  he  must 
face  to  get  home.  A  stone’s  throw  down  the  road,  in  the  other  direction,  glowed 
that  inviting  curtain.  Now  that  curtain  had  over  Simon  Drusley  a  jxjwer  he  did 
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not  altogellier  like  to  yield  to,  and  would  have  been  quite  ashamed  to  confess. 
He  had  secretly  made,  and  as  secretly  broken,  many  excellent  resolutions  about 
it,  and  in  their  death  they  haunted  him  vengefuUy ;  and,  if  they  could  not  bar 
the  road  to  the  “  Fortune  of  War,”  they  managed  to  interfere  cousiderably  with  hia 
comfort  when  he  got  there.  Simon  knew  very  well  that  if,  on  leaving  hia  smithy 
for  the  night,  lie  once  allowed  his  eyes  to  wander  towards  that  red  curtain,  he  had 
only  to  rebign  himself  passively,  with  or  without  a  groan,  to  the  certain  expen¬ 
diture  of  his  day’s  earnings. 

On  this  night,  however,  as  he  twisted  hia  leather  apron  round  his  waist,  Simon 
did  pause,  and  scratch  his  head,  and  hold  a  short  parley  with  the  tcinjiter ;  that 
is  to  say,  he  began  to  do  so,  but  presently  found  himself  standing  passive,  listen¬ 
ing,  with  great  apparent  impartiality  and  willingness  to  be  guided  to  a  right 
decision,  to  two  voices,  one  of  which  seemed  to  come  from  the  curtain,  and  the 
other  to  be  the  wild  wind,  which  had  paused  in  its  way  to  hold  commune  with 
his  wife. 

“  Come,”  t.nys  the  curtain,  with  its  most  alluring  glow  ;  here’s  such  a  jolly 
fire,  and  Ilinchley  standing  treat  all  rouiul — genuine  Old  Tom,  Simon,  hot,  and 
sweet,  and  strong.” 

Simon’s  mouth  watered  at  the  thought  of  Ilinchley's  generosity,  and  at  the 
idea  of  so  much  pleasure  at  so  little  expense.  He  took  one  stride  towards  the 
triumphant  curtain ;  but,  at  that  iustant,  all  the  four  winds  of  Heaven  seemed 
stirred  sit  once  with  indignjition  against  him,  for  they  made  a  rush  from  all  parts 
of  the  open  country,  and  routed  out  whole  armfuls  of  dead  and  dying  leaves  that 
lay  amongst  the  gorse  on  the  common,  and  Hung  them  about  his  head  with  such 
shrieks  aud  bowlings  that  he  put  both  hands  to  his  ears,  and  turned  and  followed 
his  dog,  which  had  already  made  several  bounds  along  the  path  of  duty.  He 
had  not,  however,  advanced  more  than  a  dozen  yards  when  I’rowlcr  made  a 
full  stop. 

“What  now.  Prowler?  what  now,  old  hoy?”  and  Simon  gave  the  dog  a 
persuasive  poke  with  his  foot.  But  Prowler  remained  as  stiff  and  immoveable  as 
his  stuffed  ancestor  under  the  glass  case  on  Mrs.  Dnisley’s  sideboard  ;  and  presently 
his  bared  teeth  emitted  a  very  ominous  snarl.  To  Simon’s  astonishment  this  was 
followed  by  a  child’s  sharp,  frightened  scream,  .ind,  straining  his  eyes  in  the 
direction  whence  it  came,  he  saw,  by  the  light  of  a  few  stars  that  flickered 
among  the  clouds,  two  little  figures  clinging  to  each  other.  They  had  evidently 
lost  all  trace  of  the  narrow  foot-path,  got  tangled  in  the  long  brambles,  and  were 
going  in  quite  another  direction. 

“  Heyday !”  said  Simon,  in  a  voice  so  loud  and  deep  that  it  made  the  children 
shake  again ;  “  why,  who’s  this  ?”  and  Prowler  turned  and  gave  his  master  a 
snort  cf  approbation,  and  took  a  little  run  forward,  and  sniffed  at  the  children 
with  his  head  on  one  side,  as  much  as  to  say,  “  Come,  now,  who  is  it?”  But,  as 
this  movement  caused  the  little  figures  to  shake  still  more,  Simou  turned  Prowler’s 
Bose  without  ceremony  in  a  different  direction,  by  a  kick  at  his  tail,  and  then,  not 
s  feeling  at  all  sure  of  grasping  anything  but  air,  laid  hold  of  the  shadowy- 
lookiug  things.  One  shoulder  that  he  touched  was  small  and  sharp,  and  he  let  go 
^  of  it  with  an  uncomfortable  sensation,  but  there  was  no  doubt  as  to  the  other 
being  a  shoulder  of  firm  tlesh  and  blood ;  and  Simon’s  voice  was  insensibly  softer  as 
he  said,  bending  dow'n — 
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“Why,  whose  little  ones  be  ye?  Where  d’ye  come  from?  Who’s  your 
mother,  eh  ?” 

Simon  took  the  lesser  one  and  lifted  it  from  the  ground,  and  set  it  on  one  arm, 
while  he  looked  down  towards  the  taller  one  for  answers  to  his  questions.  The 
girl  tried  to  speak,  but  the  wind  seemed  to  blow  the  words  down  her  throat  again, 
for  Simon  did  not  hear  her,  and  concluded,  from  her  shamefacedness,  she  had  been 
playing  truant,  and  shook  his  head  as  he  said,  in  a  remonstrating  tone — 

“  Why,  ye’ll  git  a  jolly  hidin’,  wench,  keeping  of  him  out  this  time  o’  night, 
eh,  won’t  you  ?” 

“  Yes,  it’s  very  cold  for  him,  sir,  I  know,”  replied  the  girl,  with  a  kind  of 
forced  composure  and  womanliness.  “  And  if  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to  tell  us 
where  we  can  get  a  lodging - ” 

“Lodgin’ !”  repeated  Simon,  looking  at  her  distrustfully.  “  Bat  how  came  you 
here  so  late,  wandering  about  ?  tell  me  that,  my  girl.” 

The  child  answered,  in  that  same  tone  of  assumed  self-reliance  that  Simon  did 
not  like — 

“  We  were  to  have  been  hero  in  time  to  have  gone  on  to  Entley  by  the  coach, 
but  we  were  too  late,  because  we  came  round  by  the  river.  We  shall  stay  here 
to-night  as  it  is  so  late,  if  you  can  kindly  tell  me  where  we  can  lodge.” 

Simon  passed  his  hand  thoughtfully  up  and  down  the  sturdy  leg  of  the  boy  he 
held,  and  looked  at  Prowler.  Should  he  take  the  little  creatures  to  his  own  home, 
and  do  by  them  as  he  would  wish  others  to  do,  should  his  little  Wat  and  Jenny 
ever  be  w^andering  like  these  far  from  home  on  a  strange  common  ?  He  was  truly 
BO  inclined.  But  then  the  wind  blew  so  cuttingly  across  the  common,  and  the  red 
curtain  glowed  so  warmly  down  the  roarl  1 

“  Come,  lass,  I  don't  know  as  you  could  do  belter  than  to  put  up  at  the 
‘  Fortune  o’  War.’  They’re  honest  folk,  and  they’ll  be  moving  betimes  in  the 
morning,  and  that’s  well  for  you  if  you’re  going  by  coach.” 

“  Is  it  a  public-house,  sir  ?”  asked  the  girl,  with  a  slight  quiver  in  her  voice. 

“  Well,  it  is  and  it  isn’t,”  said  Simon,  and  he  moved  towards  it  with  long 
strides,  carrying  the  boy  on  his  arm,  leaving  the  girl  to  follow.  Constance 
listened  eagerly,  but  could  hear  no  more,  either  because  the  wind  was  too  violent, 
or  because  Simon  had  relajised  into  silence. 

That  the  “  Fortune  of  War”  had  seen  grand  days  in  its  time  might  be  knora 
at  a  single  glance.  In  the  first  place  it  was  a  large  house — the  largest  for  several 
miles  round — and  over  its  door  swung  an  enormous  signboard,  creaking  and  groan¬ 
ing  at  every  gUst  of  wind  from  the  common.  What  work  of  art  it  might  have 
displayed  in  the  palmy  days  of  the  “  Fortune  of  War”  it  is  imiwssible  to  say,  for 
time  and  weather  had  left  nothing  visible  but  a  shapeless  daub  of  red  and  blue. 

The  girl  shrank  back  from  the  hot  gust,  laden  with  odours  of  beer  and  rum, 
that  puffed  upon  her  face  as  Simon  pusheil  open  the  heavy  door.  The  lurid  glare 
of  the  fire  lit  up  a  strange  and  motley  picture— a  picture  which  inspired  the 
children  with  anything  but  confidence.  One-half  of  the  room  was  fitted  up  as  a 
kind  of  shop,  with  a  wide  counter — shelves  of  canisters  and  old  bottles — and  the 
other  half  seemed  to  serve  both  for  kitchen  and  bar-room.  Grouped  round  the 
fire  were  some  ten  or  eleven  persons,  all  of  whom  were  smoking  hard,  drinking 
hard,  or  talking  hard.  The  company  consisted  chiefly  of  militiamen,  farm- 
labourers,  and  one  or  two  small  tradesmen. 
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The  talking,  the  drinking,  and  the  smoking  all  stopped  simultaneously  as  the 
blacksmitli  entered  with  his  charges,  leaving  the  door  wide  open  behind  him,  and 
shouting  out — 

“  Ahoy,  Mother  Catlin !  here’s  a  couple  o’  stray  sheep  I  found  on  Yapton 
Common !  "Will  you  take  care  of  ’em  till  morning?  The  boy’s  almost  double  with 
sleep." 

Mr.  Simon  set  the  Ixjy  down,  and  left  the  two  standing  alone  in  the  centre  of 
the  astonished  group.  The  boy  clung  to  his  sister,  and  they  both  looked  yearningly 
towards  the  hostess  of  the  “  Fortune  of  AVar,’’  who  had  been  addressed  by  Simon  as 
Mother  C.atlin.  They  beheld,  sitting  by  the  fire,  in  a  high-backed  chair  ujjon 
wheels,  a  figure,  the  sight  of  which  no  more  reassure<l  them  than  did  the  sight  of 
the  heated  and  riotous  men,  and  a  thin,  harsh  voice  said — 

“  Who  are  these  children,  Simon  Drusley  ?  and  where  do  they  come  from  V” 

“  Ah  I  that’s  the  question,  mum,"  answered  the  blacksmith,  sitting  down  on 
an  empty  b-arrel,  and  feeling  for  his  tobacco ;  “  or,  as  I  may  say,  them’s  the  three 
questions — ‘  Who  are  they  ?  where  do  they  come  from  ?  and  where  are  they 
a-goin’  ?’  ’’ 

The  children  trembled  excessively — not  with  cold,  not  with  hunger,  though 
both  had  jwssession  of  them — they  saw  neither  the  roaring  fire,  nor  the  food  upon 
the  table — saw  nothing  but  the  eyes  this  sjieech  of  Simon’s  had  drawn  upon  them 
—nothing  but  eyes,  eyes  everywhere,  till  the  room  seemed  all  eyes. 

They  gave  one  frightened  look  round,  and  clung  tightly  to  one  another ;  and, 
as  they  did  so,  a  little  bird,  stiff  and  dead,  dropped  out  of  the  boy’s  breivst  on  to 
the  floor. 
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•  IHVEK  CnOMWELL. 

I  AM  not  going  to  talk  about  representative  men,  or  discourse  of  political 
privileges.  Should  you  require  enlightening  on  these  subjects,  I  must  refer  you  to 
Carlyle  and  Emerson.  For  the  present,  you  had  better  wander  into  the  nursery, 
or  rather  the  pleasure-grounds,  of  Hinchinbroke,  and  watch  the  great  monkey 
chasing  the  juvenile  Cromwell.  Chasing  him,  did  I  say?  Ah!  there  was  worse 
work  than  that  day’s ;  and  my  sincerest  hope  is,  that  his  worthy  mother  (albeit 
»he  carried  him  to  his  grandfather’s,  the  old  Sir  Henry  Cromwell’s)  never  saw  the 
sight.  However,  whether  she  was  among  the  group  who  stood  inlhe  court-yard 
watching  the  boy  and  the  bea.st,  I  know  not ;  one  thing  only  is  certain — namely, 
that,  nurse  being  out  of  the  way.  Master  .lacko,  who  was  allowed  to  run  loose 
about  the  house,  folded  Master  Cromwell  in  his  arms  (having  snatched  him  from 
his  cradle),  and  carried  the  wee  morsel  on  to  the  roof  of  the  house,  where,  to  the 
terror  of  the  whole  family,  he  was  seen  dancing  and  capering  about.  No  use 
trying  to  catch  Master  Jacko — no  use  trying  to  coax  Master  .Tacko — Master  Jacko 
too  cunning  for  that !  Feather-beds  and  carpets  placed  all  round  the  house  were 
very  well  in  their  way ;  but  the  tremblers  below  had  to  wait  the  creature’s 
pleasure ;  and,  when  he  was  tired  of  the  game,  he  returned  by  the  window  from 
which  he  had  made  his  escape,  and,  marvellous  to  say,  brought  the  child  back  in 
safety! 
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Hinchinbroke  la  now  the  scat  of  tlio  Earls  of  Sandwich ;  and  it  was  the  father, 
Sir  Henry  Cromwell — who,  from  his  suuiptuosity,  was  called  “  The  Golden  Knight” 
— that  built,  or  enlarged,  re-inodclled,  and  as  good  as  built,  the  mansion  of 
Hinchinbroke,  which  had  been  a  nunnery  while  nunneries  still  were.  A  stately 
house  among  its  8ha<ly  lawns  and  expanses,  on  the  left  side  of  the  Ouse  river,  a 
short  half-mile  west  of  Huntingdon,  still  stands  pretty  much  as  Oliver  Cromwell's 
grandfather  left  it.  Several  portraits  of  the  Cromwells,  and  other  interesting 
portraits  and  memorials  of  the  seventeenth  and  subsequent  centuries,  are  still 
there.  The  Cromwell  blazonry  “  on  the  great  bay  window,”  which  Noble  makes  so 
much  of,  is  now  gone — ^having  given  place,  of  course,  to  the  Montague  blazonry. 

There’s  another  tale  about  Master  Cromwell’s  childhood — it  is,  very  probably, 
a  fooUsh  tradition — not  half  of  it  true ;  but  I  am  strongly  inclined  to  believe  that 
there  is  some  truth  in  every  tale  that’s  told — so  we’ll  pass  agaiu  into  that  quiet 


Ckomwfll's  Wirii 

garden  at  Hinchinbroke,  and  watch  two  young  lads;  they  .are  at  play — they 
presently  disagree — at  last  they  fight — and  Oliver  (for  it  is  Cromwell  himself  and 
the  young  Prince  Charles !)  gains  the  victory !  Cromwell,  as  a  boy,  was  re¬ 
markable  for  bodily  and  intellectual  vigour;  .at  seventeen  years  of  age  he  was 
entered  as  a  Fellow  Commoner  at  Cambridge,  where  he  remained  three  years.  At 
the  end  of  that  time,  when  he  had  little  more  than  completed  his  twenty-lirst  year, 
he  married  the  daughter  of  Sir  James  Bouchier.  The  registers  of  St.  Giles's 
Church,  Cripplegate,  Londou,  were  written  by  a  third  party,  as  usual,  and  have 
no  autograph  signatures ;  but  in  the  list  of  marriages  for  August,  1U20,  stand 
these  words,  still  to  be  read  {sic)  : — 

•‘Oliver  Cromnell  to  Elizabeth  Boucher,  2i’." 

I  am  afraid  she  v.as  no  beauty,  if  we  are  to  judge  from  the  .above  portrait. 
But  she  was  a  goo<l  woman,  and  brought  up  her  family  c.arefully.  It  is  said 
that  in  after-life  she  took  to  her  dignities  very  comfortably ;  but,  though  she 
and  her  daughters  appear  to  have  conducted  themselves  well  in  their  high  sbition, 
they  were  exposed  to  many  sarcastic  remarks.  The  Protector’s  widow  died  in 
l<j72,  .at  Norborough,  near  Market  Deeping,  in  Northamptonshire,  her  sou-iu-law's, 
Claypole's,  place  (now  ruined,  and  patched  into  a  farm-house). 
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It  is  very  remarkable  that,  vrhllc  Cromwell  him  self  waa  so  full  of  ambition,  tha 
rest  of  his  family  were  so  totally  free  from  it  that  they  shrank  from  the  greatness 
which  was  forced  on  them.  His  children,  indeed,  disapproved  of  his  conduct. 
Cromwell’s  mother — a  worthy,  careful  woman,  who  had  done  her  best  to  bring  up  her 
Bon  respectably  in  the  condition  of  life  in  which  he  was  born — was  dragged  unwil¬ 
lingly  to  reside  with  him  in  his  palace.  Shu  bad  there  so  little  satisfaction  in  the 
splendour  which  surrounded  her  son  that  she  was  in  continual  apprehension  for 
his  life ;  and  never  heard  a  gun  go  off,  or  any  other  sudden  noise,  without  ex¬ 
claiming — “  My  son  is  shot  1"  Neither  was  she  satisfied  of  his  safety  unless  she 
saw  him  twice  every  day.  Cromwell  was  very  fond  of  his  mother ;  and,  amidst 
all  the  hardness  of  his  character,  was  always  an  affectionate  and  dutiful  son.  You 
will  notice  that  Mrs.  Cromwell’s  headdress  is  not  very  becoming — the  hood  is  very 
suggestive  of  tooth-achc — but  whether  worn  out  of  vanity  or  modesty  has  not  been 
decided.  The  fashion  of  covering  the  upper  part  of  the  face  with  a  black  mask, 
and  the  strange  fashion,  too,  of  putting  on  black  patches — which  made  the  face 
look  as  if  it  were  all  over  spots — came  in,  or  rather  broke  out,  about  this  time. 

Talking  about  dress,  tliere  is  an  almost  uniipue  letter  of  this  period,  dated 
Oxford,  December  kh,  1010,  by  which  we  learn  how  the  geutlemeu  commoners 
of  that  day  could  contrive  to  metamorphose  green  baize  table-covers  into  com¬ 
fortable  winter  stockings.  You  shall  read  for  yourself,  and  see  that  we  are  not 
exaggerating. 

“UxiVKiwiTV  Coi.LKoE,  Oxford, 

“  JJeceniber  ith,  lOlO. 

“  Lovixu  MoiiiEi:, — Send  also,  1  pray  you,  by  ‘  Hrygs’  (i.e.,  the  carrier),  a  green  table-cloth, 
of  a  yard  and  half-a-<|uarter,  and  two  linen  table-cloths.  ...  If  the  green  table-cloth  be  too 
Uttle  I  will  make  a  pair  of  warm  stockings  of  it.  .  .  .  Tims  remembering  my  bumble  duty,  1 
take  my  leave.  “  Vour  loving  son, 

“  Geouob  Kadcliffe.” 

Cromwell  was  a  sloven  in  his  own  dress.  Warwick  says  the  first  time  he  ever 
took  notice  of  him  was  in  the  very  beginning  of  the  parliament  held  in  November, 
1640,  “  w’hcn  I  vainly  thought  myself  a  courtly  young  gentleman — for  we  courtiers 
valued  ourselves  much  upon  our  good  clothes — I  came  one  morning  into  the  house 
well  clad,  and  perceivetl  a  gentleman  speaking  whom  I  knew  not,  ordinarily 
appareled,  for  it  was  a  plain  cloth  suit,  which  seemed  to  have  been  made  by  an 
ill  country  tailor  ;  his  linen  was  ^jlain,  and  not  very  clean,  and  1  remember  a  speck 
or  two  of  blood  upon  his  little  baud,  which  was  not  much  larger  than  his  collar ; 
Us  hat  was  without  a  hatband ;  bis  stature  of  good  size ;  his  sword  stuck  close  to 
his  side ;  his  countenaucc  swolleu  and  reddish ;  his  voice  sharp  and  untunable, 
but  his  eloquence  full  of  fervour." 

Cromwell’s  appearance,  however,  improved  afterwards,  for  the  same  Sir  Philip 
Warwick  says — “I  lived  to  see  this  very  gentleman,  by  multiplied  good  successes, 
and  by  a  real  (though  usurped)  power — having  had  a  better  tailor,  and  more 
converse  amongst  good  company — appear  of  a  great  and  majestic  deportment,  and 
comely  presence.” 

No  need  for  us  to  tell  of  the  struggles  of  these  terrible  times — 

'*  How  broader  still  became  the  blaze,  and  louder  still  the  din. 

As  fast  from  every  village  rouud  the  horse  came  spurring  in.'* 

It’s  a  thricc-told  tale,  that  history  of  tlie  rise  of  Cromwell  and  his  party  to  power. 
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art,  and  well  worthy  notice  on  that  ground,  as  well  as  from  the  extraordinary 
nature  of  its  legend.  This  meeting  had  been  announced  in  several  of  the  news¬ 
papers,  and,  most  probiibly,  was  one  of  the  first  meetings  so  announced. 

Newspapers,  as  I  have  before  stated,  were  first  circulated  in  the  reign  of  (Jueen 
Elizabeth,  in  order  to  ajiprise  the  country  of  the  defeat  of  the  Spanish  Armada. 
After  this  occasion  it  is  presumed  that  they  Avere  for  awhile  discontinued,  since 
the  date  commonly  assigned  to  their  first  publication  is  that  of  the  year  1642. 
There  is  a  collection  of  early  newspaiHjrs  in  the  Bodleian  library,  and  it  may 
be  in  some  degree  interesting  to  put  down  the  names  of  the  newspaiJcrs  which 
were  at  this  time  published  in  the  metropolis.  It  appears  that  there  were  no 
less  than  twelve  Aveekly  papers  at  this  date.  On  Monday  were  published  “  The 
Perfect  Diurnal,”  and  “The  Moderate  Intelligencer.”  On  Tuesday,  “Several 
Proceedings  in  Parliament  ’ — a  publication  of  authority — “  The  Weekly  Intelli¬ 
gencer,”  and  “The  Faithful  Post.”  On  Wednesday,  “  Mercurius Democritus,”  and 
“  The  Perfect  Account.”  On  Thursday,  “  Several  Proceedings  in  State  Affairs," 
and  “  Mercurius  Politicus ;”  and  on  h'riday,  “  The  Motlerate  Publisher,”  “  The 
Faithful  Post”  (by  a  different  publisher  from  that  of  Tuesday),  and  “The 
Faithful  Scout.”  There  was  no  newsjaper  on  Saturday,  probably  Ijecause  that 
would  have  been  considered  as  too  nearly  touching  on  the  Lord’s  Day.  The 
headings  of  some  of  these  papers  are  very  quaint.  On  the  opposite  page  is  one 
of  them. 

Amongst  the  many  curious  matters  of  this  date,  referral  to  by  Carlyle  in  his 
“  Life  of  Cromwell,”  is  the  establishment  of  Nicholas  Feriar,  at  Little  Giddiug, 


Nor  'need  we  consider  that  coaxing  and  pre-arranging  of  the  meeting  in  the 
palace  at  Whitehall  on  a  pre-fixed  day,  when  this  small  body  of  men,  who  chose  to 
call  themselves  a  parliament,  abolished  the  House  of  Peers  as  being  useless  and 
dangerous. 

It  was  on  this  occasion  tliat  Whitelock  receiverl  the  Great  Seal — a  new  Great 
Seal  of  England  wliich  had  been  made,  round  which  a  new  legend  (to  meet  the 
necessity  of  the  new'  times)  had  been  inscribed,  to  the  effect  that  it  was  “  the  first 
year  of  freedom,  by  God’s  blessing,  restored  1G48.”  It  is  an  elaborate  work  of 
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on  the  western  border  of  Huntingdonshire — a  surprising  establishment,  now  in 
full  flower ;  w'herein  above  fourscore  persons,  including  domestics,  with  Ferrar 
and  his  brother  and  aged  mother  at  the  head  of  them,  had  devoted  themselves  to 
a  kind  of  Protestant  mouachism,  and  were  getting  much  talked  of  in  those  times. 
They  followed  celibacy,  and  merely  religious  duties,  employe<l  themselves  in 
binding  of  prayer-books,  embroidering  of  hassocks,  in  almsgiving  also,  and  what 
charitable  work  was  possible  in  that  desert  region ;  above  all,  they  kept  up,  night 
and  day,  a  continual  repetition  of  the  English  Liturgj%  the  household  being  divided 
into  relays  and  watches,  one  watch  relieving  another  as  on  shipboard,  and  never 
allowing,  at  any  hour,  the  sacred  fire  to  go  out.  More  of  this  place  may  be  known 
by  consulting  Iz;iak  Walton’s  “  Lives.” 

No  people  ever  underwent  a  more  sudden  and  entire  change  in  their  mannOTs 


than  did  the  English  n.ation  during  this  period.  The  violence  of  the  two  jarties, 
Royalist  and  Republican,  exceeded  anything  which  we  can  now  imagine.  Little 
social  intercourse  was  meintained  between  the  parties,  and  no  marriages  or  alliances 
were  contracted.  The  manners  of  the  two  factions  were  as  opposite  as  those  of 
the  most  distant  nations. 

“Your  friends,  the  Cavaliers,”  said  a  Parliamentarian  to  a  Royalist,  “are 
very  dissolute  and  debauched.” 

“  True,”  replied  the  Royalist ;  “  they  have  the  infirmities  of  men,  but  your 
friends,  the  Roundheads,  have  the  vices  of  devils,  tyranny  and  spiritual  pride.” 

We  shall  have  more  to  say,  presently,  .about  these  manners  and  these  men.  In 
the  meantime  we  must  leave  you — where  ? — contemplating,  if  yon  will,  the  soiled 
brocade  of  Mistress  Claypole,  or  some  other  favourite  of  Cromwell’s  family ;  for 
the  great  man  can  condescend  to  practical  jokes  at  times,  and  one  of  his  jokes  is 
placing  sweets  all  about  the  drawing-room  chairs,  in  order  to  try  the  temper  of  the 
pretty  maidens  who  keep  his  wife  and  children  company.  Heigho !  sugar-plums 
and  Cromwell !  M.  S.  R. 
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This  afternoon,  contrary  to  liis  usual  habit,  Maximus  was  late  at  dinner.  He 
came  in,  at  length,  fasting  in  body,  but  full-fed  in  the  spirit  with  a  sermon  which 
he  had  just  heard  from  M.  I’Abbe  Lacordairc  at  Notre  Dame.  After  the  manner 
of  one-sided  people,  who  are  always  ready  to  impose  their  own  peculiar  sets  of 
thoughts  and  feelings  upon  others,  the  pious  youth  thought  he  could  not  do  better 
than  make  his  family  partakers  of  ids  spiritual  repast,  lie  had  scarcely  unfolded 
his  napkin  before  he  opened  a  tremendous  fire  upon  the  philosopbists  of  the 
eighteenth  century ;  and,  as  the  sermon  had  three  heads,  while  the  dinner  had  not 
three  courses,  it  befell  that  the  youthful  preacher  had  got,  with  his  wife  and 
mother,  to  the  end  of  the  dessert  before  he  had  got  to  the  end  of  pulverising  Voltaire 
and  Rousseau.  M.  de  Beaupre  endured  his  son-in-  law’s  discourse  with  the  easy 
resignation  of  a  man  who  enjoys  a  good  dinner,  and  thinks  of  nothing  else  while 
he  is  at  it.  Flavia,  with  her  head  down,  was  either  very  attentive  to  the  sermon, 
or  very  much  abstracted ;  Madame  de  Gardagne,  however,  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  looked  at  her  eon  with  an  eye  that  h.ad  more  scrutiny  than  satisfaction  in  it. 
It  occurred  to  her  that  her  Ixjy  was  taking  more  pains  to  prove  himself  a  doctor 
of  divinity  than  were,  under  the  circumstances,  ncces.«ary.  She  grew  cjuite  cross  at 
last,  as  she  turned  the  thing  over  and  over  in  her  mind. 

“  He  will  never  have  done  with  Voltaire,  I  do  believe  ;  I  never  saw  him  in 
such  a  controversial  mood.  What  is  he  after  ?  Tlierc  is  nobcxly  here  to  contradict 
him.  It  is  really  very  important  that  he  should  make  himself  agreeable  to  ixior 
Flavia,  and  yet  he  does  not  see  that  he  is  tiring  her.  When  he  speaks  mildly  his 
voice  is  pleasant,  but  it  is  now  as  harsh  as  his  gestures.  Ah !  pcojile  may  well  say 
mothers  are  blind !  Never  before  did  1  see  the  weak  points  of  my  dear  boy !  All 
that  lies  beneath  the  surface — his  understanding,  his  heart,  his  whole  character- 
all  is  excellent.  He  is  goo<l,  kind,  loyal,  resolute.  But  surely  the  external  is 
something — something? — especially  tostudenisof  small  things,  like  us  poor  women. 
Ah,  dear  me !  If,  by  way  of  foil  to  his  more  solid  qualities,  my  Maximus  had  only 
half  the  superficial  pleasantnesses  of  that  Cboisy,  what  a  man  he  would  be,  and 
how  Flavia  would  adore  him !  Dear  me !  he  has  got  to  Rousseau  and  the  Contrat 
Hocial !  He  must  have  made  up  his  mind  to  be  unbearable  to-day !” 

Madame  de  Gardagne  rose  imiiaticntly  from  the  table,  and  put  an  end  to  the 
sermon.  In  her  owm  room  she  passed  the  evening,  and  great  part  of  the  night,  in 
reflections  of  a  puzzling  and  contradictory  character.  By  degrees  the  genial  under¬ 
growth  of  the  woman’s  character,  which  had  been  smothered  for  twenty  years, 
pushed  its  way  to  the  surface ;  and  the  mother  began  to  recognise  that  a  Uttle 
knowledge  of  the  existence  of  wrong  is  necessary  to  a  man  who  lives  in  a  world 
where  wrong  exists,  and  is,  if  not  sovereign,  at  least  militant.  In  the  world  she 
began  to  perceive  that  the  bad  people  have  the  choice  of  arms,  and  that  the  good 
people  must  submit  to  this  rule,  however  unjust  it  may  be.  The  best  defined 
“  right”  in  the  world  will  be  summarily  massacred  if  it  presents  its  naked  throat 
to  Wrong.  If  Milton  and  Raflaelle  may  be  credited,  the  blessed  angels  took  lance 
and  sword  in  hand  to  fight  the  fallen  ones.  Let  Religion  break  the  sword  when 
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^  she  spreads  her  \rings  for  the  empyrean  ;  but  she  needs  it  from  the  moment  she 
gets  foot  in  this  mortal  arena. 

In  this  direction  ran  the  reilections  of  this  good  old  creature,  and,  with  charac¬ 
teristic  courage,  she  looked  things  fairly  in  the  face  as  they  rose  befoi’e  her.  “  I 
have  been  mistaken,”  said  she  to  herself.  “  It  is  as  if  I  had  sent  my  son  into  a 
forest  infested  with  brigands,  forbidding  him  to  carry  a  gun  lest  it  should  go  off 
by  misadventure.  Maximus  must  make  Flavia  love  him — he  shall  not  lead  such  a 
miserable  life  as  I  have  led  ;  and  if  it  is  necessary  for  him  to  run  some  risks,  and 
be  a  little  naughty  in  learning  to  be  agreeable,  I  will  be  twice  as  good  as  ever  to 
make  up  for  it.  1  will  do  penance  night  and  day  if  need  be,  and  Heaven  will 
forgive  a  good  deal  to  an  anxious  mother.” 

-  The  next  morning  Madame  de  Gardagne  sent  for  Maximus,  who  waited  on  her 
I  instantly,  like  the  good  boy  he  always  w'as. 

j  “  I  have  had  a  talk  with  your  wife,”  said  she,  “  and  we  have  decided  that  we 
■  will  go  back  home  instead  of  going  to  Madame  de  Selve's.  These  last  evening 
j  parties  have  tired  Flavia,  and  I  don’t  think  Paris  agrees  with  my  health ;  so  we 
*  start  for  home  to-morrow,  iirobably.” 

I  “  AVliy  not  to-day ?”  replied  Maximus,  jumping  at  the  idea.  “I  am  longing 
to  get  back  to  my  old,  quiet,  simple  way  of  living.  The  whirlpool  of  Parisian  life 
I  suits  me  so  ill  that  I  am  every  day  more  and  more  sick  of  it.” 

j  “  Yes,  blit  ynu  must  stay  here  a  little  longer.” 

!“  What  do  you  mean  ?  Am  I  not  going  home  with  you,  mother  ?” 

“  You  forget  our  lawsuit.” 

I  “  Oh,  it  may  be  six  weeks  before  that  comes  on  for  hearing.” 

I  “Just  so;  but  have  you  not  to  attend  considtations  with  counsel,  and  keep 

I  yourself  well  up  in  the  details  of  the  cause  ?  Business — business,  ilax ;  recollect 
you  are  a  man  now,  and  responsible  for  the  management  of  your  affairs — of  all 
our  affairs.  Therefore,  whether  you  like  it  or  not,  you  must  remain  in  town  till 
the  cause  comes  on  for  hearing.” 

“  As  you  say  so,  1  will  stay  here,”  replied  the  dutiful  lad ;  “  but  I  don’t  half 
like  it,  I  do  assure  you.  What  am  I  to  do  with  myself  when  you  are  both 
gone?” 

“  Why,  are  there  not  a  score  of  things  in  which  you  may  employ  yourself  to 
advantage? — plenty  of  ways  of  spending  tune  ?” 

“No  doubt.  1  promise  you  I  shall  stick  to  the  Bihliolluqiie  lloyak;  no  more 
evening  parties  than  I  can  help.  I  shall  bury  myself  in  my  books,  mother.” 

“  Books !”  said  Madame  de  Gardagne,  8i)eaking  very  thoughtfully  and  cautiously. 
“I  think  you  have  had  books  enough.  You  are  an  exceedingly  well-read  man 
already ;  and  I'm  afraid  you  will  be  over-read,  if  you  do  not  take  care.  Now, 
Max,  you  must  not  think  Paris  lias  turned  my  head,  and  that  I  am  going,  at  my 
age,  to  turn  frivolous  and  foolish.  But  you  must  let  me  dictate  for  you  a  course 
;  of  ‘  study,’  to  be  pursued  while  we  are  away.” 

j  “  Speak  out,  mother,”  said  Maximus,  laugliing ;  “  you  are  my  guide,  my  oracle. 
What  is  it  to  be,  Hebrew  or  Sanscrit?” 

i“  Neither,  Max.  Certain  matters  which  are  as  French  as  can  be — matters 
which  I  confess,  with  regret,  I  have  overlooked  in  your  education,  and  which  arc 
necessary  to  make  an  accomplished  gentleman — riding,  music,  fencing,  dancing.’’ 
“  Fencing !  dancing !”  exclaimed  the  youth,  utterly  staggered. 
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“  My  dear,  I  neither  want  you  to  fight  a  duel,  nor  to  cut  capers  at  masquerades.  ' 
But  exercises  of  this  description,  while  they  are  in  themselves  quite  innocent,  - 
improve  the  health,  and  develop  the  figure,  and  give  a  man  a  graceful  bearing— 
a  thing  not  to  be  despised.” 

1  suppose  you  think  I’m  awkward-looking?”  said  Maximus,  looking  mortified,  ' 
for  all  his  goodness. 

“  Well,  my  dear,  there  is  a  wide  gulf  between  looking  awkward  and  bearing 
one's  self  like  an  easy,  well-trained  cavalier.  1  have  mother’s  vanity  enough  to  be 
anxious  to  see  you  make  the  best  of  your  personal  advantages.” 

“  Well,  mother,  other  people  may  think  me  a  slouch  and  a  clown,  if  they  like— 

I  don’t  care ;  but  1  do  care  what  you  think,  and  your  least  wish  is  law  for  me ;  so, 
if  you  say  but  the  word,  I  am  quite  ready  to  fence  and  waltz  all  day  long.” 

“  Well,  then,  look  at  your  dress,”  resumed  the  marchioness ;  “  1  do  not  know  ^ 
who  is  your  tailor,  but  I  should  almost  have  supposed  your  clothes  had  becu  | 
originally  cut  out  for  M.  de  Beaupre.” 

“  Why,  mother,  you  utterly  astonish  me  I  I  never  knew  you  care  so  much  for  I 

my  appearance  before — never !  How  long  is  it  since  you  began  to  study  the  set  of  • 

my  surtout  ?”  And  Max  could  not  help  taking  a  side-look  at  his  surtout,  which 
he  now  suddenly  discovered  was  more  easy  than  elegant. 

“  I  really  think  1  must  begin  to  take  too  much  interest  in  matters  of  fiishion 
for  your  sake,  because  you  really  take  too  little.” 

But  I  do  not  see  that  it  is  necessary  for  me  to  become  a  coxcomb.”  l 

Nobody  wants  you  to  become  a  coxcomb ;  but  I  am  anxious  that  you  should  f 
acquire  certain  qualities  which  are,  if  you  please,  superficial,  but  nevertheless  very  | 
necessary  in  your  position.  Your  principles  are  too  soUdly  built  up  for  any 
fashionable  polish  to  injure  their  quaUty.  Consider,  goodness  does  not  exclude  g 

elegance,  and  a  man  may  lead  an  irreproachable  life  in  clothes  that  fit  him.  In  | 

former  days,  when  a  young  man  went  out  into  the  world,  he  took  for  his  model  ^ 

some  knight  celebrated  for  noble  manners.  Cannot  you  follow  the  example  of 
the  olden  times?  Amongst  the  men  you  know  there  are  three  or  four  who  are 
capable  of  teaching  you  very  good  lessons — M.  de  Choisy,  for  instance.  Of 
course  you  understand  that  I  am  speaking  only  of  his  manners,  and  not  of  his 
character — of  which  I  do  not  think  so  well  ?” 

“  I  assure  you,  mother,  Choisy  is  not  done  justice  to.  I  have  always  found  him 
full  of  honoiu:  and  delicacy.  He  knows  my  rchgious  principles,  and,  though  he  does 
not  altogether  agree  with  them,  he  respects  them.  On  Friday,  for  instance,  I  dined 
with  him,  and  he  had  only  one  plain  omelette  on  the  table.  That  was  a  trifle,  of 
course ;  but,  from  a  man  who  is  not  so  very  pious,  it  was  a  mark  of  deference  and 
respect  for  which  I  felt  grateful.” 

As  she  listened  to  this  eulogy  of  the  vulture  from  the  lips  of  the  dove,  the  : 
marchioness  felt  strongly  disposed  to  tear  the  fillet  from  the  eyes  of  her  boy,  but  = 
restrained  herself.  ^ 

“  Precisely.  It  is  in  the  art  of  living  in  society  gracefully  and  handsomely  that  = 
I  should  like  to  see  you  take  lessons  of  a  man  like  M.  de  Choisy.  1  shoul  1  wish 
you,  during  our  absence,  to  associate  more  than  you  have  hitherto  done  with  young 
men  of  your  own  age ;  which  will  tend,  I  hope,  without  undermining  your  better 
principles,  to  relax  a  certain  rigidity  of  manner  which  I  think  you  sometimes  push 
to  the  limits  of  exaggeration.  You  must  know  that  I  want  you  to  astonish  us  all 
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when  you  come  back  to  Luscourt,  and  you  may  be  sure  that  Flavia  will  not  look 
unkindly  on  your  metamorphosis." 

“  Come,"  said  Maximus,  who  could  not  keep  down  a  little  mortification,  “  I 
suppose  I  am  to  infer  that  you  both  of  you  find  me  an  ungainly  fellow.  I 
would  do  anything  to  please  you,  and  promise  that  1  will  do  my  best  to  polish 
myself  up.  After  all,  to  acquire  the  qualities  to  which  so  many  young  men 
owe  their  success  in  life  cannot  be  much  more  difficult  than  learning  French  or 
algebra.” 

The  growing  self-discontent  of  her  sou  was  noticed  by  the  marchioness  with  a 
mixture  of  satisfaction  and  uneasiness. 

“  lie  is  touched  to  the  quick,”  said  she,  “  and  is  already  impatient  to  try  his 
wings.  Good  heavens !  a  little  vanity  is  too  strong  for  the  best  education  !  1  only 
hope  he  will  not  now  go  too  far.” 


VII. 

The  next  morning  the  marchioness  and  her  daughter-in-law,  along  with  the 
very  tall  father,  left  Paris.  It  was  not  the  habit  of  the  marchioness  to  hesitate  in 
carrying  out  her  resolutions ;  and  she  was  wise  enough  to  see  that  it  would  be  a  bad 
plan  to  allow  the  virtuous  warmth  of  the  young  wife  to  grow  cold.  A  few  hours 
afterwards,  Maximus  made  his  appearance  before  M.  de  Choisy. 

“  You  sec  before  you,”  said  he,  “  a  poor  widower  and  orphan” — speaking  in  a 
gayer  tone  than  usual,  for  his  mother's  counsels  liad  already  begun  to  work.  On 
learning  the  precipitate  retreat  of  the  two  ladies  the  count  underwent  an  emotion 
of  surprise  which,  for  the  moment,  deprived  him  of  utterance. 

“  The  old  hypocrite !”  thought  he.  “  This  is  the  way  in  which  she  carries  out  her 
engagements.  Her  sermon  of  the  day  before  yesterday  was  only  a  trap.  But  I  am 
too  old  a  fox  to  be  caught  in  this  way.  Flav'ia  has  not  dared,  I  suppose,  to  disobey 
the  orders  of  her  duenna ;  but,  at  all  events,  she  carries  with  her  a  talisman  which 
will  prevent  her  forgetting  me,  and  which  she  will  read  more  than  once  or  twice,  1 
imagine.  In  any  other  case,  writing  would  have  been  a  schoolboy’s  trick,  but,  in 
the  case  of  a  sejiaration,  letters  are  u?eful.  In  absence,  one’s  spoken  words  are 
forgotten,  while  one’s  letters  are  read  over  and  over  again.  Where  will  the  dear 
girl  have  hidden  mine  ?  Next  her  heart,  no  doubt.” 

“  Here  is  a  packet  of  papers  which  my  mother  bade  me  give  you,  alxiut  our 
lawsuit,”  said  Maximus,  handing  to  the  count  a  small  i)arcel  carefully  sealerl  with 
the  crest  of  the  marchioness. 

The  viscount  opened  the  packet  inattentively  enough.  There  were  half-a-dozen 
legal  documents  first  of  all,  and,  in  the  middle  of  them,  another  small  packet,  on 
which  the  count  read — written  in  a  somewhat  shaky  woman’s  hand — the  following 
inscription : — 

“  Letters  read  by  Madame  de  Gardagne  only,  and  returned  by  her  to  M.  le 
Vicomte  de  t.'hoisy,  who  will,  no  doubt,  perceive  the  uselessness  of  continuing  a 
correspondence,  the  only  result  of  which  would  be  to  amuse  an  old  woman.” 

The  gallant  youth  of  forty  stood  aghast,  reading  this  superscription  over  and 
over  again. 

“Allow  me,”  said  ho  to  Maximus,  makingan  effort  to  recover  his  self-possession — 
“  allow  me  to  put  these  letters  in  my  bureau.” 

When  he  had  got  into  his  bedroom  he  tore  open  the  litile'envelope,  and  found 
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inside  it  the  two  letters  which  he  had  himself  written  to  Madame  de  Lnscourt.  s 
Catching  sight  of  himself  in  the  glass  at  this  moment,  lie  found  himself  looking 
such  a  picture  of  petrifaction  that  he  could  not  help  bursting  out  laughing.  i 

“  Delightful,  ujxm  my  word!’’  saiil  he;  “  I  write  love-letters  to  the  wife — the 
mother-in-law  reads  them — and  the  husband  brings  them  back  to  me,  never 
thinking,  sainted  youth!  of  the  burden  he  bears.  Decidedly  this  old  marchioness 
is  a  clever  woman.  Only,  how  could  she  have  read  my  letters  ?  That  little  country 
girl  must  have  given  them  to  her,  I  suppose  ;  but  1  should  never  have  thought  her 
capable  of  such  a  trick ;  it  is  either  stupidity  or  treachery.  Whoever  heard  of  such  | 
behaviour  ?  It  is  as  bad  as  betraying  the  secrets  of  the  confessional.  AVhy,  I  had  1 
formed  a  first-rate  opinion  of  her,  from  the  manner  in  which  she  put  her  foot  upon  r 

my  billet  the  other  day ;  and  now - Rut,  dear  me,  it’s  the  approach  of  Passion 

Week  that  makes  me  so  unlucky.  I  ought  to  have  known  better  than  to  make 
love  in  Lent.  However,  here  I  am,  ignominiously  routed  by  an  old  woman.  Rut  | 
I’m  not  going  to  strike  my  flag  yet.  I  have  won  harder  battles  than  this  before  jj 
now.  Courage  !  and  forward !”  S 

ChoLsy  had  quite  won  back  his  self-possession  by  the  time  that  he  rejomed  ' 
Maximus,  who  told  him  that  he  was  going  to  remain  in  Paris  a  month  or  two 
longer,  “  Good,”  thought  this  deliljerate  rascal ;  “  1  see  my  way !”  and  he  soon 
formed  his  plan.  After  Maximus  had  taken  his  leave,  the  count's  reflections  ran  in 
this  wise : — 

“  My  evil  genius  is  this  old  mother-in-law.  She  sees  everything,  guesses  every¬ 
thing,  hears  everything — like  the  fairy  Fine-Ear,  who  overheard  the  grass  growing.  | 

So  long  as  Flavia  is  under  her  eye,  my  labour  is  labour  lost.  I  must  get  rid  of  the 
old  girl,  who  is  really  carrying  on  her  rights  of  sovereignty  a  little  too  long.  Now, 
Flavia  is  quite  ready  to  revolt,  and  I  have  only  to  manage  the  huslxind,  for  which 
here  is  a  capital  chance.  lie  must  be  emancipated  from  the  maternal  yoke !  He 
will  pass  a  couple  of  months  in  Paris — good.  He  shall  learn  the  taste  of  freedom;  ■ 
he  will  like  it,  and  want  more  of  it.  His  mother’s  yoke  being  thrown  off,  he  will 
put  on  his  wife’s,  of  course — that’s  the  way  in  these  domestic  revolutions.  Flavia, 
who  is  very  fond  of  Paris,  will  want  to  lie  here,  while  the  old  dowager  will  keep  her 
chateau — as  she  ought  to  do — like  a  dethroned  queen.  Then  my  star  will  be  once 
more  in  the  ascendant.  When  I  have  nothing  to  contend  with  but  the  steadfast¬ 
ness  of  the  wife,  and  the  penetration  of  the  husband,  my  path  will  be  clear.  Come, 
then,  my  first  business  is  to  set  Luscoiurt  free  from  his  mother’s  control.” 

The  next  morning,  leaving  arranged  in  his  own  mind  the  minutest  details  of 
his  procedure,  the  viscount  drove  to  the  apartments  of  Maximus, 

“  My  dear  fellow,”  siiid  he,  “  I  have  had  an  idea  since  I  saw  you.  Now  the 
ladies  are  gone,  why  should  you  keep  these  rooms,  which  cost  you  dear,  and  must  be 
very  dull  ?  because  nothing  is  sadder  than  to  live  in  the  place  where  those  we  love 
have  been  living.  Come  and  pitch  your  tent  along  with  me.  You  will  meet  l 
plenty  of  nice  fellows — Villaret,  Marcenay,  and  others  whom  you  know — not  very 
pious,  I  dare  say,  but  the  best  company  I  can  offer  you.  And  make  your  conscience 
easy,  for  I  promise  you  that  all  your  habits  shall  be  respected — so  come.  Is  it  a  done 
thing  ?■’ 

“Now  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  my  mother  told  him  to  make  this  proimall”  e 
thought  the  good  lad  ;  “  I  dare  say  it  has  been  all  arranged  between  them.  At  all  P 
events,  why  should  I  refuse  his  offer  [ 
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It  is  a  common  thing  for  the  wolf  to  get  into  the  fold ;  this  time  the  lamb 
walked  calmly  into  the  wolf's  den.  The  last  words  of  his  mother  had  grown  more 
influential  the  more  he  thought  them  over,  llis  vanity  had  been  wounded ;  this 
t  too-well-educated  young  gentleman  had  mortifying  apprehensions  lest  Flavia,  as 
I  well  as  the  marchioness,  should  have  found  him  awkward,  and  all  his  piety  was  not 
proof  against  that  fear. 

i  One  evening,  in  the  midst  of  a  gay  party  at  the  count’s,  he  took  the  longest 
“  look  at  himself  in  the  glass  he  had  ever  done  in  all  his  life.  Next  morning  he  said 
j  to  Choisy,  with  affected  indifference — 

j  “  I  wish  you  would  give  me  the  address  of  your  tailor ;  I  want - " 

j  “  Certainly,  my  dear  fellow ;  I’ll  introiluce  you  myself.”  And  the  man  of  the 
f  world  smiled  to  himself,  thinking,  “  That  looks  well.  Step  numljer  one !” 

“  And,  by-thc-byc,  would  you  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me  where  I  could  go  and  take 
I  a  few  lessons  in  riding?  I  was  quite  ashamed,  the  other  day,  to  be  on  horseback 
p  by  the  side  of  you,  count.” 

■  “  Oh,  yes,  we’ll  call  at  the  riding- school  on  our  way.” 

'  “  And  I  should  like  to  take  some  lessons  in  fencing,  I  think.” 

And  there,  too,  the  count  was  ready  with  his  introduction.  “  That  is  good,” 
r  thought  he ;  “  if  he  can  light,  it  will  not  be  said  that  I  took  care  of  myself  by 
attacking  the  wife  of  a  husband  who  was  heliiless.” 

Thus,  then,  the  “emancipating”  process,  from  which  the  count  and  the 
marchioness  were  hoping  for  such  different  results,  had  begun,  and,  once  drawn  into 
(:  the  road  by  self-love,  as  Maximus  had  been, .  he  was  kept  going  in  it  by  other 

impulses — “  worldly”  impulses.  He  likeil  it.  Still,  in  spite  of  his  yellow  gloves, 

ihis  spurs,  and  his  dancing  and  fencing,  he  went  to  mass  and  said  his  prayers  as 
regularly  as  ever,  and  fasted  on  Fridays.  However,  he  found  himself,  one  evening, 
at  the  Oix'ra  House,  wondering  mightily  what  busy  devil  had  put  such  an  atrocity 
into  his  head. 

“Now,”  said  the  count,  “what  strikes  you  as  the  most  cxtraorlinary  thing 
about  the  jdace  ?” 

“  My  Ixing  hero,”  replied  poor  Lu'court,  parodying  the  mot  of  the  Doge  of 
Venice. 

But  the  truth  must  be  spoken.  Some  days  afterwards,  at  a  ball  given  by 
Villaret,  to  which  he  had  gone  in  all  innocence,  he  was  introduced  by  the  host  to  a 
very  charming  girl,  who  asked  if  he  waltzed.  “  No,”  said  piety ;  “  Yes,”  said 
vanity.  But  it  was  only  this  hist  answer  which  reached  the  ears  of  the  fair  (questioner. 
So  Maximus  waltzed  with  her — very  badly,  like  your  “good’’  boys  in  general. 
However,  if  his  pretty  partner  was  not  contented  with  him,  he  was  more  than 
contented  with  her ;  and  for  this  fresh  sin  his  conscience  did  not  prick  him  beyond 
the  morrow.  Then  he  thought  of  his  wife,  so  young  and  so  beautiful ;  and  he  sat 
I  down  and  wrote  her  the  fondest  letter  she  had  ever  yet  had  from  her  husband.  All 
day  long  he  mused  on  nothing  but  Flavia’s  black  eyes,  and  the  joy  he  would  feel  in 
meeting  her  again.  But  the  next  morning,  in  spite  of  himself,  he  thought  of  the 
F  languishing  blue  eyes  of  his  partner,  and  actually  remembered — some  fiend  or  other 
assisting  his  recollection — that  she  had  said  he  might  call  and  see  her.  Whether  or 
j  not  the  call  was  made,  whether  or  not  repeated,  and  whether  or  not  it  was  of  any 
!  service  in  “  emancipating”  our  sage  of  five-and-twenty,  are  matters  of  which,  being 
f  absolutely  ignorant,  we  have  nothing  to  tell. 
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Maximus  stayed  with  the  count  for  full  three  months,  growing  more  and  more 
intimate  every  day  with  him  and  his  friends.  Tho  lawsuit  had  been  decided,  and 
favourably,  for  more  than  tliree  weeks ;  and  still  in  the  letters  which  he  wrote, 
with  great  punctuality,  to  his  wife  and  his  mother,  the  youth  continued  to  make 
excuses  for  prolonging  his  stay  in  town.  One  day,  Madame  de  Gardagne  received  a 
letter  from  him,  which  was  very  strongly  scented.* 

“  Scented  paper !”  she  exclaimed  ;  “  oh,  my  poor,  prodig.al  son  !” 

Next  morning,  Maximus  received  a  note  from  the  marchioness,  informing  him 
that  there  were  matters  wliich  imperatively  required  his  presence  at  home. 

VIII. 

One  fine  July  morning,  a  iwst-chaise  drove  smartly  up  the  gravel-walk  of  the 
chateau,  while  Madame  de  Gardagne  and  her  daughter-in-law  happened  to  bo  at 
the  window.  The  two  ladies  stood  motionless  as  the  Vicorate  de  Choisy  stepped 
out,  first  of  all ;  but  their  astonishment  took  another  turn  when  the  second  traveller 
stepped  doMTi  after  him — and,  at  first,  they  did  not  know  him.  Maximus  it  was, 
but  oh !  hovr  changed — in  his  dress,  in  his  manner,  in  his  whole  appearance !  There 
was  a  slight  hesitation  about  his  behaviour  also ;  but  he  first  of  all  kissed  his  mother; 
then  came  Flavia's  turn ;  and  her  he  kissed  and  embraced  so  warmly,  that,  all  unused 
to  such  treatment  as  she  was,  the  young  wife  actually  blushed. 

Madame  de  Gardagne  had  forgotten  the  presence  of  Choisy  altogether — she 
saw  only  her  son.  Greedily  she  scanned  him  from  head  to  foot,  with  a  delight 
diished  with  apprehension.  Had  she  over-done  it  ?  Slother’s  pride  said,  “  No." 

“  Scaiiegrace,”  said  she,  uttering  the  word  with  involuntary  zest,  “  what  excuse 
have  you  to  offer  for  staying  away  so  long  V” 

“  Why,  mother,  you  banished  me,”  said  Luscourt,  “  and  I  awaited  your  com¬ 
mands  before  I  came  back.” 

“  Very  patiently,  I  fancy,”  said  the  old  bdy,  whispering  in  his  car  as  he  gave 
her  his  arm. 

“  Are  you  going  to  scold  me  because  I  obeyed  you  ?”  said  Maximus,  gaily. 

“  I  am  afraid  you  outran  my  instructions.” 

“  Then  I  expect  your  forgiveness,  for  too  much  obedience  can’t  be  a  crime.” 

During  the  remainder  of  the  day,  Maximus  displayed  a  vivacity,  a  briskness,  a 
readiness  for  anything  and  everything,  an  ease  and  grace  of  manner,  which  surprised 
j  J1  the  family.  He  talked  politics,  fiishion,  balls,  literature — whatever  you  please.  His 
mother  grew  thoughtful  over  this  change  in  her  boy ;  jxii'haps  she  w'as  reckoning  up 
the  penance  she  had  engaged  to  perform,  in  case  of  need.  Flavla,  puzzled  but 
pleased,  looked  at  her  husband  askance,  and  yet  paid  more  attention  to  his  conver¬ 
sation  than  she  had  ever  done  before.  SI.  de  Beaupre  laughed  right  out  every 
now  and  then  when  his  son-in-law  said  a  saucy  thing,  and  rubbed  his  hands  in 
high  glee.  Tho  viscount  looked  on  with  a  sinister  delight,  confident  in  his  power 
of  now  playing  off  his  puppets  against  each  other  just  as  he  pleased. 

After  dinner  it  began  to  rain,  and  everybody  had  to  stay  in-doora.  51.  de  Beaupre 
proposed  billiards,  in  which,  to  his  surprise,  Maximus  joined  the  count  and  him,  and, 
to  his  tenfold  surprise,  won  two  gamas. 

*  This  circumstance  had,  in  France,  at  the  time  this  tale  was  written,  a  significance  for  which 
English  readers  of  to-d.ir,  who  use  scented  paper  without  thinking  of  it,  must  draw  upon  their 
imaginations. 
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“  Oh,”  said  the  tall  man,  “  if  you  could  only  fence,  now !” 

“  Let  U3  try,"  said  Maximus ;  and  the  end  of  it  was  that  his  father-in-law  fell 
upon  his  neck  and  embraced  him. 

“  Why,  I  dare  say  you  can  ride  1” 

“  To-morrow  we  will  see,”  replied  Luscourt,  modestly,  while  his  wife  looked  at 
him  admiringly,  warm  and  alive  as  he  was  with  exercise. 

Now  up  to  evening,  M.  de  Choisy  had  behaved  like  a  gentleman,  but  when  the 
rundles  were  lit  he  changed  his  plans,  and  kept  ogling  poor  Flavia  in  the  way 
which  he  fancied  he  had  acquired  the  right  of  doing  three  months  before.  Flavia 
would  not  meet  his  eyes.  He  persisted.  And  so  grow  up  a  quiet  pantomime  between 
the  two,  which  the  husband  noticed,  but  pretended  not  to  see.  In  the  morning, 
however,  the  same  scene  being  commenced  anew,  he  took  the  middle-aged  gallant 
aside. 

“  My  dear  friend,”  he  began,  with  a  grave  smile,  “  during  the  last  three  months 
I  have  been  your  debtor  for  so  much  good  teaching,  that  I  really  do  not  know  how 
to  repay  my  obligations  to  you.  But  let  me  try.” 

“  You’re  joking.  What  do  you  owe  to  me  ?” 

“  More  than  you  think — the  gift  of  sight,  for  instance.” 

“  Pooh  I  I  didn’t  know  I  was  an  oculist.” 

“  But  you  are ;  for,  thanks  to  your  teachings,  I  have  been  enabled  to  observe, 
last  evening,  and  this  morning  too,  that  you  look  rather  harder  at  my  wife  than 
the  usages  of  good  society  permit.” 

“  Serpent  that  I  have  warmed  at  my  bosom  !”  thought  poor  Choisy,  stupefied. 

”  Listen,  my  good  fellow,”  continued  Luscourt,  as  coolly  as  possible.  “  I  am  well 
aware  that  I  have  contracted  a  debt  to  you ;  but  I  forewarn  you  that  the  manner  iu 
which  you  seem  disposed  to  repay  yourself  is  not  at  all  to  my  taste.  My  wife 
informed  me,  yesterday,  of  certain  matters  to  which  I  will  not  go  back,  because  it 
would  be  useless.  1  should  be  glad  if  we  could  keep  friends,  but  for  that  purpose 
you  must  have  the  goodness  to  carry  your  fascinations  somewhere  else.” 

Abashed  and  confused,  the  viscount  made  some  incoherent  reply,  with  which 
the  husband  appeared  contented  ;  but  the  gentleman  had  no  sooner  escaped  from 
the  hands  of  the  husband  than  he  fell  into  those  of  the  mother,  who  had  just  had  a 
long  chat  with  her  daughter-in-law,  and  looked  twenty  years  younger. 

“  Monsieur  de  Choisy,”  said  she,  standing  right  in  his  path,  though  he  seemed 
desirous  to  pass  on  with  a  bow,  “  I  have  some  commissions  of  which  I  should  be 
obliged  if  you  would  take  charge  for  me  in  Paris.” 

At  this  positive  dismissal  our  middle-aged  cavalier  smiled  awkwardly. 

”  Your  commissions  are,  no  doubt,  of  a  very  pressing  character  ?”  said  he,  drily. 

“  Rather ;  and  I  should  be  very  much  indebted  to  you  if  you  would  undertake 
them.  1  have  already  acknowledgments  to  offer  you.” 

“  Acknowledgments,  madame  V” 

“  (Juite  true,  however  it  may  surprise  you.  1  was  told  that  you  had  boasted 
in  your  own  circles  that  you  were  going  to  finish  the  education  of  Madame  de 
Luscoiu't.  Having  recognised  the  diificulties  and  dangers  of  that  process,  you  have 
taken  upon  yourself  to  play  tutor  to  my  son,  and  I  hope  you  are  satisfied  with  the 
progress  be  has  made.  IV^e  are  all  unanimous  in  our  gratitude ;  and  the  opinion  of 
M.  de  Beaupre,  of  myself,  and  especially  of  Madame  de  Luscourt  (which  is  the 
most  important,  after  all),  is,  that  you  have  rciison  to  be  proud  of  your  iiupil.” 
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The  count  was  not  a  fool,  and  was  too  much  accustomed  to  victory  not  to 
know  how  to  accept  a  defeat.  lie  replied,  calmly — 

“  Your  commissions  shall  be  executed  the  day  after  to-morrow,  mackme,  as  I 
start  this  evening  for  Paris.  As  for  your  acknowledgments,  whether  they  are 
sincere  or  not,  1  accept  them,  for  I  perhaps  deserve  them  more  than  you  seem  to 
fancy." 

“  Pray  explain  yourself — your  meaning  must  be  interesting and  the  shrewd 
old  body  took  a  deliberate  pinch  of  snuff. 

The  viscoimt  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  said — 

“  I  am  sure  you  will  imderstand  me  very  well.  Any  hopes  which  I  once  had 
in  reference  to  Madame  de  Luscourt  I  have  long  given  up ;  but  I  had  also  made  up 
my  mind  that  nobody  else  should  succeed  where  I  had  failed.  The  experience  which 
your  son  gained  under  my  direction  is  a  guarantee  that  he  will  hereafter  know  how 
to  protect  and  guide  his  wife.” 

“  Se  non  e  vero,  e  hen  trorato,'"  said  the  marchioness,  with  a  wicked  smile.  “  And 
now,  by  way  of  balm  to  your  wounds,  let  me  compliment  your  ingenuity  and  your 
judgment.  I  am  quite  convinced,  since  yesterday,  that  worldly  experience  is  useful 
to  a  husband.  Wliat  is  your  opinion  ?” 

“  My  opinion,  madame,”  said  the  count,  “  is  this — though  I  expect  you  will  not 
find  it  very  orthodox — when  Eve  had  eaten  of  the  fruit  of  the  Tree  of  Knowledge, 
the  best  thing  for  Adam  to  do  was  (what  he  did  do)  to  eat  of  it  also." 


[In  an  early  number,  a  new  talc,  by  the  author  of  “  The  Tree  of  Knowledge,”  &c.,  will  be 
ooiumenced.] 


SONG, 

FOR  A  TE.UPERAX<'E  DIXNF.R  TO  WHICH  LADIES  W  KRK  ISVITKD. 

A  HEALTH  to  dear  woman !  She  bids  us  untwine. 

From  the  cup  it  encircles,  the  fast-clinging  vine; 

But  her  cheek  in  its  crystal  with  pleasure  will  glow. 

And  mirror  its  bloom  in  the  bright  wave  below. 

A  health  to  sweet  woman !  The  days  are  no  more 
When  she  watch’d  for  her  lord  till  the  revel  was  o’er, 


And  smooth’d  the  white  pillow,  and  blush'd  when  he  came,  |  pra 

As  she  press’d  her  cold  lips  on  his  forehead  of  flame.  I  to  ( 

Alas  for  the  loved  one  !  too  spotless  and  fair  t 

The  joys  of  his  banquet  to  chasten  and  share;  I 

Her  eye  lost  its  light  that  his  goblet  might  shine,  I  Icc 

And  the  rose  of  her  cheek  was  dissolved  in  his  wine.  ;  gai 

Joy  smiles  in  the  fountain,  health  flows  in  the  rills,  = 

As  their  ribands  of  silver  unwind  from  the  hills :  I 

They  breathe  not  the  mist  of  the  bacchanal’s  dream,  I 

But  the  lilies  of  innocence  flo.it  on  their  stream.  I  see: 

Then  a  health  and  a  welcome  to  woman  once  more !  ^ 

She  brings  ns  a  passport  that  laughs  at  our  door !  I  ^1 

It  is  written  on  crimson — its  letters  are  pearls —  I  flov 

It  is  countersign’d  Aafu/v.  So,  room  for  the  Girls!  ;  thei 
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AViio  laughed  ?  It  is  surely  no  matter  for  mirth,  this  sad  picture  of  a  lonely 
woman,  who,  having  missed  a  world  of  love  and  sympathy,  is  now  in  the  vale 
of  life,  looking  back,  with  a  quiet  anguish,  at  those  turns  in  the  road  where  her 
companions  left  her  that  they  might  cheer  and  brighten  happy  homes — hear  the 
prattle  of  children  at  their  knees — enter  upon  the  glorious  vocation  which  appeals 
to  every  daughter  of  Eve — as  wife  and  mother.  Even  the  few  fading  r-iys  of  hope 
that  once  made  her  lot  tolerable  have  died  out  at  last,  and  left  her  in  the  solitary 
place,  which  is  not  home,  but  a  mausoleum  of  dead  fancies  and  half-faded  recol¬ 
lections,  to  play  the  dull  game  of  Patience.  Do  you  desire  to  know  how  this 
game  is  played?  The  knowledge  will  be  of  little  service  to  you.  Its  first 
requisite — the  very  foundation  of  its  difficult  acquiremeut — is  the  necessity  for 
waiting.  Having  discovered  that,  you  may  go  on  playing  for  a  little  eternity  of 
dreary  sameness — waiting,  still  waiting,  till  the  King  of  Terrors  finds  you,  and 
seems  to  delay  his  coming. 

Oh,  it  is  a  sad,  sad  story,  that  of  the  lonely  creature  sitting  there,  with  the 
impulses  of  her  very  being,  meant  to  swell  the  ocean  of  universal  love  which 
flows  throughout  the  world,  frozen  midway  in  the  channels  they  had  made  for 
themselves,  and  leaving  her  ice-hound  in  an  endless  winter  of  regret. 

All  the  poor  mementos  in  that  room — which,  like  herself,  has  grown  into  a 
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spare  outline  of  what  it  should  have  been — all  the  carefully-preserved  records  of 
fictitious  expectation,  are  so  many  chapters  in  the  tale  of  a  wasted  life.  Only  one 
object  there  suggests  a  thought  of  comfort,  and  that  (the  cat  asleep  upon  the 
cushion)  is  happy  but  in  the  selfishness  of  its  instinct,  the  sloth  of  its  artificial 
existence. 

Does  she  read  her  own  history  in  the  cards  as  she  counts  them  over  ?  Thew 
may  once  have  been  Hearts  of  which  she  was  herself  the  Queen;  the  traces  of 
womanly  beauty  and  gentleness  are  not  absent  even  now.  The  King  may  never 
have  turned  up  to  pair  with  her;  or,  more  likely  still,  have  turned  up  too  late, 
and  after  she  had  taken  the  Knave,  soon  to  find  him  a  knave.  Now,  perhaps, 
both  Knave  and  King  are  out  of  the  game,  and  she  alone  is  left — the  (iueen  no 
longer,  but  the  Ace  who  outlives  the  rest,  and  has  even  outlived  herself — the 
solitary  Heart  in  the  midst  of  a  cold  and  colourless  expanse. 

Heaven  grant  that  such  may  not  be  the  lot  of  any  of  my  readers !  It  is  * 
very  terrible  one,  and,  as  1  have  already  said,  not  intended  as  a  subject  for  merri¬ 
ment.  Those  who  laugh  dc  not  always  win ;  and,  as  a  matter  of  probability,  1 
should  say  that  the  gaiety  which  is  stirred  by  this  picture  la  symptomatic  of  a  fate 
similar  to  that  of  the  object  of  its  derision.  Certainly  they  lack  some  great 
element  necessary  for  the  attraction  of  true  human  sympathy,  and  may  find  out 
that  those  who  may  be  tempted  to  laugh  with  them  never  stay  long,  and  sometimes 
don’t  come  back  at  all. 

1  say.  Heaven  grant  that  such  a  fate  may  not  befall  one  of  my  readers !  but 
1  am  by  no  means  sure  that  I  will  pray  that  none  of  my  readers  may  remaia 
unmarried.  I  don’t  mean  you,  miss,  nor  the  dear  creature  who  is  at  this  momMt 
looking  over  your  shoulder,  or  sitting  opjtosite,  or  listening  to  you  as  you  read 
these  remarks  ;  but  I  think  there  must  be — not  “  old  maids,”  in  the  contemptuous 
use  of  the  words,  but — charming  unmarried  ladies  of  ages  more  or  less  mature. 
AV’hat,  I  ask,  are  we  to  do  without  them  ?  I  am  thoroughly  convinced  that  the 
world  would  fly  back  nobody  knows  how  many  centuries  if  they  should  all  take  it 
into  their  heads  to  get  married.  I  anticipate  your  personal  remarks,  my  dear  miss. 
I  may  be  an  elderly  party  myself,  and  I  m.ay  also  have  a  liking  for  whist  and 
strong  tea,  and  the  observation  of  human  n.ature  in  general,  as  exemplified  by  an 
intunate  acquaintance  with  my  neighbours’  affairs  in  particular.  Never  mind 
that.  I  might  retort  by  saying,  “  Prove  it,”  or  even  by  disclosing  certain  little 
reports  which  may  have  reached  me  about  yonr  goings  on ;  but  I  shall  do  neither. 
I  take  my  ground,  not  as  a  man,  but  as  an  essayist — a  purely  intellectual  abstraction 
— and  I  repeat  that  the  world  couldn’t  go  on  without  its  immarried  women  of 
mature  age — its  old  maids,  in  short. 

Here  we  are,  just  over  Christmas !  What  would  have  become  of  the  dinner  if 
Aunt  Sarah,  or  Eliza,  or  Fanny  hadn’t  looked  to  the  little  arrangements  which  are 
always  so  essential  to  comfort?  Who  would  have  seen  that  the  dear  boys  didn’t 
go  out  without  their  comforters  and  Inverness  capes  ?  Who  else  would  have  found 
time  to  trim  Bessy’s  l)onnet,  and  to  deck  the  glorious  Christmas-tree  with  doll* 
fashionably  attired  ?  And  then,  on  the  very  day  of  the  party,  who  talks  to  the 
quiet  gentleman,  and  causes  in  him  the  surprising  discovery  that  he  really  may  get 
used  to  ladies’  society,  after  all  ?  Who  waits  in  the  bedroom,  bathing  poor  old 
Mrs.  Doloreux’s  temples  with  aromatic  vinegar,  when  everybody  else  is  half  through 
the  tea  which  she  has  made  before  leaving  the  table  ?  Who  comes  down  and  i«tt 
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the  boys  dancing,  herself  leading  out  the  bashful  ones,  and  submitting  to  be  kissed 
under  the  mistletoe  ?  Bless  her !  If  I  were  a  handsome  fellow,  with  five  thousand 
».year,  I’d  give  a  bunch  of  mistletoe,  with  leaves  of  green  enamel  and  diamond 
berries,  for  one  salute  of  those  pure  lips,  through  which  goodness  and  gentle  love 
tpesk  to  a  selfish  world.  She's  too  good  for  any  man  that  cares  to  laugh  nt  her ; 
and  more  beautiful  than  any  woman  who  dares  to  sneer. 

Patience !  She  has  no  need  to  wait ;  and,  in  her  kindly  charity,  pities  and 
consoles,  even  while  she  blushes  for,  those  who  scheme  to  alter  a  condition  which 
to  her  is  no  unhappy  one. 

She  may  have  moments,  perhaps,  when  it  seems  that  she  must  bear  some 
of  her  private  griefs  alone;  and  then  she  may  be  led  to  speculate  upon 
what  might  have  happened  under  other  circumstances ;  but  no  such  wandering 
thoughts  engross  her  unselfish  mind.  She  is  at  present,  at  all  events,  a  glorious 
part  of  a  tolerably  harmonious  whole ;  and  in  the  great  humau  concert,  were  her 
part  removed,  there  would  be  a  discord  where  there!  now  rises  her  sweet  song  to 
swell  the  hymn  of  praise.  May  the  new  year  bring  her — if  not  a  home  of 
which  she  will  be  the  gentle  mistress — a  score  of  happy  homes,  made  the  happier 
by  her  coming  as  the  loving  miuistrant  I 

But  surely  it  must  be  a  cowardly  age  in  which  we  see  oven  such  a  hopeless, 
pitiful  spectacle  as  that  represented  in  the  engraving.  Is  this  the  natural  result 
of  that  training  of  women  by  which  they  look  forward  to  an  “  establishment”  as 
one  of  the  first  requisites  of  marriage  ?  Is  it  for  this  that  Belgravian  mothers 
and  their  imitators  inculcate  the  maxims  which  forbid  any  alliance  not  ratified  by 
Mammon  before  it  is  vowed  at  the  altar  of  Gad?  Or  is  it  but  a  fresh  evidence 
of  that  deep  underlying  selfishness  which  is  fast  rotting  the  core  of  all  earnest, 
healthy  manhood,  and  substituting  for  a  dawdling  sentimentality  a  still  more 
dawdling  cynicism  ? 

Women  cannot  think  of  a  matrimonial  alliance  unless  they  can  secure  with  it 
all  that,  and  three  or  four  times  more  than,  they  “  have  b^en  accustomed  to.” 

Men  are  too  great  cowards  to  ask  for  their  wives  women  who  would  really 
be  their  “  helpmeets,”  because  they  have  no  intention  whatever  of  incurring  the 
reaponsibilities  of  marriage  when  they  entail  earnest  work,  and  hard,  up-hill 
endeavour. 

So  marriage  has  come  to  mean  an  expensive  arrangement  only  p3rmltted  to  the 
few,  instead  of  a  beneficent  law  of  Nature  meant  for  the  happiness  of  mankind ; 
while  vice — spoken  of  in  euphuistic  slang,  because  its  real  name  is  too  hideous  to 
profane  delicate  ears — steps  boldly  in,  and  aids  to  the  general  wreck  of  life  and 
hope. 

The  subject  opens  up  before  every  thoughtful  mind  a  long  train  of  painful 
coDsiderations.  To  what  are  we  all  tending,  if  not  to  a  dreary  dead  level  of 
I  scepticism,  which  laughs  at  the  emotion  that  fashion  first  only  taught  it  unhealthily 
I  to  conceal?  It  is  the  morle  to  express  extreme  liberality  of  opinion,  and  to  assume 
an  utter  indifference  to  everything :  which  is  the  mere  cant  and  pretence  by  which 
a  leprous  selfishness,  a  paralysing  unbelief,  shows  itself  to  be  mean  enough  to  lie, 
»nd  wejik  enough  to  dissemble,  while  it  denies  every  claim  save  that  of  sense,  or 
drowns  the  voice  of  conscience  by  the  constant  repetition  of  a  convenient 
phrase. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

IKEXTITY. 

Being  determined  lo  conqiier,  if  possible,  those  terrible  paroxysms  of  nervom 
excitement  which  I  had  begun  to  hope  belonged  only  to  my  former  life,  1  carefoDj 
avoided  the  window  from  which  I  had  looked  out  that  day — avoided  it  because  1 
felt  a  vague,  and  yet  wluit  I  knew  to  be  an  irrational,  desire  to  go  and  stare 
through  the  same  pane  a  given  number  of  times  before  jMrs.  White’s  return.  I 
hail,  indeed,  risen  for  the  purpose,  when  her  entrance  chased  the  morbid  feelbg, 
and  we  went  down-stairs  together. 

Mr.  Wilhnott’s  library  was  a  room  which — as  I  afterwards  had  permission  to 
spend  many  hours  of  study  in  it — 1  may  well  describe.  The  two  broad  window 
were  shaded  with  Venetian  blinds,  besides  being  heavily  curtained ;  and  in  each  of 
them  was  placed  a  handsome  stuffed  settee.  Volumes  of  all  sizes,  and  many  of 
them  with  rare  binduigs,  filleil  three  handsome  bookc.tscs,  the  diamond-paned 
doors  of  which  reflected  the  deep,  ruddy  glow  from  a  clear  fire  in  the  low,  she!!- 
.sliupi-d  grate.  The  carpet — so  thick  that  no  footfall  sounded  in  the  room— w« 
of  a  deep  crimson  colour,  contrasting  well  with  the  dark  wainscot  and  the  black 
marble  chimney-piece.  In  the  pier  between  the  windows  hung  an  oval  mirror, 
with  six  sconces  for  candles,  which,  with  two  paintings,  covered  the  only  blank 
spaces  left  by  the  books  and  an  inner  green  baize  door  communicating  wdth  the 
drawiug-nxim.  These  pictures  attracted  my  attention  instantly.  One  of  them 
represented  a  wild  sea,  on  which  a  luminous  object  glowed  and  tinged  the  crests  of 
wave  with  red  aud  gold :  it  was  a  ship  on  lire ;  and,  looming  dark  in  the  fore¬ 
ground,  heaved  a  crowded  raft,  filled  with  a  confused  mass  of  men,  women,  and 
children,  all  huddled  together,  and  witli  haggard  faces,  watching  the  burning 
voB.sel  which  had  lately  been  their  home.  The  lire-light  gleaming  on  this  picture 
seemed  to  play  u^ion  the  terror-stricken  features  of  the  hopeless  crew,  and  endue 
them  with  mobility,  as  though  they  dreaded  the  sinking  of  the  awful  beacon  from 
which  they  had  escaped.  Tlie  other  consisted  of  a  low-lying  sandy  beach— half¬ 
framing  a  bright  b.ay — in  some  tropical  climate.  On  the  distant  hills  fan-shaped 
trees  seemed  to  wave,  and  the  snowy  crests  of  the  breakers  rolling  in  upon  the  shore 
shot  upwards  into  feathery  showers  of  spray.  Xo  sign  of  life,  except  a  solitaij 
bird  standing  on  a  r^cklet,  and  looking  downward  at  a  glittering  iisb  hfted  by  tie 
waves  as  they  rose,  relieved  the  expanse,  terminating  in  a  blood-red  horizon. 

Mrs.  White  w'aited  patiently  till  1  had  finisheil  my  scrutiny  of  those. 

“  Do  you  like  this  room  ?"  she  said,  as  I  turnetl  towards  her. 

“  Yes,  1  like  it,  but  I  don’t  know  who  could  read  all  these  bo  >ks.” 

“They  are  uot  all  of  them  worth  reading,  my  dear,"  was  the  reply;  “that 
liookcase  near  the  window  holds  the  best  of  them,  aud  that  is  left  unlocked." 

“  I  suppose  Mr.  Willmott  is  always  in  this  room  when  he’s  at  home,  ma’am?" 
I  remarked,  looking  at  the  square,  gr.  en-baize-covered  table,  containing  a  reading- 
lamp  and  the  remains  of  bve.iltfast,  from  which  a  htrge  leather- covered  cliair  hsd 
been  carelessly  piushe.l  away. 

“Generally.  But  ho  gives  me  piTmia-siou  to  read  here  before  dinner,  and h# 
would  tviah  you  to  do  the  same." 
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“Mrs.  AVhite,”  I  asked  timidly,  “am  I  to  go  to  school,  or  are  you  to 
teach  me?” 

“  You  will  go  for  four  mornings  a-wcek  to  a  lady  in  the  neighbourhood — 
Mrs.  Wintlirop.  I  loclieve  you  will  have  a  master  for  French  and  rlrawing — 
jierhaps  for  music.  Let  us  go  and  look  at  the  next  room — the  piano  is  there.” 

All  the  warm  glow  faded  when  that  green  baize  door  closed  behind  us,  and  .a 
chill  struck  upon  me  as  we  entered  the  large  room.  It  was  handsomely  furnished, 
but  yet  had  au  appearance  of  bareness,  which  must  have  been  eaused  by  the  p:ile, 
hungry  walls — the  Avhite  polished  chimney-piece — the  silver-plated  bam  of  the 
false  grate — the  amber  damask  furniture,  relieving  nothing,  and  without  a  contrast 
of  darker  shade  except  the  rich  table-cover,  which,  rellected  in  opposite  inirrois, 
reminded  me  of  the  solitary  bird  in  tlic  picture.  The  room  was,  perhaiJS,  brilliant 
by  the  light  of  the  wax  candles  in  the  chandelier  and  on  the  Avails ;  but  it  was  a 
chill  day — rain  Avas  falling  heavily  against  the  Avindows,  and  the  grand  piano 
loomed  long  and  coflin-like  as  Sirs.  IVliite  went  and  opened  it.  As  she  ran 
her  fingers  over  the  keys  the  chill  air  se.m.  d  to  echo  the  notes  too  loudly — the 
room  must  be  filled  Avith  people  to  gatiier  an  appearance  of  life.  My  companion 
felt  this  too. 

“  The  room  is  only  intended  for  company,  “Wayfe,”  she  said ;  “  suppose  you 
take  a  book  up-stairs,  and  then  aa  c'!!  have  our  dinner  there.  IVhile  you  go  and 
find  something  to  read  I  must  visit  the  kitchen,  ami  tell  them  that  Mr.  Willmott 
(lines  abro.ad." 

It  was  so  Avonderful  to  find  myself  alone  in  the  midst  of  those  wells  of  books, 
that  I  could  do  nothing  at  first  but  stand  on  the  h.earth-rug,  gazing  at  their  gilded 
backs.  Then,  having  rc-opened  the  door,  to  pe(?p  into  the  chill  void,  Avhere  the 
last  notes  of  the  piano  seemed  still  to  linger,  1  drew  back  from  any  further 
contemplation  save  of  the  momentous  reality. 

By  the  aid  of  a  stout  oak  chair,  which  seemed  to  be  placc^d  there  (au  purpose,  1 
was  able  to  mount  high  enough  to  see  the  titles  of  all  except  the  toj)  row.  This 
was  of  little  service  to  me,  hoAvever,  and  1  thought  it  better  to  take  a  fcAv  of  the 
smaller  volumes  down  and  look  at  their  contents.  They  w'erc  all  new  to  me,  cr 
nearly  so ;  certainly  I  covild  discover  no  duplicate  of  any  of  those  Avith  Avhich  I 
had  been  familiar  at  Mr.  Bradley’s. 

A  title  caught  my  eye  directly  I  had  placed  the  first  six  upon  the  table.  It 
was  poetry,  I  saw,  and  therefore  I  was  in  no  very  great  hurry  to  begin  Avith  it ; 
but  I  must  sec  wbat  could  be  the  mejining  of  “  The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.” 
Was  it  the  work  of  the  poet  who  had  gained  the  latest  success  ?  did  the  author 
believe  himself  to  be  the  end  of  all  verse,  the  art  dying  Avith  him?  or  was  it  the 
imaginary  theme  of  the  last  poet  of  all  mankind? 

The  sudden  falling  together  of  the  hollow  embci'S  in  the  grate — the  dying  out 
of  the  flicker  ujx)n  the  glass — warned  me  that  1  luvd  been  too  much  absorbed  to 
remember  Mrs.  White  or  dinner.  I  replaced  the  other  volumes  on  their  shelf, 
and,  with  Avhat  haste  I  could,  ran  up-staiis. 

There  was  yet  aa  hour  before  me ;  and,  seated  in  that  low  chair  by  the 
window,  I  rewlled  in  a  new  world— climbed  i-ugged  heights — heard  the  sound  of 
the  “coronach”  in  far-off  villages — felt  the  wand  that  swept  through  the  heather 
fan  my  throbbing  temples.  Then  a  gentle  hand  came  through  the  curtain  and 
touched  my  shoulder. 
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“  Are  you  hungry,  dear?”  1 

“  No,  ma’am  ;  I — I  didn’t  know  it  was  so  late.  I  didn’t  hear  you  come  in."  ^ 

Tlie  kind  face  looked  fixedly  into  mine.  I 

“  Too  much  of  this  reading  is  scarcely  good  for  you,  Wayfe.  Don’t  think  1 
grudge  it  you,  dear ;  but  your  cheek  is  flushed ;  it  excites  you  more  than  I  could 
wish.  We  must  try  to  make  it  a  part  of  your  regular  daily  e.xercise  to  read  thij 
poem.  You  shall  devour  it  first,  and  afterwards  enjoy  it.” 

Before  we  had  sat  down  at  the  table,  where  dinner  had  already  been  set,  Soju 
came  in  to  say  that  Mr.  Good  ward  was  in  the  dining-room.  Mrs.  White  weuf 
down  immediately,  and  returned  with  a  fresh-coloured,  middle-aged  gentleman, 
whose  dress  so  evidently  showed  him  to  be  a  clergyman,  that  1  should  hare 
contrived  to  slip  out  of  the  room  had  he  not  held  out  his  hand  and  kept  mine 
within  it. 

“  Mrs.  White  has  asked  me  to  dine  with  you,”  he  said,  in  a  genial  voice ;  “and 
I  trust  you  will  have  no  objection.  I  couldn’t  refuse  when  I  heard  there  was  to 
be  damson  tart.” 

I  was  speechless,  of  course,  for  I  saw  that  he  was  noting  everything  in  the 
room,  and  me  most  of  all,  with  a  quick  eye,  but,  at  the  same  time,  a  pleasant, 
open  smile.  Indeed,  those  bright  brown  eyes,  contrasted  with  the  whitened  hair  I 
and  ruddy  cheek,  were  all  suggestive  of  moral  as  well  as  physical  health. 

“  This  is  Mr.  Goodward,  Wayfe,”  said  Mrs.  White.  “  He  has  been  kind 
enough  to  come  all  the  way  from  Dover  sooner  than  be  intended,  to  bring  mei 
letter.  My  young  friend  is  to  become  a  pupil  of  Mrs.  Winthrop,”  she  added, 
turning  to  our  guest. 

“  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it ;  she  will  find  a  sound  teacher,  and,  unless  I  an 
mistaken,  this  is  a  tolerably  docile  scholar,  but  a  little  nervous — not  timid,  I  think, 
young  lady,  but  nervous,  excitable,  and  a  little  too  imaginative,  eh  ?” 

lie  had  jiut  out  his  baud  and  reached  “  The  Minstrel”  from  the  table  where  he 
had  seen  me  place  it — a  grave  smile  crossed  his  handsome  face  as  he  turned  iti 
pages. 

“  I  see,  I  see,”  he  said,  half  to  himself. 

“  I  thought  I  might  read  it,”  I  said,  reddening.  “  I  didn’t  know  there  wai 
any  harm  in  doing  so,  as  Mrs.  White  left  it  with  me.” 

“Harm !”  he  replied,  raising  his  eyes  quickly  to  mine — “yes,  that’s  it;  you 
half  believe  that  it  is  harm,  and  that  makes  the  excitement  unhealthy.  Did  you 
never  read  anything  of  the  kind  before?” 

“  Nothing  like  that ;  I  have  read  ‘  Henry,  Earl  of  Moreland,’  and  flu 
‘  Pilgrim's  Progress.’ " 

“  Were  there  any  notes  to  the  ‘  Pilgrim’s  Progress  ?’  ” 

“  Yes,  sir,  I  believe  so  ;  it  said  so  on  the  first  page,  but  I  never  read  them.” 

“  So  much  the  better.  Shall  I  carve  the  fowl,  Mrs.  White  ?” 

During  that  memorable  dinner  1  remained,  for  the  most  part,  silent,  but  Mrs. 
White  and  her  guest  talked  on  a  great  many  topics. 

“How  is  Mr.  Willmott?”  asked  the  clergyman,  in  a  pause  of  the  conver¬ 
sation. 

Mrs.  White  replied — “  I  wish  I  could  see  him  happier.” 

“  He  may  be  when  he  learns — as  he  will  learn,  I  hope — to  forget  two  different 
phases  of  teaching :  that  which  made  God  only  an  Avenger,  and  the  other  that 
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denied  Him  in  relation  to  man.  The  constant  misbelief  in  punishment  keeps 
heaven  from  many  others  besides  him.” 

He  saw  me  looking  at  him,  not  without  wonder ;  for  indeed  I  had  discovered 
something  in  his  words  which  awakened  me  strangely. 

“  Isn’t  it  strange,"  he  said,  “  that  we  should  so  often,  in  our  thoughts  of  God, 
regard  Him  as  waiting  to  take  vengeance  instead  of  ‘  waiting  to  be  gracious and 
think  of  hell  as  the  punishment  inflicted  by  a  terrible  and  offended  King,  almost 
delighting  in  destruction,  rather  than  as  a  separation  from  a  Father  full  of  loving¬ 
kindness?  How  do  you  like  best  to  look  at  the  meaning  of  your  Bible?"  he 
asked  me,  as  he  turned  his  chair  towards  the  Are,  and  stood  till  the  servant  had 
removed  the  tray.  “  You  have  lieen  wrongly  impressed  about  the  reading  of  that 
beautiful  book,”  he  said,  taking  out  his  watch,  and  repossessing  himself  of  the  poem. 

Now,  you  can  never  enjoy  any  pure  pleasure  with  an  unquiet  or  a  disordered 
mind.  1  shall  ask  leave  of  Mrs.  White  to  stay  and  read  some  of  it  to  you  for  an 
L  hour ;  you  shall  sit  here  in  this  dim  corner  by  the  fire” — and  he  drew  the  low  chair 
I  into  the  shadow  of  the  curtain. 

I  was  not  quite  sure  that  I  cared  about  hearing  anybody  read  to  me ;  I  felt 
that  I  might  not  have  time  to  grasp  the  interest  of  the  story  if  I  could  not  pause 
■  now  and  then  to  think ;  but  Mrs.  White  came  in  presently,  and  sat  down  quietly 

with  some  needlework ;  then  Mr.  Goodward  began  where  I  had  left  a  thread  of 
cotton  between  the  leaves. 

I  half  closed  my  eyes,  and  let  the  full  tide  of  the  poetry  bear  me  along.  In 
the  clear  tones  of  the  voice  beside  me  the  minstrel  himself  sung ;  and,  as  the 
j  cadence  rose  and  swelled,  the  bare  crags  grew  mightier — the  pibroch  sounded 
wilder  and  more  martial  strain — the  pine-clad  heights  started  into  life  with  sombre 
i  hosts  of  armed  men — the  seer  spake  in  language  grim  and  terrible.  Suddenly  the 

I  book  was  closed  with  a  smart  slap,  Mr.  Goodward  bent  forward,  and  1  started  up 

I  in  the  fear  that  he  believed  I  was  asleep. 

“  Well,  young  lady,”  he  said,  with  his  grave  smile,  “  where  have  you  been 
wandering  all  this  time  ?” 

There  must  have  been  a  happier  look  in  my  face  to  answer  him. 

“  No  more  to-night,”  he  said,  with  his  hand  upon  my  shoulder ;  “  to-morrow 
will  bring  its  work  with  it,  and  work  is  the  greatest  blessing  of  life.  Those  who 
would  fight  loyally  must  be  ready  to  obey  the  signal  promptly,  and  must  lay  on 
with  stout  hearts,  believing  in  their  cause.  Will  you  bring  my  young  friend  with 
you  when  you  come  to  see  us,  Mrs.  White?” 

He  shook  me  by  the  hand,  and  went  out  before  I  could  thank  him ;  the  room 
j  felt  as  though  a  fresh,  healthy  bree/.e  had  been  shut  out  with  the  closing  of  the 
^  door. 

“Has  Mr.  Goodward  any  children,  ma’am?”  I  a^ked,  when  Mrs. ‘White 
returned,  and,  having  resumed  her  work,  had  drawn  her  chair  close  to  mine. 

“  No,  my  dear,  he  never  had  any ;  but  he  has  a  school  near  his  church,  and 
looks  upon  it  as  his  family.  You  like  him,  don’t  you?" 

*  “  Very  much  indeed — couldn’t  I  go  to  school  with  him  ?" 

1“  Oh,  no ;  they  are  mostly  poor  children,  and  you  will  be  expected  to  learn 
more  than  they  do ;  they  have  different  positions  to  fulfil." 

“  What  will  mine  be,  then  ?  Am  1  to  be  a  governess,  or  a  house - To — to 

live  as  you  do  with  Mr.  Willmott  ?” 
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“  Why  don’t  you  say  a  housekeeper,  Way fe?  I  think  your  gi;ardian  wish® 
you  to  be  a  governess  in  some  such  family  as  he  could  introduce  you  to.  llis  con¬ 
nexions  are,  many  of  them,  wealthy  people,  so  you  sec  you  will  have  to  make  good 
use  of  your  time." 

“  Does  my  mother  know  where  I  am  now,  and  will  she  evtr  come  to  see  me? 
Do  you  ever  hear  her  speak  about  me,  Mrs.  White?’’  1  said,  alter  a  pause,  in 
which  the  thought  of  the  vague  future  had  suggested  the  strangeness  of  my 
deserted  childhood.  “  Did  you  ever  see  my  father  ?’’  I  added  suddenly. 

“  I  knew  him  before  you  were  born,  my  child  !’’ 

“  lie  is  dead,  then  ?” 

kly  companion  looked  at  me  fixedly  for  a  moment,  and  the  tears  shone  in  her 
kind  eyes — a  big  drop  fell  upon  my  hand  as  she  took  it  bet  ween  both  her  own. 

“  Would  you  like  to  hear  something  now  that  Mr.  M'illmott  desires  me  to  tell 
you 

“  Yts  ;  do,  do  tell  me  why  my  mother  never  secs  me,  and  when  I  am  to  know 
where  she  is?’’ 

“Do  you  know  that  Mr.  Willmott  is  related  to  you?’’ 

“  No  ;  I  always  thought  be  was  a  friend  of  my  father's,  and  that  my  mother 
had  been  willing  to  give  me  up,  but  I  could  never  understand  why." 

“  Mr.  Willmott  is  your  grandfather,  Wayfc — your  father’s  father.’’ 

“  My  name  is  not  'Willniott,’’  I  said,  in  blank  surprise ;  “  you  mean  my 
mother’s  father.  Oli,  how  cruel  he  must  be  to  shut  her  out  away  from  me !” 

“  Sit  down  on  this  stool,  poor  dear  girl,  and  listen  to  me.  Y'our  mother  trusts 
you  to  me,  and  I  will  love  you  always ;  so  rest  your  head  upon  my  arm  here, 
and  you  shall  know  who  she  is,  and  then  try  to  think  that  all  may  be  best  for  her 
and  you.  Ycur  father  is  Mr.  AVillmott's  son — for  lie  is  not  dead,  as  you  have 
thought.  His  mother  died  when  he  was  quite  a  lioy,  and  I  fear  he  needed 
a  mother's  inlluence,  as  all  need  it.  Y’^ou  can  pity  him  in  that,  at  least,  my 
dear.  After  he  had  finished  his  education — and  lie  had  always  been  a  wild 
boy — be  occupied  sonic  situation  at  the  bank  in  which  Mr.  Willmott  was, 
and  I  bebeve  is  still,  a  princiivil  partner.  They  had  never  been  towards  each 
other  as  a  father  and  son  should  be,  for  your  graudfatlicr  had  heard  ill  reports 
of  him  from  school,  and  had  discovered  that  his  habits  had  been  disreputable 
even  as  a  youth.  1  fear  that  there  Lad  been  no  such  influence  at  home  as  was 
Bullicient  to  kecji  him  from  making  a  bad  use  of  bis  time,  my  dear,  and  he  seldom 
went  to  the  houses  of  his  father’s  friends,  many  of  whom,  instead  of  helping 
to  save  him  from  vicious  companions,  refused  to  sec  him  in  their  families.  I 
must  tell  you  the  truth,  ^Vayfe,  and  1  know  that  Mr.  Willmott  might  have  had 
more  control  over  his  son  but  tliat  he  was  then  himself  unsettled  in  mind  and 
opinions — I  cannot  now  explain  in  what  way,  but  1  may  tell  you  that,  from  an 
education  in  which  a  strict  observance  of  the  forms  of  religion  was  insisted  on,  he 
had  been  led  to  regard  religion  itself  as  little  more  than  a  necessary  part  of  his 
station  in  society.  Then  he  became  acquainted  with  a  number  of  men  who  Lad 
taken  their  opinions  from  tliose  who  brought  on  the  clre.adful  Revolution  in 
France,  and  with  whom  it  was  the  fashion  to  laugh  at  all  religion,  and  pretend  to 
deny  its  power.  While  hLs  son  w’as  at  his  place  in  the  bank,  Mr.  AVilluiott  sup¬ 
plied  him  liberally  with  money ;  but  this  was  not  enough  for  him.  He  imagined 
that  his  father’s  ix'sition  there  entitled  him  to  be  independent  of  the  ordinary 
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duties  of  tbe  rest  of  the  clerks,  and  gave  way  to  such  an  irregular  life,  and  at 
I  the  same  time  became  involved  in  such  disgraceful  debts,  that  he  was  speedily 
removed.  His  father  met  him  sternly,  and,  having  paid  his  less  objectionable 
creditors,  gave  him  only  a  small  sum  from  week  to  week.  Upon  this  he  live<l 
more  steadily  for  a  lime,  and  finally  demanded  from  his  father  the  purchase  of 
what  is  called  a  commission  in  the  army,  to  which  ^Ir.  AVillmott  agreed,  and 
bought  him  a  cornctcy  in  a  regiment  which  it  was  expected  would  shortly  be  sent 
abroad.  For  some  time  they  saw  but  little  of  each  other ;  but,  before  the  regiment 
was  ordered  for  foreign  service,  young  Mr.  M'illmott — yoiu*  father — came  here 
(I  was  not  living  here  then),  and  said  that  he  had  been  to  some  distant  part  of 
the  country,  where  he  had  married  ;  that  his  wife  w;is  likely  soon  to  have  a  baby, 
and  that  he  should  demand  some  further  support  from  his  father.  With  a  man  of 
Mr.  WiUmott’s  temirer  this  was  a  foolish  course  to  pursue,  and  they  parted  angrily, 
your  grandfather  forbidding  him  ever  ag.aiu  to  enter  the  house.  U^wu  an  iiayuiry 
which  Mr.  Wilhnott  made,  it  w'as  discovered  that  he  had  told  the  truth — that  ho 
had  re.suiued  many  of  his  dissolute  habits — had  been  quartered  in  hOiiie  country 
I  town  a  long  way  off,  and,  with  little  to  do,  h.ad  formetl  the  acquaintance  of  a 
young  woman  only  too  ready  to  listen  to  his  false  promises  and  cruel  pretence. 
I  suppose  he  really  had  some  affection  for  her,  poor  dear,  for  they  were  married 
after  an  acquaintance  of  a  few  weeks,  and  she  came  up  to  London  with  him  in 
the  hope  of  being  well  cared  for.  It  would  seem  that  her  father,  an  old  m.an  in 
very  humble  life,  was  filled  with  indignation  at  her  marrying  out  of  her  own 
sphere,  and  followed  them  to  town,  where,  however,  he  was  compelled  to  leave 
her,  as  she  was  now  ^Ir.  Willmott's  wife.  Idy  dear,  shi-  is  your  mother,  and  it  will 
be  a  comfort  to  you  to  know  that  she  is  not  the  vulgar  and  ignorant  person  that 
your  grandfather  assumed  her  to  be.  His  passion  at  the  continued  dis.sipation  of 
\  his  son,  and  the  reckless  conduct  he  had  pursued,  le<l  him  to  vow  that  he  would 
never  recognise  the  marriage  ;  but  he  sought  out  your  mother,  aftci*  she  had  been 
deserted  by  your  father — for  such  was,  indeed,  the  worst  of  this  s<\d  story — sought 
her  out,  and  gave  her  the  means  of  supporting  herself  and  you.  Your  father  had 
gone  abroad  with  his  regiment,  and  in  no  very  good  repute,  to  judge  by  such 
reports  as  occasionally  reached  here.  You  were  a  baby  then,  of  course,  and  it 
seems  to  have  been  some  part  of  Mr.  AVillmott's  intention  to  provide  for  you, 
apart  from  your  relationship  to  himself,  which  he  would  never  .allow.  Your 
mother,  who  loved  you  .and  still  loves  you  dearly,  Wayfe,  could  not  at  first  consent 
(don't  cry,  dear  child) ;  but  at  last,  seeing  tluat  the  sacrifice  of  herself  for  your 
sake  would  bo  the  best  proof  of  her  rc.al  affection,  agreed  to  see  you  no  more,  on 
tbe  condition  that  you  should  lujver  bo  taught  to  de.q)i!{e  her,  and  that  your  future 
welfare  should  be  cared  for  far  bettor  than  she  could  ever  hope  to  provide  for  it. 
The  name  you  bear,  dear  girl,  is  not  hers,  and  I  am  not  at  liberty  to-uight  to  toil 
you  what  her  name  is.  Your  real  uiune  is  Willmott,  of  course,  but  tt’ayfe  was  a 
sort  of  pretty  foundling  name  adopted  by  your  mother  herself  when  she  partetl 
with  you.  Summers  is  an  old  family  name  of  your  grandfather,  but  very  remotely 
connected  with  liiin.” 

Mrs.  White  ce.^sed  speaking,  and  the  silence,  broken  only  by  the  clicking  of 

I  the  ashes  as  they  fell  upmn  the  heai  ih,  grew  insupporlable.  The  room  grew  Lot — 
stilled — and  the  walls,  as  I  raised  my  head  and  looked  wildly  round,  seemed 
closing  in  upon  me.  W'ith  a  wild  cry  I  threw  myself  into  the  arms  that  were 
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held  out  for  me,  heard  the  surging  of  a  great  volcanic  sea,  whose  heat  seemed  to 
rise  like  a  warm  vapour  and  submerge  me — then  I  was  unconscious,  and  woke  to 
find  myself  lying  in  Mrs.  White’s  lap  at  the  open  window — her  tears  falling  on 
my  moistened  hair,  her  hand  holding  a  glass  of  wine-and>water  to  my  lips. 

“  It  is  very,  very  cruel,  dear  Mrs.  W'hite,”  I  said ;  “  but  oh  1  my  mother  loTei 
me,  and  I  will  see  her  when  you  think  it  best.” 

There  was  no  discussion  of  the  narrative  of  my  identity  that  night,  for  a  long, 
passionate  fit  of  weeping  seized  us  both ;  then  fragrant  tea,  and  restored  tran¬ 
quillity  ;  a  prayer  such  as  a  mother  might  have  breathed  for  her  own  beloved 
child  from  my  newly-found  friend ;  a  broken  thanksgiving  from  myself,  such  as  I  i 
could  offer  for  a  mother  who  had  only  just  been  made  known  to  me,  although  1 
knew  her  well — seemed  again  to  touch  the  dishevelled  lock  of  fair  hair — once  more 
to  look  into  the  stricken  face  which  had  met  mine  at  Mrs.  Bradley’s  so  short  t 
time  ago,  and  yet  which  was  separated  from  the  present  by  such  a  seeming  distanos 
when  measured  by  events. 

“You  shall  sleep  with  me  to-night,  dear,”  Mrs.  White  said,  when  she  had 
lighted  a  wax  candle ;  “  we'll  not  part  till  you  are  better  able  to  think — so  come 
along.  See,  I’ve  prepared  this  light  for  burning  till  morning.” 

Held  in  those  maternal  arms,  I  slept  away  the  excitement  and  confusion  of  the 
first  day  in  my  new  home — slept  peacefully,  but  not  without  a  dream  of  her  who 
should  have  occupied  that  place  beside  me. 


HAPPY  WINTER. 


Said  Winter,  and  he  strove  to  frown, 

“  Why  do  you  love  me,  yonng  and  old? 

The  drifting  snows  my  forehead  crown, 

My  heart  is  hard,  my  blood  is  cold.” 

“  Ah,  no  1”  said  both  j  “  we  love  you  well, 
For  fresh  delights  remember'd  long ; 

Your  voice  is  merry  as  a  bell, 

And  all  your  accents  sound  like  song. 

So  smile,  old  Winter,  smile  again. 

You  but  pretend  our  foe  to  be; 

You  warm  and  cheer  the  hearts  of  men; 

W'e  love  you  for  your  jollity.” 

Said  Winter  to  the  maid  I  love, 

“What  noakes  thee  prize  me,  maiden  fair? 

1  strip  the  verdure  from  the  grove. 

And  hush  the  music  of  the  air.” 

Sweet  was  her  smile  as  she  replied, 

“0  Winter  wild,  though  this  be  true. 


You  come  with  Christmas  at  your  sids— 
You  give  affection  work  to  do  ; 

The  suffering  and  the  poor  yon  seek, 
With  kindly  words  and  offerings  free. 
You  dry  the  tears  on  sorrow's  cheek; 

W’e  love  you  for  your  charity.” 

Old  Winter  kiss'd  the  blushing  maid, 

To  old  and  young  be  held  his  band ; 

“  Who  loves  me  in  this  guise,”  he  said, 

“  Need  fear  no  winter  in  the  land ; 

On  them  I’ll  ask  my  daughter  Spring 
Her  choicest  blooms  aud  balms  to  pour. 
The  Summer  on  their  path  shall  sing, 
And  Autumn  bless  them  with  its  store. 
So  be  ye  happy  on  the  earth, 

Whate’er  your  name  or  station  be, 

Who  mingle  with  your  Yule-tide  mirth 
Your  bounteous  Christian  charity.” 


Chables  JIackat. 
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STUDIES  m  BOTANY. 

I  IV. — THE  LEAK. 

Descriition  ok  the  Leak. — We  have  now  to  consider  that  important  organ 
of  vegetation  through  which  the  fluids  of  the  plant  are  exposed  to  the  magical 
influence  of  air  and  light.  The  leaf  invariably  grows  from  the  stem,  and  is  gene¬ 
rally  a  flat  expanded  body  formed  of  parenchyma  or  cellular  tissue,  strengthened 
by  a  woody  skeleton  or  framework.  The  parts  of  the  stem  from  which  the  leaves 
,  spring  are  called  H odes ;  and  the  spaces  between  such  parts,  internodes.  The  leaf 
usually  grows  horizontally,  so  that  one  surface  looks  to  the  heavens,  and  the  other 
to  the  earth.  In  some  kinds  of  plants,  however,  we  find  the  leaves  placed  verti¬ 
cally,  or  with  their  edges  directed  to  the  same  points ;  but,  as  this  mode  of  growth 
i  is  rare,  the  terms  upper  and  lower  are  generally  applied  to  the  two  surfaces  of  the 

I  leaf.  The  part  of  the  organ  next  the  stem  is  called  the  base,  and  the  opposite  ex- 

I  tremity  the  apt  x,  while  the  lines  connecting  these  two  points  are  termed  the  edges, 

;  1  or  murgins.  The  angle  formed  by  the  upper  surface  of  the  leaf  with  the  stem  is 

styled  the  axil ;  and  everything  which  springs  from  this  angle  is  said  to  be  axillary. 
Buds  are  usually  developed  in  the  axils.  The  leaf  is  sometimes  articulated  with 
■  the  stem,  and  when  it  falls  off  a  scar  remains ;  at  other  times  it  is  continuous  with 
it,  and  then  decays  gradually  without  dropping  off.  In  their  early  state  all  leaves 
are  continuous  with  the  stems  from  which  they  spring,  and  it  is  only  in  their  after¬ 
growth  that  joints  or  articulations  are  formed.  When  leaves  fall  off  annually, 
I  they  are  said  to  be  deciduous ;  when  they  remain  for  two  or  more  years,  they  are 
1  tcergreen,  or  jfersistent. 

I  A  leaf  usually  consists  of  two  distinct  parts  :  a  fiat  expanded  portion,  called 
I  the  Hade,  lamina,  or  limb ;  and  a  narrower  portion,  which  joins  it  to  the  stem,  and 

I  which  is  termed  the  petiole,  or  leaf-stalk.  The  apex  of  the  blade  is  the  oldest  part 

of  such  a  leaf,  and  the  base  of  the  stalk  the  youngest  part.  When  a  leaf  has  no 


distinct  stalk,  but  consists  of  the  flat  portion  only,  it  is  said  to  be  sessile.  The 
occurrence  of  two  little  organs  at  the  base  of  the  leaf-stalk  is  frequent ;  and  as 
these  usually  resemble  the  expanded  part  of  the  leaf,  they  have  been  termed 
stipules,  or  little  blades.  But  though  commonly  of  a  leafy  character,  stipules 
sometimes  take  such  curious  forms  that  they  can  only  be  identified  by  their 
position  at  the  base  of  the  petiole,  or  the  blade  if  the  leaf  bo  sessile.  In  the  Rose, 
the  stipules  appear  as  little  membranous  parts  adhering  to  the  base  of  the  leaf¬ 
stalk.  In  the  common  Mallow,  and  in  the  Geranium,  they  take  the  form  of  little 
leaves,  and  proceed,  not  from  the  leaf-stalk,  but  from  the  stem  of  the  plant  at 
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either  side  of  the  base  of  the  leaf-stalk.  In  the  wild  Heartsease  they  are  extremely 
large,  and  are  divided  into  several  segments.  In  the  Itobinia  they  occur  as  sharp 
prickles,  and  in  the  Smilax  as  delicate  tendrils.  Stipules,  when  present,  whatever 
their  form,  arc  to  be  regarded  as  portions  of  the  leaf,  and  not  as  distinct  organs. 
They  appear  at  a  somewhat  late  perio<l  of  the  development  of  the  leaf,  but  their 
growth  is  exceedingly  rapid,  owing  to  their  close  proximity  to  the  stem.  Hence 
they  arrive  at  maturity  before  the  other  jwrtions  of  the  leaf. 

Vexation  of  Leaves. — Leaves  generally  consist  of  vascular  tissue,  in  the 
form  of  veius,  ribs,  or  uerves,  and  of  soft  cellular  tissue,  or  paraichyma,  filUng  up 
the  interstices  between  the  veins.  The  skeleton  leaves,  w’hich  may  often  be  found 
in  damp  ditches  in  winter,  show  the  vascular  system  beautifully,  the  whole  of  the 
parenchyma  having  been  destroyed  by  maceration.  The  term  renation  has  been 
applied  to  the  distribution  of  the  veins.  In  most  leaves  this  can  be  easily  traced, 
but  in  the  case  of  some  succulent  plants  the  veins  arc  obscure,  and  the  leaves  are 
said  to  be  hidden-veined.  Again,  in  the  low'er  tribes  of  plants,  as  the  hlosses  and 
Sea-weeds,  the  leaves  are  not  strengthened  by  vascular  tissue ;  and,  from  being 
destitute  of  true  veins,  they  have  been  termed  vetnkss. 

In  an  ordinary  leaf  there  may  be  observed  a  central  vein,  larger  than  the  rest, 
which  is  called  the  midrib;  this  gives  off  veins  later.ally,  which  cither  end  in 
curvatures  within  the  margin,  as  in  the  leaf  of  the  Lilac,  or  proceed  directly  to 
the  edges,  as  in  the  Oak-leaf.  These  veins,  again,  give  origin  to  smaller  ones, 
which  are  distinguished  by  the  term  veinlets.  Some  leaves,  as  those  of  the  Common 
Sycamore  and  the  Melon,  instead  of  midribs,  liave  each  three  or 
more  large  veins,  which  proceed  from  the  base  to  different  pai-ts 
of  the  apex — such  veins  are  commonly  termed  rib.<i.  Ju  the 
common  leaves  which  we  have  enumerated  the  primary  veins  give 
off  secondary  veins,  and  these  in  their  turn  give  off  tertiary  veins, 
and  so  on  until  a  complete  network  is  produced.  To  such  a 
distribution  of  veins  the  name  of  reticulated  or  netted  venation 
has  been  applied. 

Another  kind  of  venation  may  be  observed  in  the  leaves  of 
most  monocotyledonous  plants.  The  leaf  has  a  midrib,  with  veins 
running  nearly  parallel  to  it  from  the  base  to  the  apex,  as  in  a 
blade  of  grass,  and  in  the  beautiful  leaf  of  the  Fan  palm;  or  else  the  veifls 
proceed  from  the  midrib  throughout  its  whole  course,  and  run  parallel  to  each 
other  in  a  straight  or  curved  direction  towards  the  edges  of  the  leaf,  as  in  the 
Plantain  and  Banana.  In  these  cases  the  veins  are  often  united  by  cross  veinlets, 
which  do  not,  however,  form  an  angular  network.  The  venation  of  these  leaves 
is  said  to  be  parulkl. 


pAr«lIi'Uv4'inetl  Leaf  of  the  Banana. 


FoiiMs  OF  Leaves. — ^The  terms  which  are  used  to  distinguish  the  different 
forms  of  leaves  are  so  numerous,  that,  were  we  to  ask  the  fair  student  to  try  to 
remember  all  of  them,  we  fear  she  would  give  up  Botany  in  disgust.  We  shau, 
therefore,  only  allude  to  the  most  important  forms,  and  only  give  those  terms 
which  must  be  recollected.  Leaves  have  Ijcen  divided  into  simple  and  compound. 
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Thus,  a  leaf  is  called  simple  if  it  has  only  one  blade,  however  much  this  may  be 
divided,  so  that  the  divisions  do  not  extend  to  the  midrib  or  petiole ;  the  Pear, 
the  Oak,  the  Lilac,  the  Geranium,  and  the  Cabbage  have  simple  leaves.  A  leaf  is 
termed  compound  when  the  blade  is  separated  into  two  or  more  distinct  portions, 
each  of  which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  petiole  as  the  petiole  itself  does  to 
the  stem  from  which  it  arises.  The  separate  portions  of  a  compound  leaf  are  called 
Uajiets,  and  these  may  either  be  sessile  or  furnished  with  stalks,  called  pctioZuZcx, 
or  partial  2U'lioks,  the  main  axis  which  supports  them  being  termed  the  rachis,  or 
common  petiole.  The  leaflets  of  a  compound  leaf  may  Ihj  at  once  distinguished 
from  the  sepmate  leaves  of  a  branch  by  their  being  all  situated  on  the  same  plane ; 
moreover,  the  entire  leaf,  when  it  dies,  commonly  falls  off  the  stem  in  one  piece, 
and  not  leaflet  by  leaflet.  The  leaves  of  the  Hose,  Clover,  Elder,  and  Horse- 
Chestnut  are  familiar  examples. 

The  margins  of  leaves  arc  sometimes  smooth  and  undivided,  but  more  fre¬ 
quently  indented  or  scalloped.  A  leaf  is  said  to  be  entire  when  its  margins  are 
smooth,  as  in  the  Garden  Nasturtium  and  the  whole  Orchis  tribe.  Of  the  indented, 
or  toothed,  leaves,  botanists  distinguish  severaljVarieties.^If  the  teeth  arc  sharp, 
like  those  of  a  saw,  and  all  directed  towards  the  apex,  the  leaf  is 
serrate,  as  in  the  Common  Nettles  and  the  Itose.  If  these  saw-like 
teeth  are  themselves  serrate  it  is  hiserrate,  as  in  the  Elm.  When  the  : 

teeth  are  very  minute  the  leaf  is  serndate ;  and  when  they  are  largo  i  . 
and  sharp,  but  do  not  point  to  any  particular  direction,  the  leaf  is 
dentate,  or  toothed.  When  the  projections  arc  rounded  the  leaf  is 
crenate,  as  in  the  Ground  Ivy  and  llorse-radi.sli ;  but  if  these  are 
themselves  scalloped,  it  is  hicrenate.  When  a  leaf  is  minutely  seal- 
loped  its  character  is  distinguished  by  the  term  crenulated.  When 
the  margin  pre.'Cnts  alternately  deep  concavities  and  bold  convexities, ^it  is 
sinuate,  as  in  some  species  of  Oak ;  and  when  the  margin  is  only  slightly 
sinuous,  as  in  the  Holly,  it  is  said  to  bo  tcary.  Again,  when  the  margin  jis 
very  irregulai',  and  twisted  and  curled,  as  in  the  Garden  Endive,  it  is  said  to  be 
crisped. 

A  simple  leaf  is  sometimes  more  deeply  divided  than  in  the  above  instances, 
and  the  segments  produced  receive  different  names,  according  to  their  nature.  If 
the  incisions  reach  about  midway  between  the  margin  and  midrib,  or  petiole,  the 
leaf  is  said  to  be  cleft,  and  its  divisions  are  called  lobes ;  if  they  extend  almost  as 
far  as  the  midrib,  or  base,  the  leaf  is  partite,  and  the  divisions  are  then  termed 
jiartitions;  and  if  they  quite  reach  the  midrib,  or  hose,  .'teymeuts  are  formed,  and 
the  leaf  is  said  to  be  di.ssected.  These  segments  differ  from  the  leaflets  of  a  com¬ 
pound  leaf  in  never  being  articulated,  and  also  from  each  being  united  to  the  mid¬ 
rib,  or  petiole,  by  a  broad  base.  In  describing  incised  leaves  botanists  make  use 
of  the  terms  hifd,  or  two-cleft ;  trifd,  or  three-cleft ;  multifd,  or  many-cleft ; 
tripartite,  trisected,  and  so  on,  according  to  the  number  of  lobes,  partitions,  or 
sections.  The  divisions  of  leaves  are  always  arranged  in  the  direction  of  the 
prominent  veins ;  thus  those  of  feather-reined  ^leaves  are  directed  towards  the 
midrib,  while  those  of  palnintely-reined  extend  towards  the  base.  A  cleft,  feather- 
veined  leaf,  as  that  of  the  Common  Oak,|^s  said  to^be  jnnnatifd — from  the  Latin 
words,  pinna,  a  wing,  aud.  ftssns,  a  cleft  ;';while  a  partite  leaf  ^^^with^thc  same  vena¬ 
tion,  as  that  of  the  Valerian,  is  said  to  be  pinnatipartite. '  In  the  same  manner 
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innumerable  terms  have  been  formed,  by  the  addition  of  -fid,  -partite,  and  -sected, 
to  the  words  used  to  distinguish  different  kinds  and  forms  of  simple  leaves. 

The  most  important  forms  we  will  now  enumerate.  Generally  speaking,  feather- 
veined  leaves  have  a  greater  length  than  breadth,  and  this  is  also  commonly  the 
case  with  parallel- veined  leaves;  while  those  which  have  veins  radiating  from  the 
petiole  or  base  (palmately-veined)  are  more  or  less  rounded.  When  the  paren¬ 
chyma  is  developed  symmetrically  on  each  side  of  the  midrib,  the  leaf  is  equal,  but 
when  more  is  developed  on  one  side  than  the  other  it  is  unequal,  or  oblique.  The 
beautiful  leaf  of  the  Begonia  is  a  remarkable  example  of  the  latter  form.  A 
narrow  leaf  having  nearly  the  same  breadth  throughout  its  entire  length,  as  that 
of  the  Goose-grass,  is  called  linear ;  and  when  such  a  leaf  terminates  in  a  sharp 
point,  as  that  of  the  common  Juniper,  it  is  said  to  be  act  rose,  or  needle-shaped. 
When  a  leaf  tapers  from  the  centre  towards  both  base  and  apex,  as  in  the  White 
Willow,  it  is  lanceolate;  or  if  its  length  does  not  so  greatly  exceed  its  breadth,  as 
in  the  Pear,  it  is  ocal.  When  a  leaf  is  hollowed  out  at  the  base,  and  more  or  leas 
pointed  at  the  apex,  so  that  it  bears  some  resemblance  to  the  heart  on  a  playing- 
card,  it  is  cordate,  or  heart-shajwd,  as  in  the  Black  Bryony  and  Dog-Violet ;  a 
similarly-formed  leaf,  but  broader  and  rounder  at  the  apex,  is  reni/orm,  or  kidney¬ 
shaped,  as  in  the  Ground  Ivy.  A  le£^  resembling  the  head  of  an  arrow  is  sayittate; 
and  one  that  has  the  form  of  a  halbert,  hastate.  Other  common  forms  are  known 
as  orbicular,  or  round ;  ovate,  or  egg-shaped  ;  and  cuneate,  or  wedge-shaped.  The 
term  palmate  is  applietl  to  a  leaf  with  radiating  venation  divided  into  five  spreading 
lobes,  which  are  united  by  an  expansion  of  parenchyma,  so  that  the  whole  some¬ 
what  resembles  the  palm  of  the  hand  with  spreading  fingers.  This  form  of  leaf  is 
seen  in  some  species  of  Passion-fiower.  When  there  are  more  than  five  lobes,  as  in 
the  leaf  of  the  Castor-Oil  Plant,  the  term  palmatijid  is  used.  A  dUjitate  or  finger- 
leaf  only  differs  from  a  palmate  one  in  having  narrower  lobes. 

The  terms  used  in  describing  the  simple  leaf  are  applicable  to  the  leaflets  of  the 
compound  organ.  We  have,  therefore,  now  only  to  speak  of  the  compound  leaf  as 
a  whole,  and  to  give  the  terms  used  to  distinguish  its  various  modifications.  When 
a  feather- veined  leaf  is  separated  into  distinct  portions,  or  leaflets,  it  is  said  to  be 
pinnate.  The  leaflets  (or  pinnx,  as  they  are  sometimes  called)  are  arranged  along 
the  side  of  the  rachis,  or  common  petiole,  in  pairs.  The  leaf  is  said  to  be  equally 
or  abruptly  pinnate  when  it  ends  with  a  pair  of  pinnse,  and  unequally  pinnate  when 
there  is  a  single  terminal  leaflet.  Sometimes  the  leaflets  of  a  pinnate  leaf  are 


Abruptly  Pinoate  l^af. 


themselves  pinnate ;  or,  in  other  words,  partial  petioles  having  the  characters  of 
pinnate  leaves  are  arranged  on  the  common  petiole ;  such  a  leaf  -  is  said  to  be 
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hipinnate.  The  secondary  petioles — or  pinnules^  as  they  are  termed — may  also,  in 
a  like  manner,  become  pinnate,  and  the  leaf  will  then  be  tripinnate.  When  the 
division  extends  beyond  this  point  a  decompound  leaf  is  produced,  examples  of 
vhich  are  afforded  by  many  umbelliferous  plants. 

In  a  compound  leaf  with  radiating  venation  the  leaflets  come  from  the  same 
point,  instead  of  being  arranged  along  each  side  of  a  common  stalk.  If  such  a 
leaf  consists  of  three  leaflets  it  is  tematc,  as  in  the  Strawberry ;  quadrinate  if  there 
are  four,  as  in  Herb  Paris  ;  quinate,  if  there  are  five ;  septernate,  if  there  are  seven, 
as  in  the  Horse  Chestnut ;  and  muUifoliate  if  there  are  more  than  seven,  as  in  the 
Lupin.  These  leaves,  like  those  which  are  pinnate,  may  be  again  divided  and 
subdivided.  Thus,  if  the  common  petiole  or  leaf-stalk  divides  into  three  partia 
ones,  each  of  which  bears  three  leaflets,  the  leaf  is  hiternate,  or  doubly  ternate,  a 
in  the  Masterwort ;  but  if  each  of  these  secondary  petioles  again  divides  into  three 
others,  each  of  which  bears  three  leaflets,  as  in  the  Bane-berry,  a  triternate  leaf  is 
produced.  When  further  divided,  a  palmately- veined  compound  leaf  is  said  to  be 
decompound.  A  few  more  important  forms  of  leaves  have  yet  to  be  described ; 
but,  as  they  are  connected  with  the  subject  of  our  next  paper — namely,  the 
arrangement  of  leaves  upon  the  stem — we  will  not  consider  them  at  present. 

J.  C.  B. 


Triternate  Leaf  of  Bane^berrjr 


DEATH  OF  THE  PHINCE  CONSORT. 

Tub  death  of  Prince  Albert,  on  Saturday,  December  14th,  1861,  is  felt  as  a 
family  calamity  in  every  household  of  the  llritish  Empire.  The  noble  and  the 

{)easant  alike  grieve  at  a  bereavement  which  has  so  suddenly  blighted  the  domestic 
iliss  that  commenced  with  the  iiuptia’s  of  his  Koyal  Highness  and  our  beloved 
(t'leen.  All  lament  the  departure  Iroai  amongst  them,  in  the  full  strength  of  bis 
mature  manhood,  of  one  who,  as  a  husband,  father,  prince,  and,  in  the  highest  sense 
of  the  word,  “gentleman,”  was  an  example  of  excellence  to  every  person  of  every 
rank  in  the  kingdom.  Of  him  it  can  he  truly  said,  and  without  the  slightest 
exaggeration — 

"  If  ever  Heaven’s  high  hlcasiiiga  met  In  one  man. 

And  there  erected  to  their  holy  uses 
A  sacred  mind  tit  liir  tlieir  services, 

Ituilt  ail  of  iiolish'd  lionour,  'twas  iti  this  nun." 

How  few  are  the  years  since  the  name  of  the  Prince  Consort  was  lirst  muh? 
known  to  the  English  people  as  the  accepted  suitor  of  her  Jlajesfy !  and,  during 
those  few  years,  how  quickly  and  how  firmly  have  his  personal  ([uaiitie.s,  his  gre  tt 
wisdom  and  discretion,  combined  with  his  vast  mental  accouiplisbmciits,  won  fur 
him  the  love,  and  secured  fur  him  the  admiration,  of  all  classes! 

To  him,  beyond  all  others,  is  England  indebted  for  the  manifestation  of  her 
superiority  over  all  the  nations  of  the  earth;  not  her  superiority  as  the  mightiest 
of  military  Powers,  nor  her  unattainable  strength  as  mistress  of  the  seas;  but  in  lier 
unsurpassable  energies,  vigour,  skill,  resources,  and  riches  in  the  arts,  in  trade,  in 
agriculture,  in  commerce — in  the  development  of  all  that  tends  to  the  well-being, 
comforts,  and  prosperity  of  the  liuman  race.  The  glorious  ]ieace-triiimph — the  Great 
Exhibition  of  1851 — was  the  noble  thought  of  the  master-mind  of  Prince  Albert;  and 
to  his  iintfagging  zeal  in  carrying  out  that  thought  to  its  fuil  development  was  its 
extraordinary  success  mainly  attributable.  He  sought,  whilst  teaching  other  n.ations 
the  secret  of  England’s  greatness,  so  to  instruct  tlie  English  peojile  that  they  might, 
fur  the  future,  perform  nobler  things  than  any  that  had  hitherto  been  successlully 
achieved  by  them.  In  all  that  affected  tlie  mental  and  moral  improvement  of  the 
nation,  his  watchword  was  ever  “forward” — ever  “further  improvement” — ever 
“  additional  knowledge.”  And  thus  was  he  engaged — thus  inciting  nobles,  scholars, 
artists,  mechanicians,  to  proceed  onward,  still  onward,  to  the  Exhibition  of  1862 — 
when,  alas  I  the  mastcr-imnd  is  arrested  in  its  jirogress — ^tbe  hand  that  pointed  to  the 
time  to  come  is  palsied — Death  stands  within  the  walls  of  Windsor  Palace — a  ({ueen 
is  widowed — Princes  are  orphans — and  the  Empire  shrouded  in  mourning  ! 

“  Is  there  no  const.mcy  in  earthly  tilings. 

No  happiness  in  us,  but  wiiat  must  aiter, 

Xo  Ufo  without  the  heavy  load  ol'  fortune !" 

If  wc  would  estimate  fully  the  virtues  and  the  excellence  of  Prince  Albert,  wc 
can  only  rightly  do  so  by  contrasting  liim  with  another  to  whoni,  in  his  death,  he 
bears  some  resemblance.  Anne  w.as  Queen  Eegnant  of  England  when  her  husband, 
tne  Prince  Consort.  Prince  George  of  Denmark,  died  at  Kensington  Palace,  on  the 
l.'8th  of  October,  1708.  _  Of  the  latter,  all  that  his  psnegyrists  caa  say  in  liis  praise  is, 
that  he  “  was  an  illustrious  example  of  conjugal  affection  among  the  great."  This, 
too,  can  be  said  of  Prince  Albert ;  and  much  more  must  be  .added.  His  virtues  survive 
in  his  children.  His  mental  accomplishments  rendered  him  as  superior  to  most  men 
he  came  in  contact  with  as  he  was  in  princely  rank  elevated  above  tlieni.  He  was  the 
patron  of  genius  and  the  fosterer  of  learning,  whilst  his  energies  were  untiring  in  the 
promotion  o^  education  amongst  the  poorer,  and  of  elevating  its  standard  with  the 
middle  and  upper,  classes  of  society. 

The  father  of  the  next  King  of  England  has  been  taken  away  when  he  had 
merely  attained  the  middle  age  of  life ;  but  his  presence  amongst  us  will,  we  trust, 
for  many  ages  have  a  happy  influence  upon  the  future  destinies  of  England.  In 
“the  Hope  of  the  Empire'’ — the  Prince  of  Wales— the  exalting  and  endearing 
qualities  of  the  Prince  Consort  are  discernible.  In  him — as  in  an  apt  pupil — we  see 
the  teachings  of  a  wise  and  provident  parent — in  him  are  to  be  found  the  same  love 
for  our  glorious  Constitution  and  our  ancient  institutions — and  in  him  also  the  same 
desire  to  uphold  the  dignity  of  the  Crown,  to  respect  the  rights  and  guard  the  liberties 
of  the  people — in  him  arc  the  self-same  qualities  which  characterised  every  act  and 
word  of  the  lamented  Prince  Consort,  and  that  rendered  him  worthy  of  being  the 
husband  of  our  gracious  Queen  Victoria. 

“  Nature  pick’d  several  flowers  from  her  choice  banks 
And  bound  tlicin  up  in  liiiii,  sendiiif;  liim  forth 
A  garland  for  the  bosom  of  a  queen." 
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TiiF.itK  are  but  few  moments  more  solemnly  su"c;estiTe  than  these  which  follow  when  the 
wild  wailing  of  the  bells  is  hushed,  and  they  hold  their  breath,  as  it  were,  to  listen  as  the  church 
clock,  in  proclaiming  the  midnight  hour,  tolls  the  death-knell  of  the  old  year  which  is  just 
departing  from  us.  Do  we  not  then  long  for  a  halting-place  on  the  high  road  of  life,  where, 
pausing  awhile  in  our  journey,  we  may  look  back  over  the  way  by  which  wc  have  come— may 
glance  at  the  tract  wc  have  yet  to  traverse,  draw  up  plans  for  our  future  guidance,  and  gain  fresh 
strength  ere  we  trust  ourselves  on  the  untried  ground  which  yet  remains  to  be  trodden  ?  Ay,  but 
it  may  not  be.  There  is  no  Subbalh  between  year  and  year.  Wo  must  make  all  our  observations, 
form  all  our  resolutions,  en  voyage — on,  on  wc  must  go ;  the  rest  will  be  hereafter,  and  only  when 
time  shall  be  no  more.  Meanwhile - 

And  now  the  bells  burst  forth  with  joyous  pe.al  in  honour  of  the  new-born  year,  and  we  are 
straightway  summoned  to  perform  our  homage  at  the  cradle  of  eighteen  hundred  and  sixty-two. 
Very  crowded  is  his  presence-chamber,  and  very  diverse  are  the  expressions  which  may  be 
observed  in  the  faces  of  those  in  attendance,  hope  beaming  iu  some,  despair  clouding  others,  as 
their  possessors  give  greeting  to  Time's  infant  olfspring,  and  welcome  him  with  awe,  not  knowing 
what  influence  he  may  have  over  their  future  destinies;  for,  although  his  bumps  at  present  are 
not  sufficiently  developed  to  reward  the  manipulations  of  a  phrenologist,  and  his  baby  features 
are  too  undefined  to  afford  a  satisfactory  study  to  a  political  Lavater,  his  horoscope  is  such  that 
he  will,  in  all  probability,  prove  a  true  annus  mirabilis,  one  which  history  and  tradition  shall 
impress  on  the  memory  of  our  latest  posterity. 

We  have  barely  time  to  wish  that  all  our  readers  may  enjoy  A  IIai'I’Y  New  Ye.vr  when  the 
prime  minister  January  presents  himself  before  us,  a  worthy  descendant  of  him  who  in  Spenser's 
time  was 

- “  wrapped  well 

In  many  weeds  to  keep  the  cold  away. 

Yet  did  he  quake  and  quiver  like  to  quell. 

Ami  blow  his  navies  to  warmo  them  if  lie  may.” 

Ho  is  said  to  bo  a  namesake  of  the  Koman  deity  Janus,  who  was  so  called,  according  to  soma 
authorities,  because  ho  presided  over  the  portals  (Janua)  of  the  celestial  regions,  and  was  repre¬ 
sented  with  two  faces,  because,  in  his  quality  of  gate-keeper,  an  additional  pair  of  eyes  was  of  no 
small  service  to  him.  Hence  nothing  defamatory  is  implied  when  wc  assert  that  January  is 
”  double-faced.”  He  is  so — .all  honour  to  him  for  the  same  1  Whilst  looking  at  the  present  and 
the  future,  he  gazes  still  on  the  example  afforded  by  the  past— a  peculiar  form  of  second-sight 
which  might  bo  advantageously  cultivated  by  many  of  those  who  sit  in  high  places. 

Kight  days  after  the  birth  of  a  Jewish  child  it  was  subjected  to  circumcision,  in  token  of  its 
admission  into  covenant  with  God,  by  whom  that  rite  was  originally  instituted,  and  the  per¬ 
formance  of  it  enjoined  upon  Abraham  and  his  seed  after  him  “  in  all  their  generations.”  We 
read  in  St.  Luke's  Gospel  (ii.  28)  that  the  b.alic  Jesus  was  so  made  subject  to  the  Law,  and  hcnco 
the  Church  sets  apart  the  first  day  of  the  civil  year  for  the  commemoration  of  the  festival  of  the 
Circumcision,  when  we  may  contrast  our  imperfect  obedience  with  the  perfection  of  Him  who  was 
thus  minded  “to  fulfil  all  righteousness.” 

The  social  and  domestic  observance  connected  with  the  season  is  well  known,  for  - 
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- "this  is  Newe  yeares  day, 

whereon  to  every  friende 
They  costly  presents  in  do  hrinf;, 
and  Newe  yeares  giftes  do  sende" — 

a  laudablt  ctutom  originating  with  the  Romans,  who  set  us  an  example  of  kindly  liberality  on 
such  occasions  which  we  moderns  are  not  only  ready  to  follow  but  even  to  surpass,  as  is  testilied 
by  tbs  various  articles  of  "  bigotry  and  virtue’’  which  tradesmen  find  it  worth  while  to  provide  as 
fit  representatives  of  the  affection  felt  for  us  by  our  richer  relatives  and  friends. 

Un  the  6th  of  January,  twelve  days  after  Christmas,  we  celebrate  the  feast  of  the  Eptpkani/, 
or  (as  the  word  signifies)  Manifestation  of  the  Saviour  to  the  Uentiles,  when,  by  means  of  a  star, 
wise  men  were  led  from  the  East  unto  Jerusalem,  and  thence  to  Bethlehem,  where  they  beheld 
the  celestial  herald  standing  over  the  place  where  Mary  and  the  young  child  were.  “  When  they 
saw  the  star  they  rejoiced  with  exceeding  great  joy,"  and,  entering  into  the  house,  they  became 
the  first  recorded  worshippers  of  the  Godhead  made  flesh,  and  presented  the  holy  babe  with  gold, 
frankincense,  and  myrrh,  their  gifts  being  typical  of — “  the  gold  the  tribute  to  a  king,  the  incense 
of  adoration  to  a  God,  the  myrrh  of  reeognition  as  a  mortal  and  a  man  of  sorrows.” 

The  evening  of  this  day,  called  Ticeljlh  Sight,  is  a  time  of  great  domestic  rejoicing,  so  that 
the  amount  of  cake  which  is  consumed  at  this  season  in  various  British  households  must  be 
something  calculated  to  astonish  weak  minds  and  to  add  strength  to  the  total  of  doctors'  bills. 
We  know  not  whether  housewives  still  insert  a  bean  and  a  pea  in  the  spicy  mass,  so  that  he 
whose  portion  contains  the  one  may  style  himself  king,  and  she  who  obtains  the  other  may  for  a 
few  hours  enjoy  the  title  of  queen ;  but  we  h-ave  reason  to  remember  that  the  custom  of  drawing 
for  “  characters”  is  not  yet  discontinued,  and  are  ready  to  endorse  the  sage  opinion  that  those 
"sold  by  the  pastrycooks  are  either  commonplace  or  gross;’’  that  “when  genteel  they  are  inane, 
when  humorous  they  are  vulgar.” 

The  Jlonday  next  following  Twelfth  Day  is  known  as  Plongh  Monday,  whereon  farmers’  men 
go  about  begging  in  various  ridiculous  disguises,  and  spend  the  fruit  of  their  importunities  in  the 
service  of  Sir  John  Barleycorn. 

St.  Hilary  (January  Idth)  signalised  himself  by  his  strenuous  opposition  to  the  heresy  of  Aiius, 
wherefore  St.  Jerome  calls  him  "the  Trumpet  of  the  Latins  against  the  Arians;”  and  though  the 
fearless  profession  of  his  opinions  resulted  in  his  temporary  banishment  from  the  bishopric  of 
Poictiers,  it  has  gained  for  him  the  esteem  and  respect  of  all  who  feel  that  admiration  is  due  to 
one  of  the  noblest  confessors  ever  enrolled  beneath  the  banner  of  the  Church.  After  many  years 
of  controversy,  Hilary  was  suffered  to  return  to  his  see,  and  there  he  closed  his  eyes,  and  his  spirit 
winged  its  flight  to  that  better  land  where  “  the  wicked  cciise  from  troubling,”  A.n.  368. 

We  doubt  if  our  readers  would  altogether  appreciate  that  ancient  regulation  unearthed  by 
Surtees  from  the  register  of  Norton  Church : — “  JIarriage  comes  in  on  the  13th  of  .January  and  at 
Septuagesima  Sunday.  It  is  out  again  until  Low  Sunday,  at  which  time  it  comes  in  again,  and 
goes  not  out  till  Rogation  Sunday;  thence  it  is  forbidden  until  Trinity  Sunday;  thence  it  is  unfor¬ 
bidden  till  Advent  Sunday,  and  comes  not  in  again  till  the  13th  of  January.” 

The  history  of  St.  Prisca  (January  18tb)  is  shrouded  in  much  obscurity.  By  some  writers  she 
is  represented  as  a  young  maiden  of  thirteen  years  of  age,  who  was  cruelly  put  to  death  in  Rome, 
A.D.  270.  It  is  probable,  however,  that  several  of  the  same  name  have  .shed  their  blood  in  the 
cause  of  the  Cross,  and  at  this  distance  of  time  it  is  somewhat  difficult  to  determine  which  one  of 
them  in  particular  the  Church  designs  to  commemorate. 

A  dove  lighting  upon  the  head  of  St.  Fabian  (January  20th),  when  he  was  assembled  with 
some  others  to  elect  a  Bishop  of  Rome,  was  the  cause  of  bis  elevation  to  the  pontifical  chair, 
which  he  filled  with  credit  for  some  time.  It  was  at  his  instigation  that  St.  Denys  and  his 
companions  bore  the  glad  tidings  of  the  Gospel  to  Gaul.  Fabian  fell  in  the  persecution  of  Decius, 
A.n.  230. 

The  legend  of  St.  Agnes  (January  2l8t)  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  as  well  as  one  of  the  most 
touching  of  those  to  which  we  shall  have  occasion  to  allude.  This  maiden  was  sought  in  marriage, 
when  only  thirteen  years  old,  by  the  son  of  the  prefect  Sempronius ;  but  she  having  rejected  his 
suit,  and  having  stated  her  intention  of  leading  a  life  of  celibacy,  adding,  "  I  am  already  betrothed 
to  a  Lover  who  is  greater  and  fairer  than  any  earthly  suitor,”  the  young  man  took  to  his  bed  and 
refused  to  be  comforted,  until  his  father  made  diligent  inquiries,  and  discovered  that  Agnes  bad 
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been  speaking  enigmatically,  and  that  she  considered  her  husband  to  be  none  other  than  Jesus 
Christ.  Then  the  crestfallen  youth  arose,  and  the  flame  of  revenge  burnt  so  fiercely  as  to  overwhelm 
the  gentler  fires  of  love  which  had  before  flickered  within  his  breast.  She  was  a  Christian,  was 
she?  Then  she  should  prove  the  strength  of  her  faith  in  the  Crucified  by  sufiering  such  tortures 
tbst,  if  she  were  not  willing  to  become  the  wife  of  her  rejected  lover,  she  should  dream  no  more 
of  a  celestial  Bridegroom,  but  be  only  too  glad  to  purchase  immunity  from  pain  by  entering  into 
the  service  of  the  goddess  Vesta.  So  thought  old  Sempronius  the  prefect,  and  accordingly  no 
cruelty  was  left  untried  which  was  deemed  likely  to  bring  conviction  to  the  gentle  Agnes ;  but  she 
was  miraculously  enabled  to  endure  all  they  chose  to  inflict  upon  her ;  and  when  her  admirer 
advanced  to  renew  addresses  which  her  feebleness  might  have  made  her  unable  to  repel,  an 
invisible  hand  struck  him  to  the  earth,  and  it  was  only  at  the  prayer  of  the  maiden  herself  that  he 
was  restored  to  consciousness.  Then  the  cry  grew  loud  against  her,  “  She  is  a  sorceress  and 
must  die so,  after  an  ineficctual  attempt  to  put  her  to  death  by  burning,  the  merciful  sword 
descended,  and  the  life-blood  of  St.  Agnes  satiated  the  revenge  of  her  enemies.  This  martyr  is 
looked  upon  as  the  special  patroness  of  purity,  and  she  seems  to  be  much  respected  by  those 
young  ladies  who  believe  in  the  thousand-and-one  modes  by  which  they  may  catch  a  glimpse  of 
their  future  husbands,  and  who  recollect  that  Madeline  was  told 

- “  How  on  St.  Agnes’  Eve 

Young  virgins  might  have  visions  of  delight. 

And  soft  adorings  from  their  loves  receive 
Upon  the  honev  (1  middle  of  the  night. 

If  ceremonies  due  they  did  aright ; 

As  supperless  to  bed  they  must  retire, 

And  couch  supine  their  beauties  lily  white, 

Kor  look  behind,  nor  sideways,  but  require 
Of  Heaven  with  upward  eyes  for  all  that  they  desire." 

St.  Vincent  (January  22nd)  was  by  birth  a  Spaniard,  being  a  native  of  Saragossa,  in  Aragon. 
He  was  employed  by  Valerius,  bishop  of  that  place,  in  the  work  of  teaching,  and  was,  together 
with  that  prelate,  accused  as  a  Christian  before  the  tribune  of  Dacian,  and  condemned  to  torture, 
whilst  his  aged  companion,  who  had  not  bore  up  himself  with  the  same  conspicuous  boldness, 
was  compelled  to  vacate  the  city. 

Veather  prophecies  are  rife  at  this  season  of  the  year.  An  old  rhyme  charges  ns— 

“  Remember  on  St.  Vincent’s  Day 
If  that  the  sun  his  rays  display.” 

But  as  we  do  not  know  the  reason  of  the  command,  it  is  probable  that  the  injunction  is  very 
frequently  forgotten. 

St.  Paul  is  also  thought  to  ha^e  great  meteorological  influence ;  and  an  authority  quoted  by 
Hone  scruples  not  to  say — 

“  If  Saint  Paul’s  Day  be  fair  and  clear 
It  does  betide  a  happy  year; 

But  if  it  chance  to  snow  or  rain 
Then  will  be  dear  all  kinds  of  grain ; 

If  clouds  or  mists  do  dark  the  sky 
Great  store  of  birds  and  beasts  shall  die ; 

And  if  the  winds  do  fly  aloft. 

Then  wars  shall  vex  the  kingdome  oft.” 

If  our  fair  readers  carefully  study  these  and  similar  sapient  lines,  they  need  no  longer  invest  in 
the  vaticinatory  calendar  of  Francis  Moore,  but  each  may  be  a  “Vox  Stellamm”  for  herself  and 
her  own  family. 

The  Convereion  of  St.  Paul  (January  26th)  is  an  event  which  has  been  long  and  justly  cele¬ 
brated  by  our  Church,  since  he  was  specially  “  the  apostle  of  the  Gentiles and  it  is  to  his 
writings,  under  God,  that  we  owe  much  of  the  instruction  contained  in  the  New  Testament. 
The  events  recorded  in  the  ninth  chapter  of  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles  are  too  well  known  to 
require  any  of  our  almost-exhausted  sheets,  whereon  we  have  only  space  to  take  leave  of  our 
friends,  and  to  remind  them  of  Voltaire’s  saying,  that  kings  always  get  up  with  a  crick  in  their 
necks  on  the  SOth  of  January.  Would  they  know  the  reason  why?  We  refer  them  to  their 
prayer-books.  Sr.  Switiiik. 


(  ) 
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THE  BOOK  OF  THE  MONTH. 


Thekr  is  a  book  of  travel  which  we  cannot 
ass  over  in  this  Mafrazinr.  It  bears  the  well- 
nown  name  of  Captain  Uukton,  who  is  now 
her  Majesty's  Consul  at  Fernando  Po,  is  dedi¬ 
cated  to  Mr.  Monckton  Milnes,  and  is  called 
The  City  of  the  Saints,  and  Across  the  Rocky 
Mountains  to  California.  (Longman.)  It  is, 
of  course,  mainly  an  account  of  ^lormou-laud 
and  Mormon  polity.  The  “Mormocitcs”arcthe 
only  people — not,  indeed,  that  call  themselves 
soint^  or  that  call  themselves  “  Latter-day 
Saints” — but  they  are  the  only  “  saints”  that 
have  a  “  city”  of  their  own,  and  a  theocratic 
social  polity.  Jlany  travellers  have  visited 
them,  and  varying  accounts  have  been  given  of 
the  way  in  which  that  polity  works  out.  Xot 
a  single  account,  however,  which  has  yet  been 
given  is  held  to  bo  true  or  satisfactory.  There 
are,  of  course,  two  grand  reasons  for  this. 
First  of  all,  readers  have  prepossessions,  and, 
not  liking  to  believe  anything  that  appears  to 
clash  witn  them,  suspect  of  untruthtiilness  any 
feature  in  travellers’  talcs  that  dots  not  square 
with  their  views  of  things.  Secondly,  tra¬ 
vellers  have  prepossessions,  and  see  through 
coloured  spectacles  what  they  do  see — omitting 
to  see  a  good  deal  that  is  relevant.  On  the 
whole,  we  have,  ourselves,  long  ago  come  to 
the  conclnsion  that  so  complicated  a  pheno¬ 
menon  as  ilormonism  is  not  to  be  fairly  re- 
j)orted  on  by  any  single  traveller,  or  by  any 
number  of  travellers  acting  without  concert. 
It  demands,  if  we  arc  to  know  all  about  it,  a 
committee  of  investigation — a  committee  com¬ 
posed  of  representative  men  of  all  classes — who 
should  lay  their  heads  together,  sh.ire  their 
lights,  and  photograph  Mormonism  on  the 
“  principle  of  concert.”  If  we  should  then, 
after  all,  be  no  wiser  than  before  (which  is  not 
at  all  improbable,  as  twelve  men  may  be  as 
much  a  puzzle  and  confusion  to  each  other  as 
one  man  often  is  to  himself),  we  should,  at 
least,  have  the  consolation  of  having  done 
our  best.  While,  however,  the  complex  and 
doubtful  social  phenomena  of  Jlormonism  were 
being  reported  upon  by  such  a  committee  or 
jury — or,  at  least,  while  the  jury  were  making 
up  their  minds — the  probability  is  that  some 
change  would  b.ave  taken  place  which  would 
render  an  entirely  new,  or  o  very  much  modi- 
lied,  report  of  the  phenomena  desirable.  Mor- 
inonism,  like  everything  else  which  has  life  in 
it  (the  quality  of  the  vitality  being  a  question 
which  is  indifferent  to  the  mere  fact  of  growth), 
changes  a  rue  (Trril;  and  it  is  rather  impro¬ 
bable  that  the  American  civil  war  will  pass 
away  without  affording  opportunities,  if  not 
downright  invitations  (couched  in  the  voice  of 
circumstance),  to  the  strange  polygamic  system 
of  the  extreme  West  to  alter  its  relations  to  the 
civilised  community  with  which  it  is  more  or 
less  en  rapport. 

The  great  desire  of  the  Prophet,  Rrigbam 
Young,  is  independence.  He  is  fifty-nine 
years  of  age,  but  a  ‘‘well-kept”  man,  who  looks 
only  forty-tive — full  of  energy  and  of  what  is 
called  “  indomitable  will,”  and’  quite  capable  of 


carrying  oat  any  scheme,  for  which  an  opening 
occurred,  with  tremendous  vigour.  If  he  cau 
secure  “independence,”  he  is  bent,  it  seems, 
upon  a  Maine  Liquor  Law,  and  upon  having 
aUulterv'  punished,  absolutely,  with  death.  So 
much  oozes  out  for  Gentiles ;  but  it  is  quite 
ossible  that  plausible  details  like  these  miiy 
e  put  forward  mcrelv  as  •‘  blinds" — baits  to 
arouse  attention — while  far  other  designs  are 
cherished  in  the  background.  There  is  no 
question  that  Mormonism  h.as  one  trciuendoasly 
strong  point — it  is,  genuinely,  a  theocratic 
concern.  The  people  are  in  the  habit  of  re¬ 
ferring  everything  to  the  Divine  will — .are  real, 
not  sham,  believers  in  tiiual  causes— and  “trust 
in  Providence”  after  a  fashion  which  has  been, 
in  the  past  history  of  the  world,  sometimes 
allied  with  quietism,  and  sometimes  with  tbs 
fiercest  activity,  but  most  commonly,  perhaps, 
with  the  latter.  “Heaven  helps  those  that 
help  themselves;”  and  some  of  those  who  have 
the  strongest  belief  that  it  is  “  the  Lord”  who 
“  provides,”  and  who  dispose  of  any  practical 
difliculty,  when  they  have  done  their  ocst,  by 
saying  “The  Lord  will  provide,”  have  been 
distinguished  by  their  “  way,”  or  “  knack,”  of 
meeting  events  as  they  arise,  with  something 
so  very  like  inspiration,  that  the  attention  of 
the  least  superstitious  is  arrested,  and  tbo 
most  matter-of-fact  theory  of  things  confused. 
Of  course,  what  will  become  of  Mormonism, 
and  especially  of  the  Mormon  people  and 
Mormon  institutions,  depends  very  much  upon 
who  may  happen  to  be  the  successor  of  llrig- 
ham  Young ;  Wt  there  is  among  the  “  saints” 
no  anxiety  upon  this  subject.  ‘‘  The  Lord  will 
provide”  is  all  they  say  about  it ;  and  in  that 
apparent  insoticiance,  girt  round  with  trust, 
there  is  really  a  never-failing  fount  of  strength 
for  the  purposes  of  action. 

We  by  no  means  think,  then,  that  the 
part  of  Mormonism  is  played  out,  or  that 
It  is  likely  to  decay.  As  for  the  monstro¬ 
sities  of  its  ori/jin— the  obvious,  glaring  frauds 
in  connexion  with  “  The  Book,”  and  the  bes¬ 
tialities  of  the  tipsy,  grovelling  swindler, 
Joseph  Smith — it  must  be  remembered  that 
“time  works  wonders,”  in  real  life  as  well 
as  on  the  stage.  Distance  softens  down  the 
unamiable ;  and  thousands  of  people  are 
being  born  into  Mormonism,  to  whom  it  will 
come  with  all  the  prestiye  of  an  hereditary 
creed.  It  is  not  .astonishing,  though  it  is  very 
amusing,  to  read  in  Captain  Burton’s  boot 
that,  at  the  present  time,  the  name  of  “  the 
prophet”  Joe  is  always  spoken  by  a  “saint" 
with  “'bated  breath  and  whispering  humble¬ 
ness”  amounting  to  all  but  worship ! 

We  fear  but  little  reliance  is  to  be  placed 
upon  the  accounts  of  the  generality  of  tr»- 
vellcrs  as  to  the  aspect  and  working  of  that 
peculiarity  in  the  institutions  of  Mormonip 
which  has  most  excited  the  curiosity  and  indig¬ 
nation  of  noble  spirits  among  the  ‘‘  Gentiles." 
The  Mormon  is,  it  certainly  does  appear,  if  he 
;  obeys  the  laws  of  his  religion,  very  ascetic  in 
■  his  licence.  The  harem  of  the  West  is  net  a 
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bower  of  roses  so  much  as  a  scullery.  Even 
its  queen  is,  one  fancies,  less  of  a  sultana  than 
s  htaJ-housemaid;  and  the  ruhon  d'ftre,  of 
the  whole  thing  is,  that  there  is  plenty  of  work 
to  be  done,  and  “  helps”  are  costly ! 

Thus,  in  one  form  or  another,  the  revival,  in 
modern  times,  of  the  patriarchal  institution 
leads  to  the  enslaving  ot  the  woman.  In  fact, 
tbc  iimltiplicution  of  the  mistresses  of  a  house- 
liuld  must  tend  to  the  degradation  of  the  type. 
The  hiftera  may  be  respected  by  men,  for  slio 
may  be  cultivated,  like  Aspasia  and  others; 
snd  it  h.a-'  been  insisted  by  philosophic  thinkers 
that  it  was  in  the  society  of  some  such  com¬ 
panion,  freed  from  household  cans,  and  un- 
snrrounded  with  sordid  circumstantials,  that 
man,  the  savage,  first  learnt  tho  lesson  of 
rtfpect  for  the  sex,  which  he  afterwards  brought 
with  him  into  the  household.  But  the  Jlor- 
■noiiite  surrounds  himself  with  ilrudges,  and  calls 
them  wives.  In  fact,  we  have,  in  his  scheme, 
so  close  a  reproduction  of  the  Oriental  notion 
of  woman,  and  her  I'elations  to  man,  that  it  is 
easy  to  foresee  that,  ultimately,  w  hatever  re¬ 
mainder  of  Teutonic  dignity  and  tenderness 
now  clings  to  it  will  drop  otf,  and  leave  it  naked 
to  all  the  world — loveless,  servile,  ugly'.  That 
a  wom.ui  eau  only  enter  into  an  immortal  life 
by  becoming  liiiaed  to  a  man  is  a  very  near 
approach  to  the  doctrine  that  women  have  no 
souls;  and  the  doctrine  that  adultery  is  u  crime 
(we  use  the  word  in  its  strict,  technical  sense) 
has  never  prevailed  in  any  country  or  ago  in 
whicli  woman  was  nut  a  chattel.  The  guilt 
and  shame  that  attach  to  it  have  never  been 
doubted  in  nn^age  or  country  whatsoever;  but, 
in  proportion  as  woman  is  respected,  and  sup¬ 
posed  capable  of  exercising  choice,  there  is  a 
teudency  to  regard  infraction  of  the  marriage 
vow  as  breach  of  a  contract,  from  which  the 
law  may  provide  a  release,  rather  than  a  crime 
something  which  human  laws  forbid  and 
may  punish— the  real  harm  of  the  oflence  lying 
deeper  down  than  human  laws  can  pretend  to 
re^'h.  Brigham  Young,  as  wo  have  already 
said,  proposes  to  make  it  punishable  by  death 
—the  Usual  thing  in  countries  where  woman  is 
Me  property  of  the  man.  I  his,  then,  which 
looks  line  a  severity  in  favour  of  sound  morals, 
is,  ill  fact,  a  retrograde  step  of  tho  most  omi¬ 
nous  character. 

.Moriiionism,  especially  in  the  direction  we 
Dow  point  out,  raises  once  more,  practically 
ami  openly,  the  question  whether  the  pursuit 
of  human  good  is  to  find  its  point  of  departure 
in  the  calculated  well-being  of  communities  or 
Datione,  or  in  the  growth  of  the  individual  man 
and  woman  up  to  their  own  ideals.  We  believe 
it  will  be  found,  as  it  always  has  been  found, 
that  the  latter  is  the  true  stand-point,  as  it  is 
certainly  the  sole  Christian  one.  The  abolition 
ol  “theocracy”  in  politics,  and  the  working 
out  of  the  great  problem  by  the  exultation  of 
the  sense  of  individual  responsibility — this  is 
the  sociologic,  form  of  the  teaching  of  .lesus 
Christ,  against  whicli  all  adherents  of  Old 


Testamentism  (including  the  “  Muscular  Chris- 
tian3,”though  not  because  they  are  “  muscular") 
arc  more  or  less  consciously  fighting.  Of  course, 
the  Mormonites  are  simply  aiiti-Christian,  what¬ 
ever  they  may  say  about  it. 

We  could  not  leave  this  interesting  book 
unnoticed  in  our  pages,  considering  the  deep 
interest  to  women  which  attaches  to  the  main 
topic  of  it ;  but  we  are  nut  able  to  reproduce, 
ill  detail,  the  anecdote,  description,  and  dis¬ 
cussion  with  which  it  abounds.  By  far  the 
most  curious  and  suggestive  thing  within  the 
lids  of  the  volume  strikes  us  as  being  the  fol¬ 
lowing  prophecy  from  the  writings  of  our  own 
Southey,  which  was  printed  in  March,  1829,  in 
his  “  Colloquies  on  tho  I’rogress  and  Prospects 
of  Society,"  Vol.  1,  Part  2. — 

“  Mostesinos. — America  is  in  more  danger 
from  religious  fanaticism.  The  governmeut 
there  not  thinking  it  necessary  to  provide  re¬ 
ligious  instruction  for  tho  people  in  any  of  tho 
New  States,  the  prevalence  of  superstition,  and 
that,  perhaps,  in  some  wild  and  terrible  shape, 
may  be  looked  for  as  one  likely  consequence  of 
this  great  and  portentous  omission.  An  Old 
Man  of  the  Mountain  might  find  dupes  aud 
followers  as  readily  as  the  All-friend  Jemima; 
and  the  next  Aaron  Burr  who  seeks  to  carve  a 
kingdom  for  himself  out  of  tho  overgiown  ter- 
rit  ries  of  the  Union  may  discern  that  faiia- 
ticis^n  is  the  most  effective  weapon  with  which 
ambitiou  can  arm  itself;  that  the  way  for  both 
is  prepared  by  that  immorality  which  the  want 
of  religion  naturally  and  necessarily  induces, 
and  that  camp  meetings  may  be  very  well 
directed  to  forward  the  designs  of  military 
prophets.  Were  there  another  Mohammed  to 
arise,  there  is  no  part  of  the  world  w'here  ha 
would  find  more  scope  or  fairer  opportunity 
than  in  that  part  of  the  Anglo-American 
Union  into  whicli  the  older  States  continually 
discharge  the  restless  part  of  their  population, 
leaving  Laws  and  Gospel  to  overtake  it  if  they 
can,  tor  in  the  marcU  of  modern  colonisation 
both  are  left  behind.” 

After  this,  we  may  surely  speak,  in  future, 
of  the  propliet  Southey  instead  of  the  poet 
Southey,  as  is  now  customary !  It  may  inte¬ 
rest  our  readers  to  know  that  the  pork-pie  hat 
has  actually  found  its  way  to  the  city  of  the 
saints,  and  may,  any  Sunday,  be  seen  in  the 
congregation  at  their  Tabernacle.  We  may 
also  add  that  in  Monnon-land  a  gentleman  is 
not  permitted  to  see  a  lady  home.  Eveiy 
attempt  at  giving  precedence  to  women  is 
“put  down,”  whether  at  the  dinner-table  or 
elsewhere.  A  mure  abominable  and  portentous 
point  of  manners  could  hardly  exist  in  any 
community.  If,  after  this,  anything  more  need 
be  said  to  deter  cultivated  women  from  going 
to  Utah,  let  it  be  added  that  ttie  climate  is  so 
favourable  to  ophthalmia,  that,  after  a  few 
generations,  Ca|itain  Burton  thinks  the  people 
are  likely  to  become  tender-eyed — and,  wo  pre¬ 
sume,  olten  one-eyed— as  Egyjjtians! 
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By  this  time  our  readers  will  have  provided 
themselves  with  mourninj;  for  the  lamented 
Prince  Consort,  and  it  would  be  almost  super¬ 
fluous  for  us  to  enter  into  details  on  tliis  sub¬ 
ject.  However,  we  have  just  visited  several  of 
the  best  West-end  establishments,  and  in  a 
few  words  will  jot  down  some  of  the  articles 
we  have  seen  for  complimentary  mouruinj'. 

For  out-door  wear,  Tweeds  trimmed  with 
black,  black  reps,  both  plain  and  brocaded, 
black  alpacas,  and  French  merinos,  are  fteuerally 
adopted  for  Ukkssks.  When  a  toilet  plus 
Aoii/fee  is  re(]uired,  black  carded  and  glacd  silks, 
or  moire  antique  or  watered  silk,  are  worn. 

We  noticed  a  grey  Tweed,  trimmed  over 
the  hem  of  the  skirt  with  bands  of  blaek  plush, 
ut  on  in  a  pointed  form.  Another,  with  a 
road  band  of  black  silk  velvet  at  the  bottom; 
the  dress  being  made  with  a  Zouave  jacket 
trimmed  with  velvet,  with  a  velvet  waistcoat 
and  a  broad  ceinture  of  the  same  material.  A 
black  silk  dress  was  ornamented  on  the  skirt 
with  diamonds  of  black  crepe  edged  with  crepe 
quillings.  Above  and  below  the  diamonds  was 
a  row  of  crepe  ruebing  put  on  in  a  pointed 
form ;  this  skirt  looked  exceedingly  handsome. 
Another  was  trimmed  down  the  front  with  a 
single  band  of  crepe  on  each  side,  and  carried 
round  behind  in  the  form  of  a  tunic,  the  crepe 
being  edged  on  each  side  with  a  narrow  bugle 
trimming.  Crepe  bows,  dotted  with  bugles, 
were  placed  down  the  front  of  the  skirt. 

Black  corded  silk  Coats,  cloth  Shawls 
trimmed  with  ermine  or  chinchilla,  are  amongst 
the  greatest  winter  novelties,  and  are  suitable 
for  mouiuing;  whilst  black  rep  and  merino 
shawls,  trimmed  with  bands  and  frills  of  silk, 
still  continue  in  favour.  We  noticed  a  very 
pretty  black  shawl  trimmed  with  black  silk 
frills  edged  with  white  silk  Russia  braid,  and 
another  ornamented  with  violet- coloured  silk 
fnlls  edged  with  black  velvet. 

In  mourning  Boxxkts  we  remarked  that 
the  favourite  material  appeared  to  be  terry 
velvet,  some  black,  others  b’ack  corded  with 
white,  aud  others  of  a  bright  lavender  trimmed 
with  black,  but  all  more  or  less  ornamented 
with  small  ostrich  *^'eathers,  these  being  the 
favourite  trimming  for  winter  bonnets. 

For  those  who  continue  to  wear  the  Gaki- 
BALDi  Shirts  we  may  mention  that  those 
made  in  black  and  white  spotted  foulard  are 
very  appropriate  for  mourning  wear,  as  well  as 
scarlet  tiimmed  with  black. 

We  will  now  give  a  description  of  a  Ball 
Toilet  which  was  pr£pare<l  for  a  fashionable 
Parisian  young  lady,  which  was  extremely 
elegant,  and  would  be  very  suitable  for 
half- mourning.  The  dress  was  composed 
of  white  tarlatane;  the  skirt  ornamented 
with  six  nairow  flounces  at  the  bottom,  each 
flounce  trimmed  with  a  row  ol  tiny  black  vel¬ 
vet.  The  flounces  were  headed  by  a  broad 
pleating  of  tarlatane,  trimmed  at  the  top  and 
bottom  with  black  velvet.  The  low  body  was 
gathered,  and  cut  square  on  the  shoulders,  also 


trimmed  round  with  a  pleating,  and  finished  olT 
round  the  neck  with  a  blonde  tucker,  having  a 
narrow  velvet  run  in  it.  A  headdress  composel 
of  black  velvet  and  bunches  of  rosebuds  com¬ 
pleted  this  simple  but  elegant  toilet,  which 
would  be  very  suitable  for  a  young  lady. 

Should  any  of  our  readers  feel  inclined  to 
make  one  of  these  dresses  themselves,  we  would 
hint  that  tarlatane  cannot  be  too  little  or  too 
lightly  handled,  and  therefore  the  fmneu 
should  be  as  quickly  trimmed  and  put  on  as 
possible.  To  accomplish  this,  the  flounces  should 
be  hemmed  and  the  velret  put  on  at  the  same 
time,  by  turning  the  tarlatane  once  on  the  right 
side,  and  running  the  vdoet  on  over  the  raio 
edge.  In  this  manner  the  material  need  not 
be  much  tumbled. 

Another  more  elaborate  ball  dress  was  mads 
of  white  glacd  silk,  trimmed  round  the  skirt  with 
diannonds  of  black  velvet,  edged  with  black  and 
white  blond&  The  centre  of  the  diamonds 
was  filled  in  with  puSings  of  white  tulle.  The 
berthe  was  composed  of  pullings  of  tulle,  orna¬ 
mented  with  diamonds  ot  black  velvet,  smaller 
than  those  on  the  skirt.  The  headdress  pre¬ 
pared  for  this  toilet  was  mads  of  scarlet  roses, 
ornamented  with  black  lace  butterflies. 

In  enumerating  ball  dresses  and  coiffures  for 
ladies,  we  must  not  forget  the  younger  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  community,  who  will,  doubtless,  re¬ 
quire  evening  toilets.  For  children  there  is 
nothing  so  pretty  and  simple  as  white  tarla- 
tune,  or  clear  Swiss  muslin,  either  embroidered 
or  plain,  which  may  be  made  in  a  variety  of 
ways — either  with  flounces  to  the  waist,  or  with 
double  skirts,  or  with  puffings.  A  broad  sash 
of  pinked  silk,  of  some  bright  colour,  makes  a 
]>retty  finish  to  the  dress;  these  sashes  being 
generally  fastened  at  the  left  side.  Tiny 
checked  or  striped  light  silks  are  very  pretty 
where  a  quieter  toilet  is  required,  made  with 
three  narrow  pinked  fl  lunces  at  the  bottom  of 
the  skirt,  and  a  gathered  low  bodv,  finished  off 
round  the  waist  with  a  sash  of  the  same  ma¬ 
terial  as  the  dress,  and  pinked  at  the  edges. 

For  boys’  dresses,  KxiCKEitnocKKii  Suits, 
made  entirely  of  black  silk  velvet,  and  orna¬ 
mented  with  large  white  mother-of-pearl  but¬ 
tons,  are  a  very  pretty  evening  dress.  White 
silk  stockings  and  patent  leather  boots,  an 
embroidered  collar,  and  closed  sleeves,  with  a 
band  of  insertion  forming  a  wristband,  should 
be  worn  with  this  style  of  dress. 

Before  concluding  these  remarks,  we  most 
not  omit  to  mention  one  or  two  very  useful 
contrivances  for  looping  up  dresses  for  walking. 
We  all  know  the  discomfort  of  having  to  hold 
up  the  dress  in  dirty  weather,  and  the  injury 
that  a  good  silk  dress  sustains  under  the  pres¬ 
sure  of  the  hand.  Petticoats  are  this  winter 
made  of  such  varied  liue.s,  and  of  such  pretty 
de^igns,  that  dresses  looped  over  these  have 
really  an  elegant  and  graceful  appearance.  To 
obtain  this  result  we  can  suggest  three  different 
modes  of  looping  up  dre.sses. 

The  first  u  by  making  a  band  to  fit  tbs 
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wiiit,  and  attachinf;  to  this  band  six  or  seven  | 
tnds  of  cord,  with  a  loop  made  at  each  end.  A  | 
button  should  then  be  sewn  inside  the  dress,  to 
the  Iieigbt  of  a  quarter  of  a  }'ard  from  the  , 
bottom,  on  every  seam,  and  the  loops  of  cord  ! 
buttoned  on  the  buttons.  When  this  arrange-  | 
ment  is  complete,  it  has  a  very  elegant  appear-  j 
sace.  Another  style,  which  is  frequently  termed  ' 
£e  Watttaii,  is  nude  in  the  same  manner,  with  j 
a  waistband  either  of  velvet  or  silk,  and  ' 
tssteiied  bv  a  clasp,  or  by  hows  or  rosettes  of 
ribbon.  I'rom  this  band  a  long  loop  is  sus¬ 
pended  on  each  side,  the  dress  being  drawn 
tbrouith  the  loops,  forming  festoons  at  the  back 

:  and  front.  Another  and  very  simple  method 

is  to  have  an  elastic  band  fastened  round  the 
waist,  and  to  pull  the  skirt  of  the  dress  through 
it  all  round  the  length  required. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COLOURED 
PLATE. 

1.  Bali.  Drkss. — The  headdress  is  composed 
of  large  pink  and  white  chrysanthemums,  with 
a  great  deal  of  foliage.  The  dress  is  made  of 
white  silk,  ornamented  with  pink  and  white 
flounces  at  the  bottom,  and  an  upper  skirt  of 
white  tulle,  spotted  with  gold.  The  body  is 
cut  very  low  behind,  and  is  made  with  a  short 
round  waist.  The  berthe  is  sloped  to  each 
shoulder,  and  is  composed  of  pufhngs  of  tulle 
and  blonde,  trimmed  with  flowers  continuing 
all  round.  The  sleeve  is  very  pretty,  consisting 
of  a  full  pulling  of  spotted  tulle,  edged  with  a 
pink  ruche,  and  narrow  white  blonde.  A  gilt 
band  encircles  the  waist.  The  skirt  is  trimmed 
at  the  bottom  with  two  pink  flounces  and  one 
white  flounce,  each  one  four  inches  in  depth. 
All  the  flounces  are  edged  with  a  pink  ruche. 
The  upper  skirt,  which  is  made  of  white  tulle, 
spotted  with  gold,  is  made  nearly  as  long  as  the 
dress,  and  is  looped  up  on  each  side  with 
wreaths  of  chrysanthemums  and  leaves,  crossed 
to  form  two  ovals— a  large  and  a  small  one.  A 
full-sized  paper  pattern  of  the  low  body  illus¬ 
trated  in  this  flgure,  tacked  together  and 

i  trimmed,  showing  exactly  the  arrangement  of 
it,  may  be  had  by  inclosing  twenty-four  stamps 
to  bladame  Adolphe  Ooubaud,  248,  Strand, 
London,  W’.C. ;  and  with  skirt  complete, .'is.  CJ. 

Thi>  ball  dress  might  he  made  suitable  for 
moiimtng,  bg  substituting  black  for  the  pink 
silk,  and  haring  a  irhite  tulle  tumc  spotted  with 
black;  or,  the  dress  might  be  comitosed  entirely 
of  black  silk,  with  a  black  tulle  tunic.  In  either 
case  the  Jlowers  must,  of  course,  be  black  and 
tckile,  or  all  white.  A  black  ribbon  (/uilling  put 
on  in  the  same  formas  the  flowers  would  answer 
as  a  substitute,  or  black  velvet  might  be  used. 

2.  Walking  Dkess. — The  bonnet  is  made 
of  quilted  black  silk,  trimmed  with  black  I'tcc 
and  green  ribbon.  The  bandeau  consists  of  a 
bow  of  ribbon,  with  a  gilt  buckle  in  the  centre. 
The  pardessus,  or  coat,  is  made  of  black  cloth, 
trimmed  all  round  with  a  stamped  velvet  trim¬ 
ming.  It  is  made  tightly  fitting  to  the  figure, 
with  a  collar  and  revers.  The  velvet  is  ar¬ 
ranged  on  the  sleeve  in  a  device  of  a  diamond 
shape.  The  dress  is  of  violet  poplin,  trimmed 
with  bands  of  black  velvet  and  narrow  Russia 


braid.  These  bands  of  velvet  are  placed  quite 
at  the  bottom  of  the  skirt.  The  full-sized  paper 
pattern  of  the  pardessus  illustrated  in  this 
figure,  tacked  together  and  trimmed,  may  also 
be  had  by  inclosing  48  .stamps  to  Uadaine 
Ado  phe  Ooubaud,  243,  Str.ind,  London,  W.O. 

This  toilet  is  also  suitable  for  mourning,  by 
having  a  black  silk  dress  instead  of  violet,  and 
trimming  the  bonnet  with  bbwk,  or  a  mixture  q/ 
black  and  while,  instead  of  green. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  BERLIN 
PATTERN. 

CONSISTING  OF  A  BOUQUET  OF  UOSE.S,  ETC., 
FOB  ClIAIU-SEATS,  SOFA-FILLOWS,  OTTO¬ 
MANS,  ETC. 

List  of  the  various  shades  of  wool  required 
to  work  the  Jlouquet. — Si.\  shades  of  a  pretty 
pink ;  three  shades  of  scarlet,  and  one  shade  of 
orange;  four  shades  of  a  bright  violet;  five 
shades  of  blue  green;  five  shades  of  yellow 
green  ;  three  shades  of  olive  or  dead  green, 
for  the  faded  leaves ;  four  shades  of  fawn ;  two 
shades  qf  stone  colour;  one  sh.tde  of  yellow; 
black  and  wliite.  For  the  violet  flowers  at  the 
top,  we  would  wlvise  our  readers  to  jrurchase 
the  ingrain  lin-lin  wool,  udiich  does  not  fade 
or  fig,  as  is  generally  the  case  with  this  colour. 
It  IS  double  the  price  of  the  other  shades. 

This  very  pretty  pattern,  which  we  trust  will 
give  great  pleasure  to  our  subscribers,  is  coin- 
jiosed  of  an  elegantly  arranged  group  of 
riowers.  Our  readers  need  scarcely  bo  told 
of  the  various  purposes  to  which  a  design  of 
this  description  may  be  applied,  us  it  is  useful 
fur  sofa-pillows,  music-stools,  ottomans,  seats 
of  chairs,  and,  in  fact,  many  other  things  too 
numerous  to  menti on. 

Whether  tins  pattern  is  to  be  worked  on 
medium-sized  canvass  with  single  wool,  or  on 
coarse  canvass  with  double  wool,  of  course  de¬ 
pends  on  the  purpose  fur  which  the  design  is 
intended,  fiingle  wool  would  be  found  suf¬ 
ficiently  coarse  for  ii  music-stool,  a  small  foot¬ 
stool,  or  fur  the  seat  of  a  chair;  but,  for  a 
handsome  sofa-pillow,  double  wool  would  be 
found  the  most  appropriate.  Filling  in  the 
lightest  colours  of  the  flowers  with  fioss  silk 
very  much  enhances  the  richness  of  the  work 
when  finished;  or  with  filoselle  when  double 
wool  is  used.  The  colour  of  the  grounuing 
mu.st,  of  course,  depend  on  the  worker’s  taste, 
and  the  colour  of  the  furniture  with  which  the 
article  completed  is  to  be  used.  If  the  colour 
of  the  furniture  be  green,  we  would  suggest  a 
briglit  maize  for  tlio  ground,  which  would 
harmonise  particularly  nicely  with  the  flowers. 
For  crimson  furniture,  a  very  delicate  shade  of 
blue  green  woulil  work  in  very  eflTectively,  the 
leaves  of  the  design  being  mostly  dark.  White 
filoselle  would  assist  to  throw  up  the  colours, 
and  would  have  a  very  elegant  appearance; 
but,  for  durability,  there  is  nothing  so  suitable 
as  an  invisible  claret,  or  black. 

The  price  of  materials  sufScient  for  a  music- 
stool,  worked  in  wool  only,  and  including 
grounding,  is  3s.  &d.,  forwarded  by  post  for 
4s.  ad.  by  Mrs.  Wilcockson,  44,  Goodge-street, 
Tottenbam-<iourt*road< 


THE  ENGLISHWOMAN’S  CONVERSAZIONE. 


Wcare 

quite  of  your  way  of  think- 
ini'.  The  silver  Iiairs  are 
peepinp  from  every  lock  on  our 
editorial  head,  and  yet  we  can 
take  an  active  part  in  any  .iave- 
nile  aniuseinent,  and  Iiop,  skip,  or  jump 
witli  tile  hipirc-t  romp  of  a  “party.” 
P.iit  “under  tiie  niislletoe”  we  arc  at 
fault;  or,  perliaps.  wo  are  not  at  fault,  for 
we  ijenerally  retire  from  a  contest  whieli, 
liowevcr  well  bcRun,  seldom  ends  wiiliout 
Bcrious  wounds  to  aomeltody— wtpunds  wliieli 
no bandaue  can  heal.  Asa  rule,  we  tliink  tlie 
mistletoe  should  notbepermittedtohanRon  teniptini; 
spots  in  assemblies  of  married  people;  or,therharm- 
ine  younir  wife  that  was  borne  to  a  Christmas  iiartv, 
happy  with  lierhu.sband  and  herself,  will  be  likely 
eunuch  to  return  liomo  witli  a  throhbinc  heart,  tlie 
reverse  of  happy,  because  her  lord  had  cast  re. 
proacliful  clanees  at  her  when  some  thnuclitless, 
dasliinc  youth  liad  snatched  a  kiss  from  her  bloom- 
ins  cliceks  as  she  stood  unconscious  of  her  dancer 
“under  tlie  mistletoe."  Fianclt  cannot  be  too 
cautions  in  tlicir  appropriation  of  the  liberty  or 
licence  tliat  is  associated  with  the  mistletoe.  Do 
not,  however,  banish  the  pretty  parasite  from  your 
h  line,  but  tastefully  mix  it  with  the  holly  in  your 
Christmas  duenrations ;  and  so  cm|dny  it  that  you 
do  not  lead  into  teuiptatioii  the  mercurial  spirits 
ahoundinc  at  this  soasoii. 


Mart  E _ We  cannot  at  present  give  instruc¬ 

tions  in  tlie  Art  of  Illiimiiiatinc,  but  we  coiitein- 
piste  doiuc  so,  on  a  future  occasion,  in  a  most 
uttr.ictivo  foriii.  We  shall  he  cl.id  to  receive,  from 
our  lady  siihseribcrs,  speciiiieus  of  original  work 
111  this  pretty  .art. 


Elfik  B. — Can  we  tell  yon  of  some  lu-etty  new 
music?  We  can;  indeed,  the  only  ditfleuity  in 
eoinplyitig  with  your  request  is  in  maliinc  the 
selection.  But  iierliaps  the  simplest  thine  for  us  to 
do  will  bo  to  describe  a  few  of  tlic  last  |>ieces  we 
have  heard,  they  being  the  freshest  in  our  mcraorj'. 
Tliere  is,  for  instance,  “Tlie  Yoilow  Itoseof  Texas,” 
a  negro  nielixly,  wdiicli  has  the  merit  of  being  sweet 
and  dieuilied.  It  is  suited  to  this  merry  season,  I 
and  is  the  very  prettiest  melody  of  the  class  we  ever 
lieird.  It  must  become  a  favourite.  “The  Gipsy 
Girl;  (r.  Merrily  We’ll  Sing  Away,”  is  a  lively 
and  spirited  duet,  possessing  the  advantage  of  being 
within  the  compass  of  most  voices— the  higliest 
note  for  the  soprano  heing  (i.  “‘I'was  a  Dream  of  j 
my  Childhood”  is  an  exceedingly  simple  and  pretty 
ballad,  and  so  is  “  I'll  Tell  You  Wliy  I'd  Dike  to  be 
a  Uo.se ;”  but  tliis  requires  a  gon>l  deal  of  |iraetice 
to  do  Justice  to  the  nice  expression  intenilcd  by  tiio 
author.  Amongst  tlie  dance  music,  tlie  “  Gipsy 
Polka  Mazurka”  and  the  “Carolina  Polka”  are 
charniing  pieces.  The  Mazurk.i,  when  well  marked, 
is  an  admir.abic  tune  for  dancing  to,  and  it  is  not 
difllciilt  to  pl.iy.  In  the  Polka,  several  favourite 
airs  arc  introduced,  tlieuniversiilly  popular  “  Dixey’s 
Land”  having  a  proiiiiiiciit  i>l  ice.  We  believe  all 
tile  above  tiieces  arc  published  liy  Messrs.  Cramer, 
Beale,  and  Wood,  of  llegeiit. street. 

AUKL.UDK  11.  (Essi‘x).— A  vnliiinemight  be  writ  ten 
upon  tlie  peculiarities  of  paiitouiiiiiic  oeciipation.s. 

If  we  are  not  iiiistakcn,  a  very  capital  article  on 
the  sul'Ject  appeared  in  “Cliauib.-rs’  Edinbiirgli 
Journal,”  about  two  years  ago.  wliicli  answers  a 
good  many  of  your  queries.  But,  as  to  tiio  im¬ 
morality  rrsutting  from  tlie  “mixing  of  so  many  { 
boys  and  girls  on  the  stage,”  wo  cannot  endorse 
your  opinion,  any  more  than  we  can  bring  ourselves 
to  believe  that  the  ordinary  English  ball-room  is  a  [ 


seed-bed  for  improprieties.  In  all  our  Urge  theatres 
the  nymplis,  fairies,  and  goblins  are  drilled  and 
disciplined  as  carefully  ns  if  they  were  private 
soldiers,  and  any  breach  of  decorum  is  punished 
with  instant  dismissal.  The  manager  hesitates  not 
a  moment  to  do  this :  the  raw  material  is  always  at 
hand  for  supplying  deficiencies.  The  Juvenile  crowds 
surrounding  stage  doors— every  morning  about  fonr 
or  five  weeks  before  Christmas  —  applicants  for 
engagements  in  tlic  pantomime— are  very  interest, 
ing  siglit.';  soinewliat  mclaiiclioly  to  the  moralist, 
perliaps,  for  there,  in  those  crowds,  iinmoraliiy 
is  rampant,  boys  and  girls,  of  ages  from  ten  to 
twenty,  are  packed  in  scores  us  closely  as  they 
can  be  at  one  of  the  theatre's  entrances.  Go  gently 
amongst  the  crowd,  and  you  will  hear  conversations 
tliat  sliall  inuke  you  sliudder,  so  depraved  are  some 
of  tliose  groups.  Ami  when  you  sec  tlic  immodest 
glaneas  from  the  beautiful  girls  tliere— not  yet  Jadd 
by  the  ballet — you  will  at  once  conclude  that  vinos 
is  not  waiting  to  be  attacked  on  the  boards  of  the 
theatre,  but  that  immorality  has  been  familiar  to 
tiio  iiiinds  of  tills  young  womanhood  long  ere  they 
tlironged  to  that  spot.  “  Behind  the  scenes"  is  no 
longer  synonymous  witli  “  I’amiemoniuni,"  for 
tlieutrical  mansgers  are  equal  to  any  class  of  men 
in  the  care  they  take  of  their  tmployitt;  and  we 
believe  any  mother  is  at  liberty  to  visit  tlie  theatre 
for  tlie  iHi’rposc  of  keeping  an  eye  upon  lier  child. 
Cndoubtedly  tliere  is  much  to  be  done,  but  there  is 
also  much  doing  to  make  the  tlieatrical  world  as 
good  as  any  other.  As  to  your  last  question  about 
tile  advisanility  of  “morning  performances  be. 
coming  mure  general,  and  being  frequented  mure 
by  adults,”  wo  have  not  s|iaee  to  define  the 
iiiiiiicrous  obstacles  to  such  a  practice;  but  for  the 
“  little  ones'’  the  iiiorniiig  performances  are 
especially  adapted,  and  we  w.mld  not  take  children 
of  tender  years  to  any  otliers. 

CiiARi.OTTa  is  verv  kind  to  suggest  additions  to 
our  “  Notes  of  the  Month.”  Wo  l  aniiot  make  them 
now,  liiit  we  will  entertain  them  fur  our  next  series 
of  articles  on  tlie  Seasons,  &c.  Her  suggestions 
are  must  sensible.  'I'here  is  no  department  of  the 
Kncushwomas's  Domkstio  Maoazink  which  hu 
given  greater  satisfaction  than  tlie  “  Notes  of  tbs 
Month.” 

MSd.  llK8Pi;cTFtn.Lr  Decunkd. — “The  Friend,”a 
Talc  from  the  Krench;  “The  Presont  and  the 
Future,”  from  the  French;  “Double  De.illng,  or 
Coquetry ;”  “  A  Tale  of  a  Teapot:”  “The  Mother’s 
Warning;”  ‘'The  Kmlzrants;”  “Children’s  Dress;" 
“  A  Chut  on  National  Education.’’ 


P.40T0GRAPH  OF  THE  LATE  PRINCE  CONSORT. 

“milK  QUKKN”  sin  ILLUaSTRATED 
JL  JOIIUNAL  ANM)  UKVIEW.-C^/.  Weekly. 
The  PublUhtrof  “7’Af  QaeA'n**  hegx  to  inform  the 
public  (hat  a  Photograph  of  J/it  Popul  IJighneit 
the  Prince  Comort  icas  ixsutt!  \rtth  “  The  Queen"  ee 
i^aturdaVy  November  2.  Thit  Photograph  of  Bit 
Royal  ihghnetSy  or  that  of  Her  Bajetty^  ittued  ttith 
thefirtt  number  of  “  The  Queeny*  may  be  had  through 
any  booktellery  or  through  the  poit^  together  with  any 
number  of  “  The  Queen*'  for  \s. 

Betides  the  special  ^-page  ^'Exhibition"  Rupple-^ 
menti  and  the  Coloured  Fashion- Platet  uhicn  are 
published,  fortnightly^  with  “  The  Queen"  there  are 
preparation  beauiifuHy-eoloured  Patterns  of  Fancy 
UorZr,  including — A  Large  Banner-Screen  in  Bead* 
work  and  Filoselle.  Coloured  Plates  of  Flowers  to 
illustrate  the  Art  of  Paper  Floicer-makingy  Coloured 
Plates  to  illustrate  the  Art  of  Jllutninalion^ 

All  the  back  numbers  of  "The  Queen"  are  nowin 
print,  and  any  one  number  can  be  hail  of  any  Book* 
seller.  Or  p-ist  jree  for  six  stamps  from  the  Pub* 
Usher,  218,  Strand.  London,  ir.C. 

The  Christmas  Double  Number  of  "  The  Queen" 
can  still  he  had. 

"  Beeton's  Christmas  AnnuaT’  can  also  he  had. 


Now  by  the  ticking  of  the  old  Dutch  clock,  and  now  by  the  hard  beating  of 
her  heart,  Constance  stood  amidst  that  fearful  circle  of  eyes  counting  the  seconds. 
As  for  ’Duke,  he  had  slid  from  her,  and  was  sitting  on  the  floor  with  the  dead  bird 
in  his  lap ;  and,  while  mechanically  lifting  the  hanging  head  and  stiff  claws,  was 
inrveying  the  group  round  the  fire  with  a  good  deal  of  interest  and  curiosity 
mingled  with  his  fright.  No  one  seemed  to  think  the  children  minded  being 
atared  at,  though  Constance  trembled  and  shook  in  every  limb ;  for  it  seemed  to  her 
that  all  her  secrets  were  being  stared  out  of  her — that  she  could  hide  nothing — 
that  this  would  be  the  end  of  her  journey  and  all  her  hard-thought-out  plans. 

It  is  not  wonderful  that  she,  child  as  she  was,  should  be  too  much  overcome 
with  terror  of  the  many  strange  eyes  fixed  upon  her  to  be  able  to  discover  the 
different  effects  their  appearance  made  upon  the  company.  How  should  she  know 
that  more  than  one  hardened  heart  was  softening  with  pity  for  her  ?  There  was 
the  honest  blacksmith,  who  sat  on  the  barrel  balancing  his  long  pipe  between  his 
fingers,  would  have  borne  twice  as  much  water  in  his  favourite  Old  Tom”  that 
he  might  have  his  brain  clearer  to  know  how  to  put  the  little  wanderers  at  their 
ease.  As  it  was,  he  only  added  to  their  discomfort  by  staring  as  hard  as  the  rest. 
Once  Constance  turned  her  wild  black  eyes  to  where  he  eat,  but  she  withdrew 
them  instantly  with  a  shiver ;  for  looking  over  Simon’s  broad  shoulder  was  a  face 
worse  than  strange  to  her,  being  no  other  than  that  of  the  inquisitive  militia¬ 


man  who  had  watched  her  counting  her  money  in  the  morning,  and  whose 
I  greedy  eyes  had  haunted  her  all  day.  Again,  almost  despairingly,  she  looked 
I  towards  the  hostess  of  the  Fortune  of  War,”  whom  Simon  had  designated  as 
j  Mother  Catlin. 

I  Mother  Catlin  was  a  gaunt,  bony  woman  of  immense  height  and  size,  but  bent 
I  almost  double  with  age,  and  shaking  with  pahy.  Still  she  seemed  to  resist  the 
t  infirmity  that  was  fast  gaining  possession  of  her  limb  by  limb,  for  she  held  her 
'  lharp-pointed  knees  pressed  tightly  together,  and  her  hands,  yellow  and  almost 
^  fleahless,  lay,  locked  one  in  the  other,  in  her  lap.  Her  face  was  the  colour  of  death, 
»nd  the  more  startling  that  you  could  never  sec  it  sideways  or  partially,  but  only 
No.  22,  Voi.  IV.  H 
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\vbcn  it  turned  full  upon  you,  because  of  the  broad  cap-frill  of  yello^rish  linen  tin ! 
hung  over  it. 

As  Constance  looked  at  her,  Mother  Callin  raised  her  eyes,  fa'led,  butiffl] 
shrewd  and  piercing,  from  where  they  had  been  bent  upon  ’Duke  and  his  bird, 
and  fixed  tliem  on  the  pale  face  of  Constance.  I’resently,  without  uttering  1 1 
word,  she  stretched  out  a  long,  shaking  finger,  and  pointed  to  a  stool  by  the  fire.  I 
Constance  raised  her  little  brother  and  drew  him  towards  it,  and  they  boto  I 
cowered  down  in  the  pleasant  warmth.  P 

From  that  instiint  the  position  of  the  children  was  changed:  they  were  no 
longer  in  trembling  uncertainty  as  to  whether  they  would  be  allowed  to  remain,  tt  I 
whether  they  would  be  turned  out  again  in  the  cold,  dark  night.  Mother  Cstlbi  I 
gesture  had  signified  that  she  took  them  in — that  she  would  be  responsible  for ,  j 
them — therefore  the  company  no  longer  felt  called  upon  to  pay  them  any  furtho  ■ 
attention ;  and  with  one  consent  the  smoking,  drinking,  and,  ere  long,  the  talkiuj, 
went  on  as  hard  as  before.  I 

Still  Constance  was  sensible  of  those  cold,  searching  eyes  gazing  upon  then  I 
from  under  the  yellow  frill. 

“  Don’t  you  want  something  to  eat,  wench  ?”  said  Simon,  wiping  his  mouth 
with  his  sleeve  after  a  long  draught. 

“  When  the  child  comes  in  she’ll  see  to  them,”  answered  Mother  Catlin,  gruffly.  ] 
Now  the  simple  word  “  child”  greatly  comforted  poor  Constance,  for  sitting 
alone  with  these  rough  men  and  this  woman,  so  almost  supematurally  old  and  ugly, 
made  her  half  believe  that  she  was  dreaming  some  frightful  dream. 

Presently  the  door  was  opene<l  and  slammcd-to  again,  and  Constance  turned  bet 
eyes  anxiously  towards  the  new-comer.  i 

“  You’ve  been  a  very  long  time,  child,”  Mother  Catlin  said  with  severity, 
turning  her  head  as  far  over  her  shoulder  as  she  could.  You  know  I  hate  you 
being  out  at  night !  What  has  kept  you  } 

To  Constance's  surprise,  no  notice  whatever  was  taken  of  the  reproof ;  and  j 
Mother  Gatlin’s  child  bustled  about  for  some  minutes  at  the  dark  end  of  the  room,  I 
emptying  her  apron  of  some  parcels,  and  hanging  up  her  bonnet  and  shawl.  Yet  i 
the  thin  figure  moved  about,  Constance  thought,  not  defiantly  or  in  fear,  but ! 
simply  showing  total  inattention  to  Mother  Gatlin’s  voice.  Soon,  however,  bet 
duties  brought  her  near  the  fire,  and  then,  for  the  first  time,  she  saw  the  little 
strangers,  and  they  saw  her  with  the  red  light  upon  her. 

Mother  Catliu’s  child  was  tall,  thin,  and  angular.  Over  her  head  had  passed 
at  least  fifty  years,  and,  judging  from  her  grey  hair,  wrinkled  brow,  and  sharp, , 
sour  expression  of  countenance,  each  year  with  its  full  measure  of  care  and  trouble. 
She  wore  a  black  stuff  dress  of  a  tight-fitting  and  ancient  make.  Her  head  wae  i 
small  and  well-shaped,  and  each  feature  of  her  thin,  sallow  face  r/as  peculiarly  [ 
perfect.  Her  iron-  grey  hair,  though  gathered  tightly  in  a  topknot  at  the  back  of 
her  head,  still  retained  a  waviness  which,  in  her  young  days,  when  that  hair  wa  p 
bright  and  parted  over  an  uu  wrinkled  brow,  must  have  been  pleasant  to  loot  i 
upon,  with  its  varying  light  and  shade.  Her  dark,  restless  eyes,  too,  were  Dot  ■ 
without  fire ;  and  altogether,  in  spite  of  what  time  and  some  rankling  sorrow  bad  ] 
done  to  mar  it — and  they  had  done  much — there  was  still  a  natural  comelinea , 
visible  in  her  face  which  made  it  impossible  to  look  upon  her  without  being  carried 
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back  into  the  Tsniahed  years,  and  thinking  how  this  seeming  shadow  of  the  present 
might  hare  been  really  a  bright  light  of  the  past. 

Poor  Constance,  who  had  pictured  to  herself  a  girl  of  about  her  own  age,  let 
her  head  droop  in  dismay. 

“  Who  are  they  ?”  asked  “  the  child,”  in  a  sharp  voice,  after  a  hurried,  careless 
glance. 

No  one  knows,”  Mother  Catlin  answered,  frowning  sternly  at  Constance. 
”  Simon  Drusley  found  them  on  the  common.” 

“  They  look  hungry,  any  way,”  said  “  the  child,”  turning  as  she  spoke,  and 
carrying  off  all  the  empty  pots  from  the  table.  Some  of  them  were  loudly 
recalled,  and  she  filled  and  handed  them  back  in  no  very  gracious  manner,  while 
glancing  impatiently  at  the  clock. 

Narrowly  did  Mother  Catlin  watch  every  movement  of  her  daughter.  The 
shaking  frill  was  turned  after  her  wherever  she  went ;  and  if,  now  and  then,  one 
of  the  rude  guests  happened  to  give  a  more  than  usually  gracious  Thank  you. 
Mistress  Rebecca,”  or  “  YTour  health.  Mistress  Rebecca,”  the  white  face  grew 
almost  awful  in  its  sternness,  and  sometimes  a  shaking  finger  was  raised  waruingly 
at  the  offender.  The  bitter,  half-scornful  expression  that  curled  the  thin  lips  of 
Rebecca  each  time  her  mother  spoke  of  or  treated  her  as  a  child  showed  plainly 
what  wretched  mockery  it  seemed  to  her.  Heart-hardened  and  brutish  as  were 
many  of  the  frequenters  of  the  “  Fortune  of  War,”  there  were  few,  very  few, 
who  did  not  respect  this  pitiable  failing  of  Mother  Catlin ;  and  never  did  rude 
laugh  or  coarse  jest  force  upon  her  the  truth  which  her  eyes  refused  to  see,  and 
her  ears  to  hear — namely,  that  her  once-blooming  daughter,  the  pride  of  her 
heart,  the  beauty  of  the  village,  was  an  old  and  grey-haired  woman  like  herself. 
It  was  the  one  thing  her  intellect  could  not  keep  pace  with ;  and  though,  no 
doubt,  it  flashed  upon  her  at  times  that  Rebecca  was  changed,  that  many  a  year  had 
rolled  away  since  her  birth,  yet  she  could  never  look  upon  her  face  and  see  it  as 
others  saw  it,  for  memory  would  touch  the  hollow  check  with  rose-bloom  as  of  old, 
give  to  the  thin,  compressed  lips  sweetness,  and  restore  to  the  grey  hair  its  old 
luxuriance  and  happy  light  and  shade.  So  she  watched  still  over  her  flower  with 
jealous  care,  and  none  reminded  her  that  its  bloom  had  departed  and  its  fragrance 
vanished. 

By  the  time  Rel^ca  had  set  before  the  children  two  mugs  of  tea  and 
an  enormous  plateful  of  brown  bread  and  butter,  the  goodly  company  of  the 
“  Fortune  of  War”  began  to  make  preparations  for  departure,  and,  before  ’Duke 
and  Constance  had  done  eating,  Rebecca  slammed  the  door  after  the  last  lingerer. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CoxsTAKCE  could  not  help  echoing  the  sigh  of  relief  which  Rebecca  gave  as 
she  swung  the  heavy,  rusty  chain  across  the  door.  ’Duke  had  already  fallen  asleep 
with  his  head  on  her  shoulder,  and  her  own  eyelids  were  growing  very  heavy  as 
she  watched  Rebecca’s  abrupt,  ungentle  movements  about  the  room,  and  waited 
her  opportunity  to  ask  if  they  might  go  to  bed.  She  little  thought  that,  before 
she  closed  those  eyes  in  sleep,  a  more  bitter  trial  than  her  journey  had  yet  brought 
forth  was  to  come. 
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When  she  had  finished  her  work,  “  the  child”  took  a  low  stool,  and  seated 
herself  in  front  of  the  fire,  between  the  children  and  Mother  Catliu  ;  and,  folding 
her  arms  and  knitting  her  brows,  gazed  into  the  glowing  coals  so  vengefully  and 
sourly,  that  it  struck  Constance  that  she,  too,  might  have  some  bitter  grudge 
against  the  dangerous  element,  as  bitter,  perhaps,  as  she  herself  had.  Thug 
the  girl's  thoughts  were,  almost  unconsciously,  turned  again  into  the  old  dark 
channel,  and  she  was  too  sleepy  to  guide  them  back  very  soon,  so  they  went 
groping  on  and  on,  lingering,  with  a  dreamy  fascination,  first  on  one  terrible  recol¬ 
lection  and  then  another,  till  her  head  turned  giddy,  and  everything  seemed  to 
swim  before  her  eyes.  The  fire  danced  up  and  down ;  and,  instead  of  two,  myriads 
of  aged  forms  danced  round  it,  half  with  small  heads  with  topknots  like  Rebecca’s, 
and  half  with  shaking  yellow  frills  like  Mother  Gatlin's.  All  kinds  of  conjectures 
as  to  what  her  father  would  give  out  at  Lympton  as  the  reason  of  her  departure 
came  in  crowds,  troubling  and  bcwildermg  her  already  wearied  brain.  Once 
more  she  looked  towards  her  grim  hostesses,  and  tried  to  muster  courage  to  speak. 
Rebecca  was  still  apparently  absorbed  in  gazing  out  a  heart  full  of  bitterness  and 
hatred  at  some  imaginary  enemy  in  the  fire.  So  absorbed,  indeed,  was  she,  that,  after 
the  first  glance  at  the  children,  her  eyes  had  never  once  rested  on  them  for  half-a- 
minute  together,  and  Mother  Gatlin’s  attitude  and  manner  might  have  sent  a  chill 
through  a  stouter  heart  than  that  of  little  Constance. 

She  was  leaning  forward  in  her  chair,  her  head  was  slightly  raised,  and  she 
seemed  to  be  listening  intently,  not  to  auy  one  particular  sound  in  any  particular 
part  of  the  house,  but  to  an  indefinite  number  of  noises,  proceeding  now  from 
the  rat-thronged,  windy  bedrooms  above,  and  now  from  the  great,  unused  kitchen 
below. 

Full  of  alarm,  Constance  strained  her  quick  ear,  but  heard  not  a  sound 
except  the  incessant  creaking  of  the  heavy  sign-board  without,  and  the  wind 
whistling  down  the  wide  chimney.  An  involuntary  exclamation  which  she 
uttered  brought  Rebecca’s  sharp  eyes  upon  her. 

“  Never  mind  her,  little  girl,”  said  the  narrator,  when  she  saw  what  caused  her 
alarm.  It’s  nothing  more  than  what  she  hears  every  night.” 

“  What  does  she  hear?”  inquired  Constance,  timidly ;  “  it  seems  very  quiet.” 

And  so  it  is  quiet  now,”  answered  the  child,”  again  fastening  upon  her 
enemy  in  the  fire.  “  But  she  hears  what  used  to  be.” 

“  What  used  to  be?”  echoed  Constance,  in  a  perplexed  whisper. 

“  Ay,  what  used  to  be,  long,  long  ago.” 

“  What  was  that,  ma’am,  please?”  Constance  asked  under  her  breath.  “  What 
used  to  be  ?” 

“  I  will  tell  you,  little  girl,”  answered  Rebecca,  slowly  and  dreamily,  and  with¬ 
out  moving  her  eyes,  as  if  she  were  spelling  it  all  out  of  the  fire,  and  as  if  she 
bad  spelt  it  out  so  often  to  herself,  that  it  was  a  relief  to  spell  it  out  to  another. 
“  1  will  tell  you  what  used  to  be.  There  used  to  be  a  little  girl,  and  slie  lived  in 
a  great  house.” 

“  This  house,  please  ?” 

Rebecca  nodded,  and  continued — 

“  In  a  great  house,  full  of  fine  rooms  and  fine  company.  Every  day  more 
money  used  to  be  taken  at  that  desk  than  the  little  girl  could  count;  and 
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tverf  night,  before  she  went  to  bed,  her  father  called  her  to  him,  and  showed  her 
heaps  of  gold,  and  told  her  they  were  all  for  her.” 

“Oh,  how  nice!  What  a  happy  little  girl!”  sighed  Constance,  feeling  the 
paper  in  which  her  two  solitary  gold  pieces  were  wrapped. 

“  Ay,  she  was  a  happy  little  girl,”  continued  Rebecca,  in  a  voice  more  soft  and 
tremulous  than  hitherto ;  “  she  had  everything  that  heart  could  wish  for  — 
servants  to  wait  upon  her,  and  toys  without  end.” 

“  And  was  she  good,  or  did  she  get  spoilt?”  inquired  Constance. 

“  I  hardly  know,”  answered  Rebecca,  musingly,  as  if  the  question  had  never 
put  itself  to  her  before.  “  I  don't  see  how  she  could  help  it ;  but,  whether  she 
was  or  not,  her  father  and  mother  were  very  proud  of  her,  and  showed  her  about 
to  all  the  fine  company  like  a  doll,  and  every  one  was  kind  to  her,  and  had  a  smile 
for  her ;  and  the  little  girl  was  very,  very  happy — sometimes  she  was  too  happy.” 

“  How  could  that  be  ?”  Constance  asked,  unable  to  imag'me  a  misfortune  to  her 
BO  novel. 

“  Well,  sometimes  when  she  lay  down  in  her  bed  after  saying  her  prayers,  or 
sat  between  her  father  and  mother  in  church,  and  heard  them  tell  of  heaven,  it 
used  to  strike  tbe  little  girl  that  she  was  having  her  heaven  now,  and  that  when 
others  went  to  rest,  her  troubles  would  begin ;  and  they  often  found  her  crying  to 
herself,  and  no][one  ever  knew  why  she  cried.  So  it  went  on  long,  bright  years ; 
and,  while  she  lived  like  a  lady,  her  father  and  mother  still  toiled  and  slaved  every 
day  of  their  lives  to  make  the  heaps  of  gold  larger,  that  the  little  girl  might  be 
rich  against  she  was  a  woman.  Ah !  yes,  as  you  say,  the  house  is  quiet  now ; 
but  you  should  have  been  here  then,  when  grand  people  came  down  every  day  to 
drink  the  waters — then,  when  the  little  girl’s  fortune  was  being  made.  And  every 
night,  when  we  sit  here  alone,  mother  fancies  she  hears  all  the  bustle  and  noise 
going  on  still — she  can’t  get  the  old  sounds  out  of  her  ears.  She  hears  the  spits 
creaking  in  the  kitchen,  and  the  plates  clattering,  and  the  waiters  and  chamber¬ 
maids  fiying  up  and  down  the  stairs,  and  the  bells  ringing,  and  the  fine  ladies 
scolding,  or,  maybe,  my  lord  marquis  shouting  for  his  boots— for  we  had  a  lord 
marquis  here  once — or  a  hunting  party  stopping  to  drink  at  the  door. 

“  Well,  well,  the  little  girl  grew  up,  and  it  chanced,  when  she  was  away  from 
her  father’s  house  on  a  visit,  she  met  one  who,  in  days  gone  by,  had  been  her  father’s 
worst  enemy ;  and,  before  she  knew  this,  she  had  listened  to  his  voice,  and  got  to 
love  it  so,  that  she  hated  every  sound  that  took  the  ring  of  it  out  of  her  ears. 
She  had  looked  upon  his  face,  and  got  every  line  so  by  heart,  that,  long,  long  after 
she  had  gone  back  home,  that  face  seemed  always  rising  up  between  her  and  her 
father  and  mother  as  they  sat  together  at  evening;  and  her  heart  was  always 
achiug.” 

Rebecca  pressed  her  thin  hands,  one  over  the  other,  on  her  breast,  and  a  tear 
stole  down  her  cheek  as  she  went  on — 

“  Aching,  aching,  night  and  day,  and  she  grew  sick  and  tired  of  her  old  life- 
sick  and  tired  of  everything  that  used  to  make  her  so  happy  before  she  met  him. 
At  last  it  fell  out,  one  rainy  winter’s  night,  that  he  came  and  asked  her  of  her 
father,  and  told  him  how  he  already  had  her  love.  It  was  a  great  blow  to  the 
old  man,  and  at  first  they  thought  that  it  had  struck  him  dumb — he  sat  there,  in 
that  chair  where  mother  sits  now,  so  white  and  still.  Presently  he  turned  his 
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glitteriog  eye  on  me — 1  mean  on  the  little  girl  that  vraa — and  griped  her  by 
the  wrist,  and  said — 

“  ‘  Child,  is  thifl  true?’ 

And  she  could  only  own  it,  and  cry,  and  tremble,  and  wish  herself  dead. 

But  when  she  heard  her  father  speak  hard  things  of  him,  and  call  him  penniless 
and  unworthy  of  her,  all  her  heart  was  turned,  and  she  went  over  to  his  side.  And 
her  father  rose,  and  opened  the  door  of  his  house,  and  said,  in  a  kind  of  whisper,  as 
he  pointed  out — 

“  ‘  Rebecca,  mother  and  I’ve  worked  hard  for  you — we’ve  worked  hard  to  make 
you  well-to-do  and  happy  before  we  died — and  1  tell  you,  if  you  marry  this  man, 
you’ll  break  my  heart.  But,  if  your  mind's  made  up,  go !  and  don’t,  for  God’s 
sake,  come  near  me  any  more  1’ 

“  And  her  mother  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  her,  intreating  her ;  but 
she  passed  by  her — passed  by  her  father,  who  stood  shaking  like  a  reed — and  turned 
her  back  upon  them — upon  the  house  where  she  was  born,  and,  bareheaded, 
followed  the  stranger  out  into  the  wind  and  rain.” 

Rebecca  ceased  speaking,  and  sat  swaying  her  thin  figure  backwards  and 
forwards  like  one  trying  to  quiet  some  raging  inward  agony.  Stopping  suddenly 
as  her  eyes  once  more  found  the  place  in  that  universal  story-book  of  the  past— 
the  fire — she  continued,  her  voice  rising  and  falling,  wild  and  plaintive  as  the 
wind — 

“  Hearken,  little  girl,  how  she  was  punished.  This  man,  for  whose  sake  she  had  i 
broken  her  father’s  heart,  didn't  want  her.  lie  wanted  her  money !  He  wanted 
the  fortune  that  was  being  so  hardly  earned  for  her — the  heaps  of  gold  that  her 
father  used  to  show  her  every  night  so  proudly,  as  they  got  larger  and  larger.  As 
for  her — her  poor,  foolish,  bleeding  heart,  which  she  had  torn  away  from  everything 
that  had  been  growing  round  it  for  years — he  spumed  it  like  a  stone.  Thank  God, 
he  let  her  know  it  as  soon  as  her  father’s  door  was  closed  upon  them !  Thank  God,  , 
she  never  knew  the  shelter  of  his  roof,  nor  tasted  of  his  bread !  She  sat  shivering 
on  the  doorstep  of  her  own  home  far  into  the  night,  trying  to  lift  her  hand  and 
knock ;  but  she  could  not.  Pride  held  it  down,  and  made  it  as  heavy  as  lead.  It 
would  have  been  as  nothing  to  her  to  go  in  and  say,  *  Father,  I  have  done  wrong 
to  leave  you.  I  am  sorry,  and  have  come  back  to  you  at  ouce.’  But  to  say, 

‘  Father,  I  am  come  back  because  he  will  not  have  me,'  was  too  much  for  her  proud 
heart.  She  cried  and  cried,  and  kissed  the  step  a  thousand  times ;  but  before  the 
sun  rose  she  was  far  away. 

“  And  so  she — she  who  had  been  brought  up  so  fine  and  so  helpless — had  to  earn 
her  bread  by  the  labour  of  her  hands.  It  was  many  mouths,  and  she  was  half  worn 
out  with  longing,  before  she  heard  any  news  of  home.  At  last  it  was  talked 
about  the  town  where  she  lived  that  her  father  was  drinking  himself  to  death,  and 
that  the  house  was  getting  a  bad  name ;  and,  child,  every  word  was  like  a  knife 
stabbing  into  her,  for  wasn’t  it  all  her  work  ?  All !  all  1” 

Rebecca  kept  striking  her  clenched  hand  over  her  heart  as  though  it  still  smarted 
under  some  living  and  keen  anguish. 

“  Then  she  heard  that  people  no  longer  came  to  Yapton  Wells,  but  went  to 
Ently  to  drink  the  waters ;  and  the  change  brought  great  poverty  and  distress  to 
the  village.  Next  she  heard  that  her  father  was  ruined — and  the  time  had  come 
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vhen  her  heart  would  be  still  no  longer.  So  she  went  to  them,  and  told  them  all, 
and  they  forgave  her,  and  received  her,  and  she  laboured  for  them  with  her  hands 
to  keep  them,  as  they  had  laboured  for  her,  and  was  to  them  a  comfort  in  their 
trouble. 

You  think  this  is  all  well,  little  girl,  and  just  as  a  story  should  end ; 
but  listen.  A  broken  heart  never  mends — never !  never !  She  had  struck  the  blow — 
she  had  broken  her  father’s  heart — and  now  she  had  to  see  it  bleeding  away  hour  by 
hour,  minute  by  minute,  and  to  know  that  all  she  could  do  only  made  it  bleed  the 
more.  She  often  felt  him  looking  at  her  as  she  waited  on  the  low  men  in  the  bar, 
or  did  the  meanest  work  of  the  house ;  and  she  knew  what  he  was  thinking  as  he 
looked — knew  that  he  was  thinking,  ‘  And  is  this  my  little  girl  that  I  spent  my  best 
years  in  working  for,  so  that  labour  should  never  soil  her  hands?  lias  she  come  to 
this?'  So  she  saw  him  pine  and  die  in  the  very  prime  of  his  life — saw  him  cut  down 
like  a  tree  in  its  strength,'  and  knew  that  her  disobedience  was  the  axe  that  struck 
the  blow.  His  last  words  to  her  were,  ‘  Itebecca,  do  all  the  good  you  can  in  the 
world,  and  I’ll  tell  you  how  to  do  it.  If  you  see  anybody  setting  their  heart  on 
just  one  thing,  tell  ’em  it’ll  bring  ’em  to  misery — it  will,  girl,  as  sure  as  I  lay  here 
dying  without  one  hope  of  my  life  having  come  to  pa-ss.’  ” 

Rebecca’s  voice  died  away,  and  she  bowed  her  face  lower  and  lower  almost  to 
her  lap,  and  hid  it  with  her  long,  tlun  arms.  After  awhile  she  looked  up,  and 
said,  iu  a  broken  voice — 

“  Don’t  cry,  little  gii-1 — she  didn’t.  No ;  she  sat  and  watched  beside  his  body 
night  and  day  till  they  laid  it  iu  the  colhu  ;  but  she  never  shed  a  tear  over  him — 
not  one.  And  why  ?  Because,  child,  there  was  that  in  her  that  dried  up  every  tear ; 
there  was  that  iu  her  that  so  filled  her  heart  as  to  leave  no  room  for  grief — and  that 
was  hate,  burning,  rankling  hate,  for  him  who  caused  it  all  1” 

At  that  instant  Mother  Catlin,  who  for  some  time  had  been  listening  to  Rebecca’s 
voice,  wiih  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks,  interrupted  her  by  laying  her  shaking 
hand  upon  her  shoulder,  and  saying — 

“  Child,  child,  hush !  What  has  brought  it  all  back  to  you  to-nig’ut  ?" 

But  Rebecca  seemed  to  find  such  intense  relief  in  this  fierce  outpouriug  of 
long-suppressed  passion,  and  iu  measuring  the  strength  of  her  hate  by  the  horror 
its  recital  caused  in  her  listener,  that  she  could  not  ccasc.  She  shook  her  mother’s 
hand  off,  rose  to  her  feet,  and  her  raised,  discordant  voice  made  ’Duke  awake  and 
gaze  about  him  in  affright. 

“  I’ll  tell  you,  little  girl,  why  it’s  all  come  back  to  her  to-night,”  she  said,  as  if 
Constance  liad  asked  the  question  i-jstead  of  her  mother — “it’s  because  she’s 
heard  news  of  him — heard  that  he’s  in  sore  trouble.  He  ca’used  a  child  to  turn 
against  her  father,  and  now  it  seems  his  child  is  turning  against  him.  Look  you, 
his  house  was  on  fire  a  while  since ;  and,  though  they  say  he  denies  it,  and  tries  to 
hash  it  up,  it’s  got  whispered  about  that  he  believes  his  own  daughter  set  it  on  Jire, 
and  he’s  been  obliged  to  send  her  from  him,  a  long  way  off.” 

There  was  something  more  than  horror  now  dawning  slowly  in  her  listener’s 
face— an  interest  too  intense  to  be  called  forth  by  mere  sympathy.  She  let  go  of 
’Duke'  's  arm,  and  leant  towards  Rebecca  as  she  went  on — 

“  I  told  you  that  her  heart  was  too  full  of  hate  to  hold  grief,  but  it  wasn’t 
exactly  that.  It  wasn’t  that  grief  didn’t  come — that  it  doesn’t  come  still ;  for  it 
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does — ay,  and  as  fresh  and  bitter  as  ever — but  it  is  that  it  turned  to  hate  as  b 
came ;  it  turns  to  hate  novr  as  it  comes.  Ay,  here  the  hate  burns,  and  here  the  grief 
is  always  pouring  upon  it,  making  it  fiercer  and  fiercer,  like  oil  dropping  on  fire. 
I  see  no  rest  for  me,  child,  in  life  or  in  death — I  daren’t  think  of  heaven,  for  I 
know  that  my  hate  holds  the  door  against  me,  like  that  chain,  only  it  is  harder 
than  any  iron  to  break.  God  help  me,  for  I  don’t  think  I  ever  can  break  it ! 

“  There,  little  girl,  1  have  done  my  story.  I  dare  say  you  know  why  I  told  it  yon. 
It  was  because  I  guessed  you  had  run  away  from  home ;  and  when  you  asked  ms 
‘  What  used  to  be  V’  I  thought  I  would  tell  you  what  no  one  has  ever  heard  before.  I 
thought  you  should  know  what  it  is  you  are  doing.  Little  girl,  go  back.”  And 
Rebecca  bent  towards  her,  aud  laid  her  hand  on  her  arm,  and  repeated,  in  a  voice 
tremblingly  earnest,  “  Go  back.” 

The  white,  rigid  little  listening  face  relaxed — the  little  figure  stood  erect,  and 
the  childish  voice  echoed,  in  a  tone  half  indignant,  half  despairing — 

Go  back !  Take  him  back !”  And,  throwing  her  arms  round  ’Duke,  she 
fell  on  her  knees  beside  him,  sobbing  passionately,  Oh,  ’Duke !  poor  little  ’Duke 
God  forgive  father !  God  forgive  him !” 

No  sudden  consciousness  flashed  into  the  dark,  restless  eyes  that  watched  the 
little  wanderers.  They  gazed  upon  them  long,  and  drew  in  the  truth  slowly,  and 
then  the  hot  tears  blinded  them,  and  Rebecca  turned  them  away,  and,  laying  her 
hand  on  her  mother's,  looked  up  in  her  face,  and  said  quietly — 

“  Mother,  they  are  his — they  are  Daniel  Chorley’s  children !” 
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CHAPTER  Xll. 

“  Lkt  me  look  at  him,”  said  Rebecca,  when  Constance  had  grown  quieter. 
“  Let  me  look  at  Daniel  Chorley’s  boy.” 

bhe  drew  him  towards  her,  and,  laying  her  thin  arm  round  his  neck,  under  hii 
light  hair,  bent  down  and  gazed  into  his  face. 

Little  ’Duke’s  was  by  no  means  an  uncommon  face.  You  could,  no  doubt, 
find  just  such  another  in  any  preparatory  school  for  little  boys  in  England,  for  it 
was  that  purely  Saxon  face,  framed  with  long,  light,  silky  hair,  which,  though 
generally  despised  by  the  darling  himself  as  a  girlish  appendage,  mamma  cannot 
find  it  in  her  heart  to  have  touched  by  the  barber’s  scissors — a  face  with  half- 
shy,  half-daring  eyes,  blue  as  the  heavens  of  the  joyful  Midsummer  holidays; 
with  the  open,  honest  brow,  and  the  complexion  transparently  pure,  which  beats 
as  yet  no  greater  sign  of  dissipation  and  excess  than  an  occasional  pimple,  denoting 
a  too-intimate  acquaintance  with  the  Wednesday  apple-tart  man — a  face  which, 
though  it  may  have  a  decidedly  tum-up  nose,  or  a  very  large  mouth,  or  be  set  as 
thickly  with  sun-freckles  as  the  spring  fields  with  buttercups,  is  invariably  loveable, 
invariably  refreshing  to  look  at  for  its  openness,  its  mingled  shyness  and  daring, 
aud  its  scorn  of  its  own  beauty.  Such,  then,  to  stranger  eyes,  was  the  face  of 
little  'Duke,  but  to  Rebecca’s  eyes  it  was  more  than  that — evidently  much  more— 
for  the  hand  on  his  shoulder  trembled. 

She  had  said,  “  Let  me  look  at  Daniel  Chorley’s  boy,”  partly  in  defiance  of 
her  own  heart,  because  it  shrank  from  the  recollections  that  it  feared  some  well- 
known  characteristic  of  his  face  might  call  forth.  She  had  thought  that,  armed 
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with, her  ag«  and  her  long-cheriahed  hatred,  she  oonid  challenge  auoh  recoUectiona 
•nd  oreroome  them.  So,  with  that  iron  will  of  hen,  she  chose  to  hold  him  there 
in  the  fire-light,  gating  not  only  at  the  child's  face,  but  at  another’s  in  his.  She 
looked  down  into  it  with  her  hand  on  the  soft  neck,  and  the  warm,  silky  hair 
lying  on  her  hand — looked  into  those  blue,  fearless,  but  wondering  eyes,  and, 
instead  of  her  overcoming  the  memories  she  found  stamped  upon  that  little  face 
more  thickly  than  the  freckles,  they  overcame  her,  and  sank  into  and  troubled  the 
very  depths  of  her  being.  She  was  reminded  of  her  own  bright  childhood,  as  well 
as  her  happy  youth  and  her  strong  but  wasted  love.  Still  did  she  gaze,  until  that 
face  seemed  a  mirror,  refiecting  not  the  past  only,  but  also  the  dim  shores  of  a 
future  where  there  was  rest  for  her — where  that  age  and  hatred  which  she  had 
thought  sufficient  defence  against  anything  the  past  could  show,  should  crumble 
and  fall  off  like  a  withered  sheath,  while  the  old  youth  and  the  old  love  would 
remain  for  ever.  Still  unconsciously  she  gazed,  and  by-and-by  came  the  warm, 
unusual  pressure  of  tears  at  her  poor,  aching  eyes ;  and,  pushing  the  boy  from  her 
ind  burying  her  face  in  her  bands,  she  let  them  fall  freely ;  and  with  them  fell 
much  bitterness  from  off  her  heart. 

Little  girl,”  she  said,  looking  up  after  awhile,  “  where  are  you  going  ?  and 
why  is  be  to  be  taken  from  his  father  ?  Tell  me  all  about  it.” 

Carefully  guarding  that  one  dreadful  secret  of  hers,  Constance  told  her  as 
much  of  her  story  as  she  thought  would  satisfy  her  she  was  acting  for  the  best, 
and  it  took  little  to  satisfy  Rebecca  that  the  boy  was  better  away  from  Daniel 
Chorley  than  with  him. 

“  Come,  little  girl,”  she  said  presently — “  it  is  time  he  went  to  bed.” 

And,  taking  a  candle,  she  opened  a  door  and  led  the  way  up  a  wide,  carpetless 
staircase,  which,  to  Constance’s  sleepy  eyes,  seemed  full  of  ghosts  of  flying  waiters 
and  chambermaids.  On  the  first  landing  Rebecca  stopped,  and,  giving  Constance 
the  candle,  and  pointing  to  an  open  door,  left  them  without  even  answering  their 
timid  ”  Good  night” — too  much  absorbed  in  her  own  thoughts  to  remember  that 
shat  was  so  familiar  to  her  by  day  or  night  was  all  strange  and  ominous  to  her 
little  guests. 

Our  travellers  now  found  themselves  stationed  for  the  night  in  the  ante-room  to 
what  had  once  upon  a  time  been  a  music-hall,  or  ball  or  assembly  room,  as  the 
case  might  be,  during  that  period  when  Yapton  Wells  was  dazzled  by  the  brilliant 
hut  brief  patronage  that  caused  its  ruin.  It  had  also  been  hired  occasionally  by 
the  members  of  a  struggling  Mechanics’  Institution  for  their  lectures. 

Here,  in  this  little  room,  have  paced  more  than  one  largely-advertised  “talented 
lecturer  from  London.”  Here  has  he  donned  his  white  kids,  pitched  his  voice  to 
the  right  key,  practised  with  his  hands,  drank  his  glass  of  wine,  decided  how  many 
steps  he  shall  take  to  the  platform,  and  peeped  through  the  door,  and  fumed  and 
fretted  at  the  meek  secretary  about  the  thinness  of  the  audience  or  the  height  of 
the  reading-desk,  till  the  poor  fellow,  who,  besides  the  cares  of  secretaryship,  has 
<11  the  boots  in  the  place  to  mend,  is  half  out  of  his  mind.  Here,  too,  after  the 
i  lecture,  the  same  meek  secretary  has  been  fiercely  called  to  account  for  daring  to 
interrupt  the  closing  plaudits  with  his  hasty  and  timid  announcement  of  the  next 
forthcommg  entertainment.  Ali !  those  walls  which  have  inclosed  so  much  beauty, 
which  have  rung  with  so  much  eloquence,  and  such  superb  music — those  floors, 
over  which  have  skimmed  such  light,  airy  feet — in  what  state  are  they  now  ?  The 
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rats  riot  there ;  and,  by  their  din  and  wrangling,  one  would  think  they  were  actiig 
orer  the  scenes  they  had  witnessed  through  their  peep-holes  in  the  wall.  Tie 
spiders  weave  so  steadily  night  and  day,  that  it  might  be  said  of  them,  that  they,  it  _ 
least,  had  profited  by  the  industrial  teachings  given  from  that  reading-desk.  r 

Long  after  'Duke  had  gone  to  sleep,  Constance  sat  on  the  foot  of  the  little  bed,  \ 
thinking  of  Rebecca’s  story,  and  more  especially  that  portion  of  it  which  so  deeplj 
concerned  herself.  Was  it  possible  her  father  had  indeed  let  so  base  and  horrible 
a  lie  be  spoken  of  her  ?  or,  still  worse,  had  he  spoken  it  ?  She  sank  upon  her  kneei 
by  the  bed,  but  her  heart  was  too  sick  to  pray — she  could  only  kneel  there  and 
cry  till  ’Duke’s  long  hair  was  wet  with  her  tears — till  grief  and  weariness  together 
overpowered  her,  and  she  crept  to  her  rest,  and  soon  a  deep  and  tranquil  sleep  hid  [ 
all  her  troubles  from  her.  1 

The  good  blacksmith  had  spoken  truly  when  he  said  they  were  early  people  at 
the  “  Fortune  of  War.”  As  soon  as  Constance  opened  her  eyes,  she  heard  liebecei 
letting  down  the  heavy  chain  and  imbarring  the  door  of  the  house. 

It  was  the  first  day  of  April,  and  through  the  long,  blindless  window,  which  ^ 
still  glittered  with  raindrops,  poured  a  flood  of  pale,  bright  sunshine.  The  birdi, 
just  rising  from  their  nests  amongst  the  thick  furze  of  the  common,  darted  hither 
and  thither  through  the  sweet  air,  carolling  with  a  wild  enjoyment  of  liberty  and  i 
spring ;  and  now  and  then,  from  some  far-off  wood — for  just  here  the  country  was 
bare  and  open— came,  faint  but  thrilling,  the  voice  of  the  cuckoo.  Awakened  by 
such  unwonted  sounds  as  these,  the  little  wanderers  arose  to  resume  their  journey, 
with  feelings  little  akin  to  those  with  which  they  had  left  it  off.  That  which 
yesterday  seemed  so  lonely  and  dangerous,  to-day  began  to  taste  of  freedom  and  I 
romance.  ’Duke’s  eyes  sparkled  with  the  anticipation  of  coming  adventures,  and  ' 
he  helped  his  sister  to  arrange  and  pack  their  little  all  with  right  good  will. 

At  last,  somewhat  afraid  of  the  noise  they  made  on  the  wide,  echoing  staircaie, 
they  ventured  down  to  make  investigations  as  to  the  progress  of  breakfast.  Tney 
found  Mother  Catlin  and  her  “child”  already  sitting  down  to  it,  and  Rebecca 
pointed  them  out  two  seats  at  the  table,  and  placed  two  plates  of  porridge  before 
them.  There  being  no  conversation  to  interrupt  it,  breakfast  was  soon  over. 
When  Constance  stood  before  her  with  her  bonnet  on,  and  holding  something  ^ 
hesitatingly  in  her  hand,  Rebecca  looked  at  her,  and  said,  as  she  quietly  put  her 
hand  away —  1 

“  Are  you  going,  little  girl  ?  Take  care  of  him — don’t  tire  him  too  much ;  and 
look  you,  child,  when  you  get  to  your  journey’s  end,  send  me  just  a  slip  of  paper 
to  say  how  the  boy’s  doing — I’d  like  to  know.” 

Constance  promised  to  do  so ;  and  after  Rebecca  had  pressed  her  thin  lips  to  ^ 
’Duke’s  forehead,  and  Mother  Catlin  had  said,  very  kindly  for  her,  “  God  speed 
you,  little  children !”  they  each  took  their  burden  and  passed  out  at  the  door.  Few  ^ 
were  yet  astir  in  the  village,  except  a  group  of  loungers  standing  round  the  smithy,  / 
watching  Simon  kindle  his  fire,  and  listening  to  a  somewhat  exaggerated  account  . 
of  his  last  night’s  adventure.  Never  were  two  such  mysterious  children  as  he 
made  them  out  to  be.  He  was  a  little  ashamed  of  himself  as  he  saw  them  coming 
blithely  down  the  road,  looking  very  joyous  and  child-like ;  and,  his  good  heart 
getting  the  better  of  him  he  came  forth  and  shouted  after  them,  in  his  tremendom 


voice — 

“  Hi,  there,  little-uns  a  pleasant  journey  to  yer !" 
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THE  STORY  OF  AN  EASY  CHAIR. 

Aix  are  ready  to  acknowledge  that  the  power  of  retaining  presence  of  mind, 
under  circumstances  of  sudden  danger,  should  be  possessed  by  every  reasonable 
being,  and  yet  how  few  there  are  who  act  as  though  they  believed  this  to  be  either 
attainable  or  desirable ! 

Men  have,  generally,  far  more  physical  courage  than  women,  and  from  this  fact 
arises  the  universal  contempt  manifested  for  one  of  the  nobler  sex”  whose  strength 
of  mind  and  self-respect  may  have  chanced  to  be  suddenly  overcome  by  a  strong 
sense  of  personal  danger.  Doubtless,  it  is  no  small  assistance  to  the  lords  of  the 
creation’’  to  remember  what  is  expected  of  them ;  aud  perhaps  there  are  not  many 
who  would  care  to  acknowledge  how  often  they  have  been  enabled  to  maintain 
outward  composure  by  the  timely  recollection  of  the  flattering  tribute  thus  paid, 
by  common  consent,  to  their  superior  presence  of  mind. 

Alas  for  the  weaker  vessels”  of  the  community,  who  find  themselves  placed 
thus  low  in  the  scale  of  self-command  I  And  yet  it  must  be  confessed  that  too 
mauy  women  give  ample  grounds  for  the  mortifying  distinction.  Uow  often  do 
we  hear  them  exclaim,  “Oh!  how  I  should  Lave  screamed  1"  or,  “IFAy  didn’t 
you  run  away  ?”  when,  in  all  probability,  the  danger  would  have  been  increased 
tenfold  by  doing  either  the  one  or  the  other ! 

It  really  is  humiliating  to  think  that  the  being  suddenly  placed  in  a  perilous 
position  should  instantly  deprive  a  woman  of  her  common  sense ;  aud  what  a  benefit 
would  be  conferred  upon  the  world  at  large  if  the  acquisitior:  of  a  little  self-control 
were  made  a  promiuent  object  in  the  education  of  young  ladies  I  Much  might  be 
done  by  precept,  but  more  by  example. 

There  have  been  noble  instances  in  the  history  of  our  own  country,  as  well  as 
in  that  of  other  nations,  in  which  female  courage  has  risen  above  circumstances 
which  might  well  have  tried  the  strongest  nerves.  But  it  is  in  the  occurrences  of 
every-day  life  that  women  so  often  appear  to  be  deficient  in  this  most  necessary 
virtue.  Why  it  should  be  so,  when,  on  far  greater  occasions,  they  find  it  possible  to 
exercise  the  courage  of  a  Grace  Darling  or  a  Florence  Nightingale,  is,  perhaps,  one 
of  the  mysteries  of  our  nature  yet  to  be  solved. 

We  remember  one  remarkable  instance  of  female  courage,  which  occurred  about 
the  beginning  of  the  present  century ;  and  although,  perhaps,  few  could  undergo  a 
limilar  ordeal  with  the  same  wonderful  composure,  yet,  as  the  old  proverb  tells  us, 
“  What  man  has  done,  man  may  do,”  we  may  hope  that  there  are  yet  women  in  the 
world  who  could  do  as  much  if  it  were  necessary. 

At  that  time  there  lived  in  a  solitary  house  on  W - Common  a  gentleman 

and  his  niece,  their  domestics  consisting  of  a  butler  and  two  maid-servants.  This 
gentleman  happened  to  possess  a  great  deal  of  valuable  family  plate,  and,  having 
occasion  to  go  from  home,  he  gave  the  key  of  the  strong  closet  in  which  it  was  kept 
to  his  niece,  requesting  that  she  would  herself  take  charge  of  it.  This  she  promised 
to  do ;  and  having  every  reason  to  suppose  that  he  was  leaving  his  family  under  the 
guardianship  of  a  trustworthy  man-servant,  her  uncle  set  out  on  his  intended 
journey. 

A  day  or  two  afterwards,  the  butler  came  to  his  young  mistress,  saying  that 
this  would  be  a  good  opportunity  for  tlie  spare  plate  to  be  cleaned,  as  he  knew  his 
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master  was  particular  about  it,  and  requesting  that  he  might  have  the  key  of  thi 
closet  for  that  purpose. 

Not  supposing  for  a  moment  that  he  had  any  other  motive  in  asking  for  thekej, 
she  was  on  the  point  of  giving  it  to  him,  when  something  in  the  e.vpression  of  the 
man’s  eye  made  her  hesitate,  and,  replacing  the  key  in  her  pocket,  she  quietly  said 
that  her  uncle  had  left  no  orders  about  it,  and  she  should,  therefore,  prefer  its  being 
left  as  it  was  until  his  return.  Surprised  to  find  that  the  butler  still  persisted  in  hit 
request,  the  young  lady  spoke  still  more  decidedly,  saying  that  she  never  interfered 
with  her  uncle's  arrangements;  and  the  discomfited  butler  went  down-stain, 
leaving  his  mistress  not  a  little  astonished  at  his  strange  behaviour. 

That  night,  after  locking  her  bedroom-door  as  usual,  as  she  was  walking  toward) 
the  dressing-table,  with  the  candlestick  in  her  hand,  she  was  greatly  startled  by 
observing  this  man  crouching  down  behind  an  easy  chair  which  stood  near  the  wall. 
In  an  instant  his  conduct  in  the  morning  flashed  across  her  mind,  and  she  was  no 
longer  at  a  loss  to  account  for  his  motive  in  wishing  to  possess  himself  of  the  key. 
Determined  not  to  betray,  by  look  or  gesture,  that  she  was  aware  of  his  presence, 
she  quietly  put  down  her  candlestick,  and,  seating  herself  in  a  chair  beside  the 
dressing-table,  took  up  her  Bible  and  endeavoured  to  read,  praying  most  earnestly 
that  she  might  be  enabled  to  do  whatever  was  right.  Human  help  she  had  no 
means  of  obtaining ;  for,  even  were  he  to  allow  her  to  leave  the  room  f  which  wu 
not  very  likely),  she  wisely  judged  that  to  call  two  terrified  maids  to  her  assistance 
would  be  worse  than  having  no  help  at  all;  and,  therefore,  commending  herself  to 
the  protection  of  an  all-powerful  Deliverer,  she  remained  for  some  time  with  her 
eyes  fixed  upon  her  Bible,  now  and  then  turning  over  its  pages,  and  gradually 
becoming  calm  and  self-possessed. 

At  length  she  resolved  what  to  do,  and,  putting  down  her  book,  she  proceeded 
to  undress  as  usual,  first  taking  the  key  of  the  plate-closet  from  her  pocket,  and 
laying  it  down  with  some  little  noise,  that  the  man  might  know  just  where  to  find 
it.  She  then  knelt  by  her  bedside,  and,  after  silently  asking  for  the  protection  and 
wisdom  she  so  sorely  needed,  she  lit  the  rushlight  on  the  hearth,  and  extinguished 
her  candle ;  and,  as  she  laid  her  head  upon  the  pillow,  it  was  in  the  firm  trust  that 
nothing  could  harm  her  while  under  her  Heavenly  Father’s  care. 

After  awhile  she  heard  the  chair  gently  pushed,  and,  through  her  closed  eye¬ 
lashes,  she  could  see  the  nun  cross  the  room,  and  take  up  the  key  and  the  candlestick. 
He  lit  the  candle  at  the  hearth,  and  then  came  to  the  bedside.  She  had  just  time 
to  perceive  some  kind  of  instrument  in  his  hand,  but  lay  perfectly  still,  breathing  ae 
regularly  as  a  little  child.  Not  by  the  quiver  of  an  eyelid,  or  the  slightest  flutter 
of  the  breath,  did  she  show  that  she  was  awake,  even  though  she  felt  the  bedclothes 
drawn  down  from  her  fiice,  and  knew  that  he  was  stooping  over  her,  watching  her 
countenance  most  intently.  He  then  went  to  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  stood  for 
some  minutes  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  so  as  to  throw  the  full  light  of  the 
candle  upon  the  quiet  face  before  him. 

At  last,  to  her  intense  relief,  he  appearetl  satisfied,  and  left  the  room,  leaving 
the  door  ajar;  and  she  distinctly  heard  him  unlock  the  strong  closet  at  the  end  of 
the  gallery  into  which  her  own  and  the  other  principal  bedrooms  opened.  She  soon 
heard  him  busily  employed  in  packing  up  bis  booty,  and  recollecting  that  he  would 
pix)bably  have  left  the  key  in  the  outside  of  the  lock,  this  courageous  girl  instantly 
resolved  that  she  would  try  to  save  her  uncle’s  property,  and  secure  the  thief. 
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Hastily  throwing  something  round  her,  she  stole  along  the  gallery,  and,  finding 
the  key  where  she  had  expected,  she  suddenly  shut  the  door  and  locked  him  in.  In 
vain  did  the  man  alternately  call,  threaten,  and  promise  what  he  would  do  if  she 
would  only  let  him  out.  With  the  key  in  her  hand,  she  ran  up-stairs  to  rouse  the 
women-servants,  who  were  not  a  little  amazed  to  see  their  young  lady  standing  beside 
them  with  such  a  story  to  tell.  Neither  of  them  wished  for  any  more  sleep  that 
night ;  and,  as  soon  as  they  were  dressed,  they  all.sat  up  together,  watching  and 
longing  for  the  daylight. 

When  morning  came,  the  thief  was  soon  removed  to  prison  by  the  proper  officers, 
and  admitted,  when  tried  for  the  offence,  that,  had  he  believed  it  possible  for  any 
young  lady  to  behave  as  his  mistress  had  done,  he  should  certainly  have  murdered 
her ;  but  she  had  completely  thrown  him  off  his  guard ;  and  when  he  saw  her  (as  he 
thought)  so  soundly  asleep,  he  did  not  like  to  do  it,  for  she  had  been  kind  to  him, 
and  he  had  no  personal  grudge  against  her. 

Whilst  readily  allowing  that  few  are  likely  to  have  their  courage  put  to  so  severe 
a  test,  we  cannot  but  think  that  it  would  be  time  and  thought  well  bestowed  if 
women  would  seriously  consider  how  far  it  is  in  their  power  to  conquer  nervous  fears. 
These,  we  know,  are  never  so  easily  overcome  as  in  early  life ;  and  of  what  real  use 
can  any  one  hope  to  be  who  acctistoms  herself  to  shrink  from  everything  of  which 
she  is  afraid  ?  At  the  same  time  wo  sincerely  hope  that  no  young  lady's  peace  of 
mind  may  ever  again  be  distmrbed  by  the  unwelcome  apparition  of  a  man  behind 
her  easy  chair ! 

M.  E.  W. 

- ^ - 

TO  AN  INFANT  SMILING  AS  IT  AWOKE. 


Aftek  the  sleep  of  night,  as  some  still  lake 
Displays  the  cloudless  heaven  in  reflection. 
And,  dimpled  by  the  breezes,  seems  to  break 
Into  a  waking  smile  of  recollection. 

As  if  from  its  calm  depths  the  morning  light 
Call’d  up  the  pleasant  dreams  that  gladden'd 
night — 

So  doth  the  laughing  azure  of  those  eyes 
Display  a  mental  heaven  of  its  own : 

In  that  ilinmined  smile  I  recognise 
The  sunlight  of  a  sphere  to  us  unknown ; 
Thou  hast  been  dreaming  of  some  previous  bliss 
In  other  worlds — fur  thou  art  new  to  this. 

Hast  thou  been  wafted  to  elysian  bowers 
In  some .  blest  star,  where  thou  hast  pre¬ 
existed  ; 

Inhaled  the  ecstatic  fragrancy  of  flowers 
About  the  golden  harps  of  seraphs  twisted ; 
Or  heard  the  nightingales  of  paradise 
Hymn  choral  songs  and  joyons  harmonies? 

Perchance  all  breathing  life  is  but  an  essence 
Of  the  great  Fountain  Spirit  in  the  sky. 

And  thou  hast  dream’d  of  that  transcendent 
presence 


Whence  thou  hast  fall'n— a  dew-drop  from 
on  high — 

Destined  to  Icse,  as  tiiou  shalt  mix  with  earth. 
Those  bright  recallings  of  thy  heavenly  birth. 

We  deem  thy  mortal  memory  but  begun ; 

But  hast  thou  no  remembrance  of  the  past, 
No  lingering  twilight  of  a  former  sun 
Which  o’er  thy  slumbering  faculties  hath  cast 
Shadows  of  unimaginable  things 
Too  high,  or  deep,  for  human  fathomings? 

Perhaps,  while  reason’s  earliest  fount  is 
height’ning. 

Athwart  thine  eyes  celestial  sights  are  given. 
As  skies  that  open  to  let  out  the  lightning 
Display  a  transitory  glimpse  of  heaven ; 

And  thou  art  wrapt  in  visions  all  too  bright 
For  aught  but  seraphim  or  infant’s  sight. 

Emblem  of  heavenly  purity  and  bliss ! 

Mysterious  type,  which  none  can  understand  I 
Let  me  with  reverence,  then,  approach  to  kiss 
Limbs  lately  touch’d  by  the  Creator’s  hand. 
So  awful  art  thon,  that  I  feel  more  prone 
To  ask  ihy  blessing  than  bestow  mine  own. 

Akon. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

U  E  6  T. 

The  morning  sun  was  shining  through  the  curtains  before  I  awoke,  and,  finding 
that  hirs.  White  had  already  gone  down,  I  hastened  to  dress  myself  in  the  clean 
clothes  and  the  warm  merino  frock  which  were  placed  on  a  chair  by  my  bedside. 
It  is  true  that  I  lay  for  a  few  minutes  thinking  of  all  I  had  heard  on  the  previous 
night — lay  looking  at  the  neat  appointments  of  the  cheerful  room,  not  without  an 
abiding  sense  of  comfort,  but  still  with  a  feeling  of  sorrow  which  I  knew  must 
accompany  all  the  peaceful  influences  of  my  new  life — a  shadow  not  dark  enough 
fer  gloom,  nor  even  for  grief,  but  sufficient  to  subdue  me  to  a  grave  acceptance  of 
my  position — a  determination  never  to  forget  that  I  owed  it  to  the  unselfish  love  of 
her  whom  I  might  not  see  again.  Kneeling  on  the  footstool  at  the  window,  I 
prayed  that  I  might  be  faithful  to  her — prayed  that  we  might  meet  before  fresh 
promises  bound  us  to  a  separation  too  long  to  hope  for.  In  the  midst  of  these 
petitions,  so  incoherent  that  I  had  spoken  them  half -aloud — more,  I  think,  with  a 
wish  to  give  them  distinct  purpose  than  for  auy  other  reason — I  was  startled  by 
the  handle  of  the  door  turning  softly,  and  springing  to  my  feet,  with  that  indefinable 
confusion  which  is  not  shame,  but  which  all  children  feel  when  interrupted  at  such 
a  time,  I  saw  somebody  standing  in  the  passage  as  though  hesitating  to  come  in. 
Looking  at  first,  through  my  tears,  I  thought  it  was  Susan  coming  to  call  me  to 
breakfast,  but  another  moment  undeceived  me.  A  taller  figure  came  out  of  the 
shadow  of  the  entry,  walked  softly  into  the  fuller  light  of  the  window,  and,  seeing 
me  there,  so  full  of  fear  and  wonder  that  I  must  have  fallen  without  help,  caught 
me  as  I  ran  forward.  The  fair  hair,  smoothly  parted  now,  the  dress,  poor  but  clean, 
the  arms  still  strong  as  when  they  last  clasped  me,  the  sorrowful  eyes  with  all  their 
sterner  light  subdued,  she  whom  I  had  prayed  for  carried  me  to  the  bed,  and  there 
sat  down  with  my  head  upon  her  bosom.  There  remained  nothing  to  tell  me  of  the 
reason  for  my  having  been  consigned  to  Mr.  AV'illmott  beyond  the  particulars  that 
I  had  already  learned  from  Mrs.  White.  Once,  when  I  ventured  to  ask  where  my 
father  was  now,  the  hard,  defiant  look  came  back  into  her  face  for  a  moment,  and 
I  said  no  more. 

“  He  may  be  in  London  still,  for  aught  I  know,”  she  said.  “  He  cares  nothing 
for  me,  or  less  than  nothing,  for  he  would  sacrifice  both  of  us  to  his  own  convenience. 
Do  not  let  us  talk  of  him,  for  I  have  only  half-an-hour  to  stay.” 

More  than  half  of  that  time  must  have  been  consumed  in  her  passionate 
assurances  that  she  had  not  deserted  me — in  my  vague  endeavours  to  combat  her  self- 
upbraidings.  Then  I  heard  how  great  had  been  the  struggle  with  which  she  had 
consented  to  part  with  me — how  precarioiu  were  the  means  by  which  she  earned 
enough  for  her  daily  bread  by  such  needlework  as  she  could  obtain  from  one  or  twe 
shops  to  which  she  had  been  recommended  by  Mrs.  White,  and  from  occasional  service 
in  families  where  extra  help  was  required  in  times  of  festivity  or  sickness.  AVe 
both  grew  calmer  as  she  explained  to  me  how  our  separation  must  be  borne  for  the 
sake  of  the  future  provision  it  would  insure  for  me.  I  cannot  now  recall  the  words 
by  which  I  sought  to  reply  to  her  appeals,  but  the  feelings  with  which  I  regarded 
her  as  she  sat  there,  holding  me  in  her  arms,  come  back  after  the  lapse  of  years  so 
strongly  as  to  bring  the  blood  into  my  face. 
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Firbt,  a  sense  that  my  responses  were  coldly  inadequate  to  the  passionate  force 
with  which  she  told  me  how  she  had  held  out  against  relinquishing  her  child,  till 
the  fear  of  want  and  misery  for  us  both  drove  her  to  the  sacrifice.  Then  a  sudden 
apprehension  that  she  might,  even  now,  be  in  danger  of  greater  want  herself  by 
seeing  me  against  Mr.  Willmott's  conditions.  A  deep  distress  and  pity  mingled 
with  a  consciousness  that  she  was  strange  to  me,  and  yet  my  mother — that  1  knew 
less  of  her  character  than  I  did  of  Mrs.  Bradley’s — had  fewer  grounds  for  affection 
towards  her  than  I  had  for  the  love  with  which  I  regarded  Mrs.  White — then  a 
burst  of  sorrow,  and  shame,  and  self-reproach,  which  ended  in  my  clinging  to  her 
neck  and  sobbing  there.  This  last  paroxysm  had  almost  worn  itself  out  when 
Mrs.  White,  tapping  gently  at  the  door,  bade  us  come  down  to  breakfast. 

“  Come,”  she  said,  “  Mr.  Goodward  is  already  waiting.” 

“  Is  Mr.  Goodward  here,  ma'am?  ’  I  asked.  Oh,  1  will  wait  till  he  has  gone.” 

“  Mr.  Goodward  brought  me,”  said  my  mother. 

“  Yes,”  Mrs.  White  replied  to  niy  puzzled  face.  “  It  would  have  been  a  breach 
of  duty  for  me  to  have  done  so,  Wayfe ;  but  Mr.  Goodward  has  made  no  such 
promise,  and  said  that,  if  Mr.  Willmott  objected  to  it,  he  would  take  the 
responsibility.” 

“  But  Mr.  Willmott  doesn’t  know  it." 

“  No— nor  will  he.  He  has  not  been  home  all  night — sent  a  note,  indeed,  to  say 
that  he  would  stay  with  his  friends  till  this  afternoon,  when  he  wishes  to  see  you, 
as  he  intends  bringing  a  visitor  with  him.” 

When  we  entered  Mrs.  White’s  room,  in  which  breakfast  was  already  laid, 
Mr.  Goodward’s  rosy  face  was  quite  radiant  in  the  firelight.  The  morning  was 
bright  and  cold,  so  that  the  table  had  been  drawn  near  the  fire,  and  he  motioned 
my  mother  to  a  seat  in  the  corner,  where  1  had  eat  the  night  before ;  then,  taking 
my  hands  in  his  own,  led  me  to  an  ottoman  at  her  feet. 

“  You  will  both  feel  better  and  stronger  for  this  meeting,”  he  said,  and  need 
only  to  know  that  you  are  not  divided  in  love  and  hope,  even  though  it  may  be 
bng  before  you  meet  again.  You  liave  made  no  promise  yet  to  Mr.  Willmott?”  he 
said,  turning  to  me. 

“  No ;  and  I  will  not  make  any.  I  will  leave  here  rather  than - ” 

“  Stop,  stop !”  he  said,  gravely,  laying  his  hand  on  my  shoulder.  “  Let  your 
yea  be  yea,  and  your  nay  nay.  You  must  stay  here  if  you  wish  to  perform  any 
work  in  the  world.  Yoiar  mother  is  shortly  going  to  some  distance— into  tho 
country,  indeed — and  you  must  write  to  her — she  must  write  to  you.  Will  you 
come  with  Mrs.  White  to  my  house  next  week?  then  you  will  say  good-bye  to  each 
other  for  some  time,  perhaps  for  two  or  three  years ;  but  you  will  both  be  happier, 
and  will  have  a  duty  to  fulfil  towards  each  other.” 

My  mother,  with  her  great  blue  eyes  fixed  on  his  face,  seemed  to  regard  the 
speaker  with  a  child-like  trust  and  obedience  much  greater  than  my  own.  Uis 
fresh  and  healthy  bearing,  his  unckrical  manner  and  language,  seemed  to  melt  away, 
by  its  own  genial  warmth,  that  hard  expression.  The  haggard  lines  of  her  face 
softened. 

How  do  you  mean,  sir,  that  I  am  going  into  the  country?”  she  asked,  with  a 
surprised  look. 

“  I  hope  you  will  go,”  he  said,  laughing.  I  had  a  letter  last  night  from  an 
old  friend  of  mine,  asking  me  for  a  plain  schoolmistress  for  a  sort  of  foundation- 
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school  for  girls  iu  his  district.  It  seems  they  have  been  enlarging  the  number  of 
the  scholars,  Mrs.  White,  at  Ueathfield,  by  contributions  from  the  neighbouring 
gentry  and  the  proceeds  of  Vernon's  sermons ;  and  there  will  be  thirty  girls  boarded, 
clothed,  and  educated  instead  of  sixteen.  Most  of  them  are  the  children,  some  of 
them  the  orphans,  of  sailors  and  fishermen.” 

I  saw  my  mother’s  eyes  brighten.  “  I'm  afraid  I  shall  not  be  able  to  teach 
them  enough,  sir,”  she  said ;  “  but  I  should  give  my  heart  to  it.” 

They  learn  reading,  writing,  and  a  few  plain  rules  iu  arithmetic — writing,  and, 
I  think,  singing,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Vernon  teach  them.  Then  they  all  learn  to  cook, 
and  wash,  and  sew.  There  are  two  elder  girls  to  act  under  your  instructions  in 
these  things,  and  to  help  to  teach  the  others.” 

“  When  shall  I  have  to  go,  sir?  and  is  it  certain  that  I  can  get  the  engage* 
ment  ?” 

“  What !  you  want  to  be  off,  do  you  ?”  asked  Mr.  Goodward,  laughing.  “  Why 
do  you  take  this  sudden  interest  in  the  thing?  I  thought  you  wished  to  stay  in 
London.” 

“  Well,  sir,”  she  replied,  looking  down,  “it  seems  as  though  I  should  be  better 
employed  there — more  as  Wayfe  would  like  me  to  be  employed — and  then, 
I  have  seen  her,  and  we  are  to  write  to  each  other— and  then,  sailors’  and  fishermen's 
girls  will  be  like  my  own,  and  I  shall  always  be  thinking  of  my  child  when  I’m 
with  ’em.  Yes,  it’s  better  I  should  go — better  for  both  of  us.” 

“  Then  you  must  come  home  with  me  this  morning,  and  see  my  wife,  and  I’ll 
write  to  Vernon  to  tell  him  that  I’ve  found  a  governess  for  his  school.” 

During  this  conversation  Mrs.  White  had  been  busy  at  the  breakfast-table,  and 
now  stood  waiting  demurely  until  Mr.  Goodward  turned  round  and  saw  her  holding 
the  plate  of  hot  buttered  toast.  He  interrupted  himself,  with  his  own  frank  face 
blushing  to  the  very  roots  of  his  silvered  hair — took  the  plate  from  her — handed 
her  a  chair  —  and  insisted  upon  waiting  on  us  all.  Then  came  a  delightful 
half-hour ;  my  mother  silent  and  thankful,  as  I  sat  resting  .against  her  knee  on  my 
low  stool.  I  found  that  I  had  been  talking  to  Mr.  Goodward  about  books  and  the 
pictures  in  the  library  which  had  interested  me  so  much — about  everything  that  I 
had  ever  thought  and  done — found  I  had  been  talking  for  so  long  that  I  suddenly 
became  aware  of  engrossing  the  entire  conversation,  and,  hearing  the  clatter  of  my 
own  voice  in  the  middle  of  a  long  sentence,  was  covered  with  confusion,  stammered, 
broke  down,  and,  seeing  a  smile  on  the  faces  both  of  my  interlocutor  and  Mts. 
W’hite,  endeavoured  to  hide  my  perplexity  in  the  coffee-cup. 

“  I  have  not  been  altogether  idle  while  we  were  waiting  for  you.  Miss  Wayfe," 
said  our  guest  at  last.  “  You  will  find  two  or  three  of  the  books  on  the  table 
yonder,  with  slips  of  paper  between  the  leaves.  Read  them  when  you  want 
amusement  from  your  school  studies,  and  we’ll  talk  them  over  together  when  yon 
come  to  see  me.  Now,  Mrs.  White,  we  must  go ;  our  friend  here  will  go  back 
with  me,  if  she  pleases.” 

My  mother's  shawl,  bonnet,  and  gloves  lay  on  the  settee  in  the  window.  She 
put  them  on  hastily,  came  and  took  me  in  her  arms  for  a  minute,  and,  before  1 
could  clear  my  eyes  from  the  half- joyful  tears  which  had  gathered  in  them,  while 
her  kiss  was  yet  warm  upon  my  cheek,  Mr.  Goodward  had  led  her  away,  and  I 
stood  listening  till  the  door  had  closed  upon  them. 

“  You  will  hear  from  Mr.  Goodward  where  to  write  to  her,  dear,”  said  Mrs. 
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White.  “  Do  you  feel  stronger  and  more  resigned  to  stay  here  with  me  than  you 
did  last  night?” 

^  I  could  only  reply  by  clinging  to  her  hand  and  kissing  it.  There  was  no  time 
r  for  dwelling  on  the  strange  events  of  the  morning,  for  it  had  been  arranged  that 

)  I  should  go  at  once  to  Mrs.  Winthrop,  and  three  o’clock  was  the  time  appointed 
for  meeting  my  guardian. 

As  we  walked  through  some  of  the  West-end  streets,  the  world  seemed  greatly 
changed  to  me.  In  all  my  previous  life  the  change  of  seasons  had  been  associated 
with  some  foreboding  of  inconvenience ;  the  few  streets  to  which  my  daily  walks 
were  confined  had  been  pleasant  only  by  the  recognition  in  them  of  such  familiar 
objects  as  had  suggested  a  mute  acquaintanceship  to  my  almost  friendless  cliildhood. 
>  In  this  way  I  had  found  companionable  thoughts  in  the  shadowy  old  nooks  which 
I  have  already  mentioned  as  amongst  my  discoveries — in  well-known  gates  of  old- 
I  fashioned  houses,  where  the  graining  upon  the  door-posts,  the  pattern  of  the  iron 
railings,  the  blinking  glass  in  the  worn  and  dusty  lamp,  had  become  features  to  me, 
and  seemed  to  express  some  sort  of  human  interest  quite  apart  from  their  real 
use  and  purpose.  One  or  two  of  these  were  dark  and  frowning,  like  unpropitious 
faces— full  of  inharmonious  lines — and  I  passed  them  by;  but  I  knew  certain 
I  places  where  the  very  brick  walls  had  well-known  characteristics.  Even  the 
hairdresser’s,  where  the  live  bear  was  always  kept  ready  for  slaughtering  (for  the 
sake  of  his  grease),  in  a  very  dark  and  dirty  den  at  the  end  of  the  shaving-room, 
became  a  romance  in  my  daily  life ;  but,  after  going  round  the  corner  to  peep 
through  a  little  grated  window,  where  I  once  saw  the  monster’s  eyes  glisten,  1 
I  could  never  quite  reconcile  the  frequent  supply  of  these  animals  with  the  violently- 
!  coloured  cartoon  which  covered  all  one  side  of  the  house,  and  represented  men 
in  fur  caps,  blue  polka  jackets,  red  pantaloons,  and  symmetrical  boots,  seeking  the 
material  for  pomatum  amidst  the  rigours  of  an  Arctic  winter,  where  one  of  their 
company  was  only  saved  from  destruction  by  the  promptitude  of  the  man  with 
the  long  spear,  who  ran  his  infuriated  antagonist  through  the  body. 

Any  other  walks  than  these  had  been  mostly  at  night,  and  in  the  company  of 
either  Mr.  or  Mrs.  Bradley,  who,  having  some  destination  in  view,  hurried  me 
I  through  by-streets,  where  loose  paving-stones,  hiding  slushy  deposits  beneath 

1  them,  frequently  saturated  my  shoes  with  mud.  There  was  very  little  stopping  to 

I  look  at  shop- windows  on  such  occasions,  and  the  house  where  the  visit  was  to  be 

made  having  been  reached,  I  was  most  commonly  occupied  during  our  stay  in 
epeculating  upon  the  dreary  walk  homewanls,  when  the  shutters  were  all  up  in 
the  streets,  and  the  foot-iiassengers  were  careless  of  any  wayfarer  beneath  the  level 
of  their  own  eyes. 

On  this  bright  September  morning,  however,  my  heart  felt  lighter  than  I  had 
ever  known  it  before,  and  as,  clinging  to  Mrs.  AVhite’s  arm,  I  traversed  the  clean, 
\  broad  squares,  and  stayed  now  and  then  to  look  at  the  handsome  shops  of  Regent 

and  Oxford  streets,  I  began  to  feel  that  there  was  a  sort  of  life  in  the  world,  after 
all— a  life  which  might  pass  through  and  enjoy  the  sights  even  of  Vanity  Fair, 
without  being  enthralled  by  the  glittering  show.  The  milliners’  and  drapers’ 
shops  claimed  but  little  of  my  attention.  I  had  never  had  companions  to  inoculate 

(me  with  their  love  of  dress,  and  my  owm  experience  had  furnished  no  examples  of 
the  satisfaction  to  be  derived  from  an  attention  to  fashionable  clothing ;  but  there 
were  two  or  three  windows  where  were  displayed  bronzes,  old  china,  pictures,  and 
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some  rare  articles  of  jewellery,  from  which  I  had  to  be  gently  drawn  by  my  the 

companion,  who  waked  me  from  a  sort  of  golden  dream,  1  trust  before  I  had  begun  of 

to  covet.  pn 

In  one  of  the  smaller  streets  behind  these  long  lines  of  shops,  and  leading  to  a  loa 
quiet  square,  we  found  Mrs.  Winthrop’s  house,  and  were  admitted  to  a  plainly.  \ 
furnished  room,  in  which  the  colour  of  the  carpet,  curtains,  and  even  the  walk,  i  sai 
seemed  to  have  faded  to  a  neutral  brown.  Against  this  sober  background,  however,  at 
three  bright  figures  stood  up  to  receive  us,  one  of  them  Mrs.  Winthrop  herself,  the  |  to 
others,  two  pupils  who  had  but  just  arrived,  and  who,  after  a  glance  and  a  gesture  noi 

of  salutation,  passed  into  a  room  beyond  and  closed  the  door.  I  felt  in  a  moment 
that  I  was  in  the  presence  of  a  governess,  not  from  any  austerity  in  her  manner,  sac 
but  from  an  easy  ceremoniuusness  which  was  evident  in  all  her  movements,  and  with 
which  I  at  once  associated  the  expression  of  her  face,  in  which  an  habitual  calm  for 

and  sweetness  was  modified  by  the  slightly-contracted  brows,  and  the  square,  firm  eij 

lines  of  the  temples.  With  a  profusion  of  dark  brown  hair  Mrs.  Winthrop  wore  hal 
an  elegant  morning  cap,  the  lace  lappets  falling  over  a  black  satin  dress,  from  Le 
beneath  the  sleeves  of  which  her  hand  showed  whiter  than  the  ivory  keys  of  the 
pianowhere  it  had  just  rested.  There  were  no  explanations  then,  for  the  preliminaries  bee 

had  evidently  been  settled  somehow  before  our  arrival.  It  was  only  when  she  came  sdi 

and  placed  her  hand  upon  my  shoulder  that  I  noticed  the  marks  of  care  and  sorrow  a  g 

in  her  face.  She  had  lost  both  her  husband  and  her  only  son  together,  and,  as  I  i  age 
learned  afterwards,  had  turned  to  teaching,  not  only  as  the  means  of  support,  but  !  ten 
to  endeavour,  by  an  active  human  interest,  to  live  down  the  terrible  affliction.  '  hgi 


“  You  may  come  in  here,  my  dear,  and  see  your  future  companions,”  she  said,  |  wa 
opening  the  inner  door.  “  They  are  drawing  now,  and  1  understand  you  will  take  *  slo 
lessons  here  of  Mr.  Pearson."  t  als 

I  was  ashamed  to  go  in,  for  the  other  girls  were  older  than  myself — indeed,  the  j 
two  whom  I  had  seen  before  were  quite  yoimg  women.  I  think  Mrs.  Winthrop  | 
felt  me  shrink,  for  she  stopped,  with  her  hand  upon  the  lock,  and  looked  at  my  face  of ' 
with  a  quick,  searching  glance.  “  Come,”  she  said,  “  they  are  all  busy,  and, 
indeed,  we  are  always  at  work  for  the  four  hours  we  spend  together  in  school.  You  die 
will  sit  close  to  me  when  wrn  begin  to-morrow,  and  I  think  I  shall  have  an  attentive  j 
pupil."  I  rep 

“I  have  never  been  to  school  with  such  big  girls,  ma’am,”  I  said,  clumsily,  i  foi 
“  They — I  mean,  they  are  grown-up  ladies,  and  I’m  very  ignorant  indeed."  i  Joi 


She  stooped  down  to  kiss  me  on  the  forehead,  and  while  she  did  so  such  a 
tender  light  shone  from  her  clear  eyes — such  a  world  of  true  womanly  pity 
beamed  round  her  face,  that  1  felt  she  knew  my  history,  and  sought  to  indicate 
that  knowledge  silently. 

“  If  you  were  not  ignorant  of  some  things,  my  dear,  you  would  scarcely  have 
come  to  see  me,”  she  said,  smiling,  as  she  opiened  the  door. 

The  room  was  carjietad,  but  was  otherwise  bare  of  furniture,  except  a  few  common 
chairs,  four  long  rows  of  books  on  shelves,  and  a  large  square  table,  now  drawn  up 
to  a  broad  window,  where  a  middle-aged  gentleman  was  standing,  rubbing  some 
water-colours  on  a  palette.  The  pupils  who  sat  round  the  table  seemed  to  be  in 
different  stages  of  the  art ;  and  one  of  them,  over  whose  shoulder  I  could  see  the 
progress  of  her  work,  was  labouring  clumsily  at  the  stump  of  a  tree  in  a  pencil 
landscape ;  but  presently  becoming  aware  of  my  scrutiny,  rapidly  sketched  upon 
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Uie  coraer  of  her  paper  a  face  of  such  surpassing  hideousness  that  1  was  in  danger 
of  laughing.  W'e  soon  departed,  however,  with  the  understanding  that  I  should 
preBeut  myself  on  four  days  a  week,  under  the  escort  of  Susan,  until  I  should  have 
learned  the  way  well  enough  to  be  trusted  alone. 

Mr.  Willmott  had  been  home  for  some  time  before  us,  and,  after  a  luncheon  of 
sandwiches  and  some  wine-aud- water,  1  was  summoned  to  attend  him  in  the  library, 
at  the  door  of  which  1  stood  with  a  beating  heart,  for  Mrs.  White  had  left  me  there 
to  go  in  alone.  1  knocked  so  softly  at  first  that  my  guardian  grew  impatient,  and, 
not  hearing  me,  came  across  the  room,  and  found  me  waiting  fur  admission. 

There  was  nothing  in  his  manner  to  alarm  me,  for  he  burst  out  laughing— if 
such  a  description  can  apply  to  his  quiet  exhibition  of  mirth. 

“  Come  in,  come  in,”  he  said,  taking  my  hand,  and  make  your  best  courtesy, 
for  there  is  a  gentleman  hero  who  will  be  far  more  terrible  than  I  am.  You  need 
expect  no  sympathy  from  him,  I  assure  you,  until  you  get  over  your  nervous 
hibits,  and  can  read  a  French  comedy  without  a  mistake.  Monsieur  le  Vicomte 
Leraud,  here  is  the  pupil  of  whom  1  was  speaking.” 

I  tried  to  make  a  low  bow,  and  failed  miserably.  The  gentleman,  who  had 
been  standing  near  the  fire,  came  forward  to  return  my  salutation ;  he  succeeded 
admirably,  and,  so  far  from  entering  into  the  jocularity  of  my  guardian,  preserved 
a  gravity  which  somehow  reassured  me.  lie  was  a  short  man,  of  about  middle 
age,  with  wiry  black  hair,  and  a  smoothly-shaven  face,  very  blue  beneath  the 
temples  and  on  the  chin,  where  a  thick  beard  should  have  grown.  Although  his 
bgure  was  spare,  it  was  upright  and  active ;  while  the  sharp  contour  of  his  face 
was  relieved  by  the  melancholy  expression  of  his  eyes,  which  had  in  them  that 
slowly-moving,  almost  fixed,  appearance  common  to  those  who  follow  studies  not 
always  congenial,  and  often  harassing. 

“  On  m’a  dit  que  vous  parlez  Francais,  mademoiselle,"  he  said. 

“Non,  monsieur.  Je  ne  sais — rien,”  I  replied,  half  guessing  his  meaning,  and, 
of  course,  making  a  blunder. 

“Bravo!"  chuckled  my  guardian — “she’s  profoundly  ignorant,  viscount — a 
sheet  of  blank  paper  on  which  to  write  the  first  chapter  of  ‘  Telemachus.’ " 

“  Pardon,  monsieur,  the  young  lady  has  arrived  at  the  end  of  all  knowledge,” 
replied  my  tutor.  “  Here  you  shall  find  two  little  books,”  he  continued,  turning 
tome,  and  pointing  to  a  small  parcel  on  the  table.  “  On  Saturday,  at  one  o’clock, 
you  will  please  bring  to  me  here  the  studies  I  have  marked — the  exercise  to  be 
written  after  learning  the  verb.  Then  1  shall  also  bring  a  book  for  reading.  You 
will  find  it  easy,  but  do  not  attempt  to  carry  too  much  at  once.  On  Saturday,  at 
one  o’clock.  Try  to  forget  what  you  have  learned  before  to-day,  and  begin  with 
the  verb." 

I  took  the  books  from  the  table,  and  backed  towards  the  door. 

“  Have  you  been  to  see  Mrs.  Wiuthrop  tlxis  morning  ?”  asked  my  guardian. 

“  Yes,  sir ;  we  have  only  just  returned.” 

■  “  Hid  she  frighten  you  ?” 

f  “  No,  not  much,  sir ;  I  like  her.” 

j  “ Oh !— did  you  see  any  of  the  other  pupils ?  and  did  they  make  fun  of  you?" 

^  “No,  sir ;  they  were  drawing,  and  one  of  them  drew  a  face  when  1  looked  over 

her  shoulder.” 

“Ah!  that  was  meant  for  your  likeness;  it  was  ugly,  wasn’t  it?  Well,  are 
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you  contented  to  stay  here  with  me  ?”  he  said,  coming  towards  me,  and  speakug 
in  a  lower  tone. 

Yes,  sir;  I  wish  I  could  thank  you  enough  for  being  so  kind  to  me,”  I  replied. 
As  I  looked  at  him  the  grim  smile  had  vanished  from  his  face,  and  he  regarded  oe 
as  he  had  done  on  the  night  at  Mrs.  Bradley’s — not  without  pity,  and  with  i 
certain  tenderness. 

“You  don’t  want  to  go  to  your  mother  now,  then?”  he  asked — the  smile 
coming  back. 

“Not  yet,  sir.” 

“  Not  yet  ?  Hum !  Well,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do  here,  and  yw 
know  from  Mrs.  White  who  1  am.  You  will  come  and  dine  with  me  one  day  next 
week,  when  I  shall  have  company ;  but  you  need  not  talk  about  what  you  bare 
heard.  Your  name  is  Wayfo  Summers ;  and  I  can  love  Wayfe  Summers  bettw 
than  I  could  if  she  had  a  different  name.  Do  you  understand  ?” 

“  I  think  so ;  and  I  will  remember  what  you  say.” 

“Will  you  kiss  me?” — and  ho  bent  his  head  down  to  receive  my  salute,  which 
left  a  tear  upon  his  grizzled  whisker. 

Monsieur  Lcraud  was  already  at  the  door  to  open  it  for  me ;  and,  with  a  abort 
acknowledgment  of  his  “  Adieu !”  I  ran  up-stairs  with  all  my  might,  and  sought 
Mrs.  White  in  her  bedroom. 

I  record  all  these  details  here  because,  from  this  time,  the  even  tenour  of  my  bfc 
at  my  guardian’s  was  broken  by  few  occurrences  of  sullicient  importance  to  enable 
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me  to  mark  its  course.  When  once  the  regular  occupations  which  were  appor-  i  mo 
tioned  to  me  were  established,  my  entire  being  was  subject  to  gradual  influencea,  I  dia 
none  the  less  certain  that  their  results  were  slowly  consummated.  By  the  judicioM  "  ev< 
teaching  of  Mrs.  Winthrop  I  soon  became  sufficiently  advanced  in  general  know-  :  th< 
ledge  to  justify  the  intentions  of  Mr.  Willmott  in  having  me  educated  that  I  might  1 1 

myself  l)ecome  a  teacher.  In  music  I  made  little  progress — not  from  the  want  of  a  ( 

a  correct,  and  even  a  sensitive,  ear,  but  from  the,  to  me,  insurmountable  difficulty  wh 
of  conquering  the  mechanical  necessities  of  the  iustrmncnt.  A  wrong  note  wu  pk 
always  the  signal  for  dire  confusion  both  in  ear  and  hand.  With  brush  and  pencil  rei 
it  was  strangely  different.  1  had  little  difficulty  in  acquiring  the  merely  rudi-  be 
mentary  principles  of  drawing,  and  the  connexion  between  eye  and  hand  was  more 
immediate.  1  attained  no  little  skill,  and  Mr.  Tearson  kept  three  of  my  sketcha  |  of 
hanging  in  his  front  parlour  at  Clapham  long  after  I  had  ceased  to  be  his  pupil.  ok 
With  my  French  studies  I  had  grievous  hardships — not  so  much  on  account  of  wl 
any  great  difficulty  in  learning  the  language  as  from  the  exactions  of  M.  Leraud.  kI 
Commencing  easily  enough,  my  lessons  increased  in  length,  and  in  the  perfection 
demanded  in  their  accomplishment,  until  1  was  almost  in  revolt.  Indeed,  on  one  an 
occasion,  1  had  closed  the  book,  and  turned  to  leave  the  room,  when  the  sorrow  in  wi 

his  melancholy  face,  as  he  opened  the  door  for  me,  called  me  back  for  very  shami!,  ^  to 
and  I  begged  his  pardon  in  terms  which  he  accepted  simply  as  his  due.  of 

It  was  a  warm  summer  afternoon,  and  I  had  been  reciting  to  him  aloud— be  tb 
sitting  comfortably  enough  on  a  large  chair  near  the  open  window,  I  standing  on  te. 
one  particular  medallion  in  the  pattern  of  the  carpet,  where  he  could  note  every  so 
gesture.  I  w’as  hot,  tired,  and  really  overcome  with  fatigue,  for  the  theme  was  ;  al 
uninteresting,  and  had  been  twice  read  that  day.  Moreover,  hirs.  White  wy  gi 
waiting  for  me  to  go  to  Air.  Goodward’s.  Flesh  and  blood  could  stand  out  no  gi 
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f  longer  against  the  utter  indifference  with  which  it  was  regarded ;  and  to  his  quiet 
i  “Once  again  from  page  thirty,  ma’amselle,”  I  made  the  demonstration  1  have 

j  already  mentioned.  He  looked  at  mo  quietly  enough  with  those  weary  brown 

eyes  as  he  rose  to  open  the  door. 

“  If  mademoiselle  finds  it  so  tiresome  to  read  this  three  times,  how  must  it  be 
to  me  who  have  heard  it  read  three  hundred  times,  and  always  so  badly  ?” 

I  hope  that  my  soul,  as  well  as  my  mind,  expanded  in  the  long  rest  during 
which  I  grew  to  girlhood — almost  to  womanhood.  I  had  learned  to  look  at  the 
dark  creed  and  the  foreboding  misery,  which  had  been  so  terrible  a  part  of  the 
“  religion”  presented  to  me  by  my  childish  experience,  as  a  grievous  mistake — a 
discipline,  if  it  had  ever  been  such,  intended  to  bring  me  from  darkness  to  light. 
In  Mrs.  White  I  found  the  practical  effects  of  the  doctrines  preached  by  every 
real  apostle  from  St.  John  downward — the  key-note  of  all  the  great  harmony 
of  creation  attuned  to  praise,  and  living  to  the  glory  of  God  I  ‘‘  Not  that  we 
loved  Him,  but  that  He  loved  us.”  “  Be  ye  reconciled  to  God.”  It  needs  no  effort 
on  your  part  to  reconcile  God  to  you ;  He  waits  to  be  gracious.  These  were  the 
teachings  before  which  the  dark  shadows  of  an  ignorant  misbelief  fled  from  me 
one  by  one,  and  left  me  with  a  constitution  still  nervously  excitable,  and  subject 
I  to  the  gloomy  influences  of  an  imagination  once  unhealthily  developed — with  a 
better  and  a  brighter  hope — a  faith  which  kept  by  me  in  all  the  little  daily  duties 
of  my  life. 

Of  that  dinner  to  which,  as  I  said,  Mr.  Willmott  invited  me,  I  had  an  almost 
mortal  dread,  which  not  even  the  pretty  new  dress  made  for  the  occasion  could 
I  dispel  for  more  than  a  few  minutes  during  the  first  trying  on.  Mrs.  White,  how- 
r  ever,  was  to  sit  by  my  side,  and  the  affair  was,  after  all,  not  very  terrible.  Indeed, 
i  there  were  but  four  other  people  present  besides  my  guardian.  An  old  gentleman — 
I  I  think  a  solicitor — and  his  wife,  of  whom  1  afterwards  learned  that  she  had  been 
a  celebrated  beauty,  occupying  the  position  once  known  as  “a  toast,”  a  term 
I  which  I  was  very  long  in  separating  from  thoughts  of  spiced  ale.  She  was  a 
I  pleasant-looking  old  lady  too,  in  a  very  short- waisted  lavender  silk  dress,  and  I 
remember  that  after  dinner  she  played  some  old  songs  on  the  piano,  and  that  I  sat 
beside  her,  listening  to  “  A  rose-tree  in  full  bearing,”  and  “  The  Streamlet.” 

^  The  other  guests  were  the  junior  partner  in  the  bank,  and  his  wife,  neither 
I  of  whom  took  much  notice  of  me,  the  gentleman  devoting  himself  to  some  very 
old  port  wine,  in  very  dusty  black  bottles,  covered  with  cobwebs,  and  very  dirty ; 
while  the  lady  entered  into  conversation  with  Mrs.  White,  I  believe  about  some 
Khools  in  which  she  was  supposed  to  be  interested. 

It  became  a  custom  for  Mr.  Willmott  to  ask,  or  rather  to  order,  Mrs.  White 
I  and  myself  to  dine  with  him  twice  a  week,  and,  by  the  time  I  had  been  two  years 
with  them,  he  began  to  expect  me  to  join  the  company  unless  I  had  express  orders 
'  to  the  contrary.  My  position  was  a  strange  one ;  for,  although  he  always  spoke 
of  me  as  his  ward,  he  made  no  secret  of  my  prospects,  and  I  found,  before  long, 
that  I  already  took  the  position  of  “  the  governess,”  although  I  had  nobody  to 
teach ;  and  (which  was  probably  what  he  intended)  tliat  I  was  politely  tolerated, 
sometimes  consulted,  but  never  unduly  considered.  Two  or  three  times  I  was 
allowed  to  invite  my  schoolfellows  at  Mrs.  Winthrop’s,  and  these  were,  indeed, 
great  occasions ;  for  Mrs.  Winthrop  herself  came  and  played  to  us,  and  once  my 
guardian  insisted  on  our  dancing.  I  visited  their  houses  in  return  ;  but  most  of 
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them  only  went  to  Mn.  Winthrop’s  to  “  finish  their  education,”  and  there  m  ^ 
little  time  for  forming  lasting  friendships,  even  apart  from  the  difference  of  age,  f 
which  at  first  prevented  them  from  making  my  intimate  acquaintance.  I 

My  really  happiest  hours  were  those  spent  at  Mr.  Goodward’s,  or  on  those  ran  [ 
occasions  when  he  accepted  my  guardian’s  invitations,  and  paid  his  temperate  | 
respects  to  the  cobwebbed  bottles.  At  his  house  I  was  always  welcome,  for  Mn. 
Goodward  was  sorrowing  for  the  loss  of  a  little  daughter  when  I  first  went  with 
Mrs.  White  to  see  her,  and,  in  some  strange  way,  out  of  the  love  with  which  her 
heart  was  filled,  I  became  a  sort  of  adopted  child  with  them. 

Mr.  Willmott  left  the  entire  direction  of  my  “  religious  training,"  as  he  said,  f 
to  Mrs.  W'hite  and  her  “  pastors  and  masters,”  so  that  wo  had  a  pew  in  Mr.  I 
Goodward’s  church,  and  my  novitiate  of  teaching  began  in  the  school  amongit  - 
children  who  had  no  other  instruction  than  such  as  they  could  obtain  on  Sundsji.  ' 
There  were  glorious  winter  nights,  with  books  of  poetry  and  fiction,  which  made 
a  part  of  our  regular  reading — some  few  glorious  summer  evenings,  when  we  wint  : 
out  for  little  exctirsions  to  Hampstead,  Hornsey,  or  Epping  Forest.  I  mention  j 
these,  not  on  account  of  their  frequent  recurrence,  but  because  they  are  the  few  | 
e  ents  which  mark  the  gradations  of  that  happy  time ;  and  I  love  to  dwell  upon  i 
the  circumstances  which  make  its  recollections  dear  to  me,  although  for  another  I 
it  would  possess  no  special  interest,  for  it  contained  no  action  that  w’as  inoon-  | 
sistent  with  a  long,  long  rest.  I 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  LITTLE  EVENT. 

Susan,  our  rosy,  bright-eyed  servant,  who,  with  the  cook,  was  the  only 
domestic  in  our  household,  was  shortly  to  be  married  to  a  thriving  corn-chandler  j 
in  Surrey,  and  though  1  was  full  of  grief  at  parting  with  her — for  I  had  always  | 
been  cheered  by  her  bright,  pleasant  face,  and  her  kind  services,  rendered  to  one 
who  had  no  claim,  and  was  doubtful  as  to  the  propriety  of  soliciting  them— the 
occasion  was  one  which  enabled  me  to  give  her  some  proof  of  gratitude.  The 
girl’s  manners  had  always  been  so  modest  and  respectful  that  my  guardian  gave  me 
permission  to  spend  a  little  hoard  of  the  pocket-money  with  which  he  had 
furnished  me  in  making  up  a  box  of  needlework  as  a  present,  and  Mn. 
White  added  to  it  so  considerably,  by  the  aid  of  our  friend  Mrs.  Goodward,  that 
a  very  handsome  bundle  of  both  useful  and  ornamental  apparel  was  lying  on  a 
chair  at  Susan’s  bedside  on  the  night  preceding  the  great  event.  Her  intended 
husband,  Mr.  Polwick,  came  to  tea  with  her  that  evening,  and  Mrs.  White  had 
the  tray  laid  in  her  own  room,  and  left  them  with  cook  (who  was  invited  up-stairs), 
and  Susan’s  married  sister  from  Mitcham,  to  arrange  the  next  day’s  proceedings 
while  w'e  went  down  into  the  library.  Having  occasion  to  go  up  again  for 
a  book  which  I  had  been  reading,  I  was  rather  surprised  to  see  Mr.  Polwick  start 
up  from  his  chair,  where  he  had  been  sitting  with  a  very  large  bright  silk  hand¬ 
kerchief  spread  over  his  knees,  and  in  so  doing  overturn  a  plate  of  muffins  into 
the  fender,  at  the  same  time  spilling  half  the  tea  in  a  futile  attempt  to  find  room 
for  the  cup  on  the  table. 
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!  “  It’s  jest  aprepo,”  said  Mr.  Polwick,  “  if  I  may  take  the  Ubert3r— or  perhaps.' 

L  you’d  rather,  miss,  as  Susan  should  speak  to  you  herself — leastways  it’s  all  one  in 

P  point  of  the  favour  it  ’ud  be,  I’m  sure.” 

I  stood,  not  quite  knowing  what  was  expected  of  me. 

L  “  Do  sit  down,  John,  or  at  least  be  quiet,  please,”  said  Susan,  blushing  and 
I  trying  to  stand  before  her  lover — an  attempt  which  enabled  him  to  look  over  her 

f  head  and  enforce  her  remarks  with  several  contortions  of  visage,  which  were,  no 

I  doubt,  significant,  but  still  perplexing. 

I  “  You  see,  miss,”  said  Susan’s  married  sister,  who,  as  a  housekeeper  of  some 
[  standing,  was  encouraged  by  a  gruff  “  Hear,  hear!”  from  John,  who  immediately 

I  became  conscious  of  cook’s  eye  upon  him,  and  pretended  he  had  been  coughing — 

!  “you  see,  miss,  we  thought  you’d  excuse  the  liberty,  and  ‘  No’  is  but  ‘  No but 

■  Susan  she's  set  her  ’art  upon  it,  as  the  sayin’  is,  and  thought  as  you'd  always  been 

so  kind,  I’m  sure,  as  you  wouldn’t  mind,  with  Mr.  Willmott’s  leave.” 

“Anything  I  can  do  to  make  Susan  happier  I’ll  try  to  do,  I’m  sure,”  I 
,  replied. 

I  Mr.  Polwick  rolled  his  head  so  violently  from  side  to  side  that  I  thought  he 
I  must  be  trying  to  wave  it  instead  of  his  hand,  which  was  just  then  engaged  in 
;  twisting  bis  right  whisker. 

I  “  John  said  he  knew  you’d  not  be  offended  at  our  asking,  at  all  events.  Miss 
j  Wayfe,”  said  Susan,  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears ;  “  but,  if  you’d  only  honour  us  by 

I  bein’  a  bridesmaid,  it  would  make  me  happy  to  see  your  sweet  face  at  church. 

I  My  sister’s  coming  back  to  town,  miss,  and  would  bring  you  back  in  the  coach  as 

safe  as  I  could.” 

“  I’ve  ordered  the  coach,  miss,  myself,”  interpolated  John,  “  and  as  steady  a 
driver,  I  do  assure  you,  as  ever  went ;  not  a  drop  too  much  he  wouldn’t  take  for 
nobody  alive — and  knows  town  well.  There’s  a  goodish  sort  of  breakfast,  too — 
^  but  that  aint  nothing  to  a  young  lady,”  he  added  abruptly,  still  threatened  by 
^  !  cook’s  boding  eye. 

M  “I  will  ask  Mr.  Willmott  when  he  comes  home,”  I  said  ;  “ or,  what  is  better, 
®  I  will  persuade  Mrs.  White  to  ask  him.” 

®  I  suppose  the  charm  of  a  position,"  whether  it  be  derived  from  wealth  or 

^  rank,  lies  in  that  influence  which  the  fortunate  possessor  finds  it  so  easy  to  exercise 

°  over  others.  Certainly  it  was  a  new  and  delightful  sensation  for  me,  who  had 

^  never  tasted  the  sweetness  of  it  before,  to  find  myself  of  sufficient  importance  to  be 

'*  solicited  to  grace  with  my  presence  an  occasion  of  such  importance ;  and  it  was  not 

*  without  a  flushed  face  that  I  received  the  vague  but  sincere  thanks  of  John  Polwick 

*  as  I  went  down  to  seek  Mrs.  White. 

My  guardian  had  arrived  while  I  was  up-stairs,  and,  seeing  me  come  in  so 
^  hurriedly,  and  with  such  a  smiling  countenance,  peered  at  me  curiously  as  I  took 
h  his  hand.  Then  he  drew  me  to  a  chair  by  his  side,  for  we  had  grown  familiar 

I  enough  by  this  time,  and  I  believe  he  loved  me  as  he  promised  he  would. 

“  Why,  anybody  would  think  you  were  to  be  married  yourself,  puss  I”  he  said. 
■  “  What  is  there  to  turn  the  head  of  such  a  chit  because  a  servant-girl  wants  to  go 

and  sell  horsebeans  in  Surrey  V” 

®  “I  have  just  been  receiving  a  deputation,  sir,  and  cannot  promise  my  support 
“  without  your  permission.” 

“  The  deuce  you  have  I  What  is  it  to  do  ? — ^To  subscribe  for  a  pocket-handker* 
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chief  a-piece  to  the  Sunday  School,  or  to  get  up  a  new  great 
ward  ? — his  last  one’s  very  shabby,  I  noticed.” 

“  No,  sir ;  Mr.  Goodward’s  coat  will  do  very  well.  It  was  from  Susan,  who  ii 
to  be  married  to-morrow,  and  she  and  her  husband  want  me  to  be  a  bridesmaid. 
1  said  I  would  ask  Mrs.  White,  and  she  would  mention  it  to  you.” 

My  guardian  whistled,  walked  slowly  to  the  bell,  and  rang  it  before  1  coold 
stay  his  hand. 

“Pray  don’t  be  angry  with  them,  sir,”  I  said;  “ they  seemed  very  doubtful 

about  it,  and  Susan  has  always  been  so  kiud  to  me - ”  The  tears  sprang  into  mj 

eyes. 

“  Why,  what  a  wrongheaded  child  it  is !”  said  Mr.  Willmott.  “  I’m  gomg  to 
have  a  word  with  the  man — what’s  his  name  ? — ^Pollen,  Polwick,  or  something. 
Here’s  Mrs.  White,”  he  added,  as  she  answered  the  bell  herself ;  “  we  must  ask  her 
about  it.” 

Mrs.  White  saw  no  particular  objection,  and  declared  that  she  should  have 
been  at  the  wedding  herself  but  that  she  had  to  provide  for  the  coming  of  the  new 
servant  who  had  to  supply  Susan’s  place. 

Then  Mr.  Polwick  and  Susan  were  sent  for,  and  both  came  down  into  the 
library,  where  John,  by  way  of  variety  to  his  performances  up-stairs,  thought  it 
becoming  (and  so  it  was)  to  stand  with  her  arm  drawn  through  his  own,  while  he 
executed  a  series  of  bows. 

“  Oh,  I  wont  detain  you  a  minute,  Mr.  Polwick,”  said  my  guardian,  pleasantly; 
“  pray  be  seated.  Susan,  will  you  sit  down  by  your  husband  ?” 

“As  is  to  be,  we  hope,  sir,  askin’  your  pardon,”  exclaimed  John. 

Susan  blushed,  and  took  the  edge  of  a  chair. 

“  I’ve  such  good  accounts  of  your  future  wife,  Mr.  Polwick,”  continued  my 
guardian,  “  that  I  don’t  think  she  ought  to  come  to  you  quite  portionless ;  and  I 
shall  feel  obliged  if  you  will  accept  a  bank-note  for  twenty  pounds  as  a  little 
wedding  gift  from  me  on  behalf  of  Miss  Summers  here.” 

“If  so  be,”  said  John,  “as  I  could  thank  you  as  I  ought,  sir.  I’d  this  very 
moment  do  so ;  but  if  Susan  ’ud  take  the  money,  sir,  and  not  let  me  have  nothin’ 
to  do  with  it,  there’s  a  favour  I’d  ask  from  you  on  my  own  account.” 

And  what  might  that  be  ?” 

“  That  you’d  please  to  let  Miss  Summers  come  down  to  the  weddin’,  sir,  if  we 
might  be  so  bold.  We’d  take  that  care  of  her,  sir,  I  do  assure  you,  that  nothing 
could  come  anigh  it ;  and  any  time  she  could  come  and  stay  a  day  or  two  down 
at  my  place,  I’ve  a  tidyish  orchard,  sir,  and  a  pretty  garden ;  but  that’s  neither  here 
nor  there — it’s  to-morrow  as  I’ve  got  to  ask  about ;  and  we’ll  send  the  young  lady 
back  in  a  coach  with  Mrs.  Murtey,  I  do  assure  you.” 

“  Would  you  like  to  go,  Wayfe?”  asked  my  guardian. 

“  I  should  indeed ;  for  I’m  sure  Susan  is  sincere  when  she  says  she  has  set  her 
heart  on  it.” 

“  Very  well ;  I  can  have  no  very  great  objection.  You’D  see  her  back  safe, 
Mr.  Polwick  ?” 

“As  right  as  hops,  sir,”  said  Mr  Polwick,  cheerfully;  “and  thankee  kindly.” 

Then  my  guardian  slipped  the  envelope  containing  the  note  into  Susan’s  hand, 
and  they  retired,  John  laughing,  and  his  wife  elect  crying,  with  gratitude  and 
pleasure. 
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It  isn’t  necessary  for  me  to  record  how  many  years  have  passed  since  we  were 
all  there  at  school  together.  Mrs.  Walkintwo  is  alive  yet,  and,  although  her  pupils 
are  not  so  numerous  as  they  were  formerly — indeed,  I  heard  something  of  her 
retirement  from  her  arduous  professional  duties — she  is  still  sensitively  punctilious 
in  claimmg  a  proper  amount  of  respect  from  everybody  connected  with  her,  I’ll 
be  bound. 

Cornwallis  House — conducted  by  Mrs.  SelinaWalkintwo,  with  the  assistance  of 
iligB>£liza  Sparrow  (needlework,  English  Grammar,  and  arithmetic),  Madame 
Celie  Rosette  Duprez  (the  French  language,  deportment,  &c.),  Professor  Strumpf 
(music  and  vocal  exercise),  and  Mr.  Charles  Alfred  Fortcray  (drawing  and  painting 
in  water-colours) — ^was  and  is  a  substantial-looking  building,  about  twelve  miles 
out  of  London.  From  the  front  entrance  the  high  road  was  half-concealed  by 
>ix  dark  and  melancholy  trees,  which  looked  as  though  they  were  perpetually 
mourning  their  exclusion  from  a  polite  education.  Between  two  of  these 
stood  the  gate,  surmounted  by  a  board  inscribed  in  flourishing  German  text  with 
the  name  of  the  ''  establishment.”  Seen  through  the  railings,  the  very  red  gravel 
carriage-drive,  hidden  by  sombre  clumps  of  evergreens  in  its  deloxir  towards  the 
tell  flight  of  stone  steps,  may  have  suggested  to  casual  passers-by  that  the  grounds 
of  Cornwallis  House  were  extensive ;  viewed  from  the  altitude  of  those  steps,  it 
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became  evident  that  the  drive  was  skilfully  curved  round  a  somewhat  weedy.  I 
looking  grass-plot,  and  so  made  the  most  of.  ) 

I  had  always  understood  that  Mrs.  Walkintwo  was  the  widow  of  an  eminent  I 
professor  of  some  particular  science,  or  of  all  the  sciences ;  but,  as  this  fact  was  f 
always  left  to  be  understood,  and  never  distinctly  stated,  there  were  not  wanting  i 
some  sceptical  minds  who  rejected  it  altogether,  though  we  were  all  willing  to 
admit  that  her  own  attainments  gave  some  reasonable  grounds  for  the  report.  It 
was  certainly  admitted  on  all  hands  that  in  the  ‘'use  of  the  globes,”  physical  \ 
geography,  and  the  elements  of  natural  philosopliy,  she  was  an  authority  beyond 
dispute ;  and  as  there  hung  in  the  dining-room  a  portrait  of  a  gentleman  with  a  ^ 
very  bald  head  and  a  frilled  shirt,  w’ho  was  represented  as  sitting  before  an  orrery,  i 
with  six  quarto  volumes  on  the  ground  at  his  feet,  it  became  thoroughly  established  ' 
that  this  was  the  late  Mr.  Walkintwo,  and  that  he  was  certainly  somebody. 

1  suppose  that  insttnees  are  very  rare  of  young  people  remaining  in  after-life 
on  intimate  terms  wdth  their  schoolmasters  or  governesses.  There  are  many 
barriers  to  their  really  unaffected  companionship.  On  one  side,  the  shadow  of  a  , 
respect  formerly  exacted,  but  now  half-ignored,  and  yet  half-sustained,  for  want  | 
of  ability  to  realise  the  natural  po.sition  indicated  by  a  change  of  circumstances ; 
on  the  other  hand,  a  restraint  which  proceeds  from  the  presence  of  one  who 
formerly  submit. ed  to  command,  but  might  now  consider  even  advice  impertinent. 
Then  the  rdcollection  of  certain  little  injusticee  committed  by  the  one,  of  little 
disobediences  by  the  other,  both  long  past,  and  yet  too  recent  to  prevent  each  from  ^ 
suspecting  that  the  memory  of  them  influences  the  other.  Alt  these  things  make  f 
such  intimacies  difficult ;  and  happy  must  be  the  youth,  still  mote  happy  the 
teacher,  where  the  conditions  only  change — the  friendship  develops.  : 

In  her  less  dignified  moments  there  were  many  loveable  traits  in  Mrs.  Walkin-  ' 
two's  character.  Her  ceremonious  manners  were  but  the  artificial  iucrustation 
which  she  considered  necessary  for  ths  due  discharge  of  her  position.  I  can  re¬ 
member  evenings  when  she  would  join  us  as  we  sat  round  the  class-room  fire,  and, 
bringing  with  her  an  amusing  bock,  sit  working  at  an  elaborate  Berlin  wool  ■ 
nosegay  while  we  read  in  turns.  The  appearance  of  the  gay  skeins  of  worsted  i 
and  the  wooden  frame  w'as  an  assurance  of  an  extra  hour  before  going  to  bed,  as 
well  as  some  savoury  addition  to  the  ordinary  bread-and-butter  supper — a  matter 
in  itself  of  considerable  interest ;  for,  whatever  they  may  sometimes  pretend  to  the 
contrary,  healthy  young  ladies  have  appetites,  and,  amongst  themselves,  seldom  | 
disregard  any  proper  opportunity  for  enjoying  food.  t 

These  evening  readings,  however,  lacked  the  interest  and  excitement  wliich  | 
gave  a  zest  to  the  perusal  of  such  novels  and  talcs  as  we  could  smuggle  iuto  our 
bedrooms.  There  was  a  little  snuffy,  slatternly  shop  at  the  end  of  the  town,  about  ! 
half  a  mile  from  Cornwallis  House,  where  a  circulating  library  of  many  dingy  and  I 
dog’s-eared  volumes,  and  a  few  modern  works  of  fiction,  offered  a  temptation  not  | 
easily  to  be  resisted.  Brought  in  cook’s  basket,  or  iu  the  reticule  of  one  of  the 
elder  girls  who  had  the  licence  of  walking  into  the  town  alone,  one  or  two  of  these  j 
books  were  concealed  behind  bedsteads,  slipped  under  the  fender,  or  deposited  in 
some  other  secret  place,  whence  they  were  taken  at  night  to  be  greedily  devoured. 
The  very  limited  supply  of  candle  allowed  by  Mrs.  Walkintwo  was  a  source  of  r 
ooDsiderable  anxiety,  only  to  be  obviated  by  the  secret  purchase  of  composites  at 
rare  opportunities  during  the  vacations ;  but  the  use  of  these  was  dangerous,  since 
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it  was  the  habit  of  hliss  Sparrow — who,  finding  it  necessary  to  propitiate  Mrs. 
f  IValkintwo,  was,  of  course,  our  natural  enemy — to  come  into  the  suspected  room, 

I  on  the  pretence  of  borrowing  hair-pins,  just  at  the  time  that  we  should  have  been 

f  in  bed.  This  habit,  and  a  previous  sudden  irruption  of  our  governess  herself,  who 
f  went  to  the  extent  of  compelling  us  to  go  to  bed  in  the  dark  for  a  week  after  her 
I  discovery,  led  to  the  institution  of  a  scout,  who,  seated  near  the  door,  and  yet  not 
I  out  of  hearing  of  the  reader,  gave  timely  notice  of  approaching  footsteps.  The 
j  unenviable  position  usually  fell  to  my  lot,  as  I  was  naturally  quick,  and,  being  the 
youngest  of  the  pupils  in  my  room,  could  slip  into  bed  without  discovery,  even 
-  after  holding  the  door  till  the  candle  was  out.  Sometimes  the  position  became 
^  altogether  exciting.  The  almost  expiring  light  of  a  candle-end,  at  a  period  in  the 
story  when  our  interest  was  highly  wrought,  joined  to  the  constant  apprehension 
of  Mrs.  Walkiutwo’s  nocturnal  visit,  made  up  a  nerve- thrilling  position  which 
even  now  makes  my  flesh  creep  when  I  think  of  it. 
f  How  well,  indeed,  I  recollect  the  scene  represented  in  the  picture  at  the  head 
of  this  i)aper !  Never,  never  has  any  book  had  the  flavour  of  intense  interest 

which  pervaded  the  reading  of  that  one ;  although  Kate  11 -  read  so  fast, 

in  order  to  give  us  the  denouement  of  the  story,  that  I  have  to  this  day  only  a 
vague  impression  that  virtue  was  rewarded,  and  am  not  quite  sure  that  vice  was 
adequately  punished.  The  denouement !  Ah !  what  anxiety  we  all  felt  to  know 
it  1  AV  liat  foolish  longings  we  all  have  to  learn  what  will  come  to  our  own  lives 
in  the  future,  before  the  flickering  flame  sinks  low  into  the  socket,  and  the  light  of 
=  youth  dies  out !  Ah  me !  did  one  of  those  girls,  as  she  lay  down  to  rest  upon  her 

white  bed,  ever  dream  of  the  real  ending  of  her  life-story  ?  All  of  them  are  alive 

;  but  one,  and  the  tale  of  her  short  career  is  soon  told.  She  who  peeps  over  the 

■  edge  of  the  book — she  of  the  laughing  eyes  and  rosy  lip — lies  in  Pfcra  la  Chaise, 

and  on  her  tomb  last  year  I  hung  a  mournful  garland. 

See  that  darker  face  behind — the  active  figure  ready  for  flight,  or,  if  need  be, 

ifor  attack — did  that  high  spirit  ever  dream  what  claim  would  be  made  upon  its 

courage  ?  what  a  dread  calamity  should  bow  its  pride  ?  All  through  the  first  part 

^  of  that  terrible  Indian  mutiny,  did  the  memory  of  happy  days  at  Mrs.  AValkintwo’a 
ever  come  back  ? 

I  have  her  picture  before  me  now — her  infant  clasped  to  her  bosom,  an 
assassin,  shot  by  her  hand,  lying  dead  upon  the  floor ;  then  she  fled,  only  to  hear 
of  her  husband’s  murder.  She  is  in  England  now  ;  and  where  could  she  find  a 

happier  or  more  peaceful  asylum  than  at  dear  Kate  R - ’s?  At  least,  she  hasn’t 

I  been  Kate  R - for  many  a  day ;  for  she  gave  herself,  bright  and  loving  as  she 

j  was,  to  the  country  parson,  and  we  all  go  and  see  them  when  we  like.  Even 

Eliza - goes — that’s  her  who  is  engaged  in  brushing  out  her  once  lank  hair, 

and  has  just  been  startled  by  the  fancied  movement  of  a  bedgown  hung  against 
the  wardrobe  door — I  say  even  she  goes,  because  she  was  the  heiress  of  a  we -Ithy 
city  tradesman,  and  married  a  lord,  and  was  presented  at  court — plain  women  do 
_  these  things — but  she’s  kind  to  our  poor  soldier’s  widow — kinder  than  anybody 
knows.  'I  hat  Kate  should  be  sitting,  with  her  arm  round  the  neck  of  one  of  her 
companions,  mu.<t  have  l)een  an  inst.inet  of  things  to  come,  for  her  friend  became 
her  brother’s  wife,  and  lives  in  the  next  parish.  So  comes  tlie  denouement  of  our 
lives.  My  own  I  cannot  toll  here ;  for,  see,  the  candle  burns  low  already,  and  the 
page  is  turned. 


(  172  ) 


THE  DOMESTIC  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND. 

CHARLES  II. 

I  EROMiSEB  to  Bay  Bomething  more  about  the  Protector — it  must  be  something 
domestic,  of  course— so  let  us  turn  to  Hampton  Court,  and  look  at  the  Lady  Clay-  I 
pole,  Oliver’s  favourite  daughter,  as  she  lies  fading  away  in  those  July  days ;  for  j 
we  may  learn,  by  looking  into  that  house  of  sorrow,  how  poEsible  it  is  for  excessive  t 
affection  and  boundless  ambition  to  dwell  in  the  same  breast. 

“  For  the  last  fourteen  days,”  says  Thurloe,  “  his  highness  has  been  at  her  \ 
bedside,  unable  to  attend  to  any  public  business  whatever.” 

The  Lady  Elizabeth’s  meek  disposition  is  said  to  have  possessed  singular  charms 
for  the  overbearing  spirit  of  her  father;  and  her  timid  piety  readily  received  | 
lessons  on  theology  from  the  superior  experience  of  the  lord-general.  Poor,  pale 
sufferer !  dying  of  a  most  painful  and  imperfectly-understood  complaint — fretting  j 
for  the  loss  of  her  infant  child,  and  harassed  at  the  course  her  father  had  pursued  . 
towards  the  late  king — no  wonder  Cromwell  abandoned  State  business,  or  was 
absorbed  in  the  deepest  melancholy  whenever  he  quitted  her  apartment ;  or  that 
his  highness,  being  at  Hampton  Court,  sickened  a  little  before  the  Lady  Elizabeth 
died !  And  my  lord  soon  followed — on  his  own  fortunate  day,  too,  the  3rd  of 
September — the  day  upon  which  he  overcame  the  Scots  at  Dunbar,  and,  later 
still,  the  Royalists  at  Worcester.  It  was  a  stormy  night,  that  night  when,  in  the  1 
words  of  the  same  historian,  “  Cromwell  went  up  to  heaven  embalmed  with  the  ' 
tears  of  his  people,  and  upon  the  wings  of  the  prayers  of  the  saints.”  The  violence 
of  the  wind  increased  till  it  blew  a  hurricane  ;  trees  were  torn  from  their  roots  in 
the  park,  and  houses  unroofed  in  the  city.  So  strange  a  coincidence  could  not  fail  i 
of  exciting  remarks  in  a  superstitious  age ;  and,  though  the  storm  reached  the  f 
coasts  of  the  Medit>^rranean,  it  was  universally  referred,  in  England,  to  the  death  ^ 
of  the  Protector.  His  friends,  of  course,  asserted  that  God  would  not  remove  so  j 
great  a  man  without  previously  warning  the  nation  of  its  approaching  loss ;  the  | 
Cavaliers,  on  the  other  hand,  intimated  that  “  the  princes  of  the  power  of  the  | 
air”  were  congregating  over  Whitehall  that  they  might  pounce  on  the  Pro-  ; 
tector's  soul.  ! 

Of  the  gloomy  enthusiasm  which  prevailed  among  the  ParlLamentary  party,  ’ 
nothing  marked  the  manners  and  the  men  more  distinctly  than  the  rigid  severity  i 
of  the  Presbyterians  and  Independents  against  all  kinds  of  recreation.  Horse¬ 
races  and  cock-matches  were  prohibited  as  the  greatest  enormities.  Even  bear- 
baiting  was  esteemed  heathenish  and  unchristian — though,  unfortunately,  the  sport 
of  it,  not  the  inhumanity,  gave  offence— and  Colonel  Hewson,  in  his  pious  zeal, 
marched  with  his  regiment  into  London,  and  destroyed  all  the  bears  which  were  r 
kept  there  for  the  diversion  of  the  citizens.  It  is  said,  indeed,  that  this  adventure  \ 
gave  birth  to  the  fiction  of  “  Hudibras.”  ! 

The  army  of  the  seventeenth  century  was,  of  course,  the  important  feature  of  I 

the  period ;  on  pages  174  and  175  we  give  illustrations  of  a  musketeer  and  a  pike-  ^ 

man  of  that  date.  The  Commonwealth  maintained,  in  1652,  a  standing  army  of  | 
more  than  5o,U00  men ;  and  the  pay  of  the  whole  amounted  to  the  yearly  sum  of 
1,017,7151. ;  for  the  foot  soldiers  had  commonly  Is.  a  day,  and  the  horse  2s.  6d.— 
such  good  pay  for  those  times  that  many  gentlemen  and  younger  brothers  of  old  . 
families  enlisted  in  the  Protector’s  cavalry.  I 
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If  you  want  a  further  peep  into  the  domestic  economy  of  those  times,  I  must 
tell  you  that  the  post-office  was  farmed  out  at  10,0001.  per  annum ;  that  interest 
was  reduced  to  61.  per  cent. ;  and  that  the  first  mention  of  tea,  coffee,  and  choco¬ 
late  is  made  in  1660.  Asparagus,  artichokes,  cauliflowers,  and  a  variety  of  salads, 
were,  about  this  time,  introduced  into  England.  The  founding  of  the  colony  of 
New  England  by  the  Puritans  was  also  a  national  work  deserving  especial  notice ; 
and  the  general  binding,  by  country  gentlemen,  of  their  sons  as  apprentices  to 
merchants,  in  consequence  of  the  prevalence  of  democratic  principles,  was  another 
noticeable  event,  as  by  such  means  commerce  was  rendered  more  honourable  in 
England  than  in  any  other  European  kingdom. 

There  is  very  little  to  be  said  about  Richard  Cromwell  and  his  times ;  but  a 
new  era  commenced  when  Charles  II.,  after  a  sixteen  years’  exile,  w'as  unex¬ 
pectedly  placed  on  the  throne  of  his  ancestors ;  and  what  between  the  rigid 
frugality  requisite  to  support  the  government  under  difficulties,  and  the  acknow¬ 
ledged  profuse  and  negligent  habits  of  the  king,  the  domestic  doings  will  be  varied 
enough. 

We  learn  from  Sir  Josiah  Child  that,  in  1688,  there  were  on  the  ’Change 
more  men  worth  ten  thousand  pounds  than  there  were,  in  1650,  worth  one 
thousand ;  and  that  a  jointure  of  5001.  was,  in  the  last-named  period,  deemed  a 
larger  portion  than  2,0001.  in  the  former.  Gentlemen  in  those  days  thought 
themselves  well  clothed  in  serge,  and  such  serge,  too,  as  a  chambermaid  in  1688 
would  have  declined  wearing. 

The  first  law  for  erecting  turnpikes  was  passed  in  1662,  and  W'adesmill,  Caxton, 
and  Stilton  were  the  spots  where  they  were  first  placed.  The  Duke  of  Buckingham 
introduced  the  manufacture  of  glass  and  crystal  from  Venice  into  England  at  this 
date ;  and  Prince  Rupert  (to  whose  invention  of  etching  we  have  already  alluded) 
was  also  an  encourager  of  useful  arts  and  manufactures. 

Plate,  jewels,  and  rich  clothes  were  multiplied  ad  infinitum^  and  fine  gentlemen 
wore  ribbons,  feathers,  and  shoulder-knots,  in  imitation  of  the  fashions  then  reign¬ 
ing  in  France.  Long,  flowing  wigs  of  curled  and  frizzled  false  hair  were 
then  first  introduced,  and  were  made  so  large  as  to  cover  the  head  and  shoulders, 
and  to  hang  down  nearly  a  yard  in  length.  Wigs  continued  to  be  worn  univer¬ 
sally  till  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century.  Even  quite  young  boys  wore  false 
hair ;  and  there  is  an  advertisement  of  this  date  still  to  be  seen,  in  which  the  hair¬ 
dresser — and  let  it  be  noticed  that  in  those  days  women  were  hair-dressers,  not  men 
—boasts  that  she  could  cut  and  curl  boys’  hair  in  so  fine  a  way  that  it  would  be 
impossible  to  know  it  to  be  their  own  hair !  The  falling  cape,  made  of  lace  or 
lawn,  and  the  ruffs  that  were  worn  in  the  reign  of  Charles  I.,  had  been  succeeded, 
during  the  Commonwealth,  by  a  neat  and  very  becoming  collar  of  white  linen. 
This  was  now  displaced  by  a  cravat  round  the  throat,  tied  in  a  great  bunch  under 
the  chin. 

Other  French  fashions  were  introduced  at  this  period  besides  ruffs  and  cravats ; 
the  changes  in  cookery  alone  which  took  place  at  this  time  would  occupy  more  space, 
if  we  entered  into  details,  than  wc  can  spare.  It  may,  however,  be  interesting  to 
state  that  what  was  considered  “  the  best  universal  sauce  in  the  world,”  at  this 
time,  was  prepared  with  parsley  and  dry  toast,  pounded  in  a  mortar  with  vinegar, 
salt,  and  pepper.  It  was  the  Spanish  ambassador,  too,  who  instructed  the  Duke 
of  York  how  to  prepare  it.  A  fashionable  or  cabinet  dinner  of  the  same  period 
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eonsifited  of  a  dish  of  marrow-bones,  a  leg  of  mutton,  a  dish  of  fowl,  three  pullets 
and  a  dozen  larks  in  a  dish,  a  great  tart,  a  neat's  t(  ngue,  a  dish  of  anc'.iovies,  a 
dish  of  prawns,  and  cheese.  A  celebrated  supper  dish  at  this  time  was  a  chine  of 

beef  roasted.  Indeed,  “  roast  beef 
appears  to  have  first  become  cele¬ 
brated  in  this  reign ;  for  King 
Charles  originated  the  sirlom  by 
knighting,  in  frolic,  a  loin  of  beef 
one  day,  which  he  called  Sir  Loin.Q) 
The  oak  table  upon  which  the  king 
performed  the  ceremony  is,  or  was 
lately,  to  be  seen  at  Friday  Hill 
House,  in  the  parish  of  Chingford, 
in  Essex.  Drinking  healths  was 
originally  a  religious  ceremony,  and 
is  of  equal  antiquity  w’ith  the  repe¬ 
tition  of  grace  at  meals ;  but  the 
custom  of  drinking  healths  was  at 
its  greatest  height  after  the  Restora¬ 
tion  of  Charles  II. 

We  have  now  two  matters  of  vast 
importance  to  notice  in  connexion 
with  this  reign — viz.,  the  Plague 
and  the  Great  Fire.  Unfortunately, 
„  „  amidst  all  the  other  sufferings  and 

JlrSKLlKEE  or  THE  COKIIOXWEALTB.  ® 

trials  of  the  English  people  during 
tko  seventeenth  century,  there  was  none  they  had  to  contend  with  so  frequently 
as  the  visitations  of  plague.  In  the  year  1665  alone  there  were  destroyed  by  it,  in 
London,  a  hundred  thousand  persons ;  and  those  whom  it  spared  must  have  been 
left,  for  the  most  part,  in  a  state  that  rendered  life  of  little  real  value. 

The  fearful  year  just  named  was,  however,  to  witness,  as  far  as  we  can 
discern,  the  last  of  its  deadly  triumphs.  Strange  that  it  was  to  be  stopped 
by  an  agency  that  but  too  fearfully  harmonised  with  its  own  terrors — the 

Great  Fire  alone  stayed  the  Great  Plague,  'me  most  awful  and  memorable 

Bcoiuge  of  tbc  Plague  commenced  in  December,  1664;  in  the  following  May, 
June,  and  July  it  continued  with  great  severity;  but  in  August  and  September 
it  quickened  into  dreadful  activity,  sweeping  away  8,000  persons  in  a  week. 
Then  it  was  that  the  whole  British  nation  wept  for  the  sufferings  of  the 
metropoL's.  In  some  houses  carcasses  lay  waiting  for  burial ;  whilst,  in  others, 
persons  were  seen  doubled  up  in  their  last  agonies.  In  one  room  were  heard  dying 

groans,  and  in  the  next  the  ravings  of  delirium,  mingled  with  the  wailings  of 

relatives  and  friends,  and  the  apprehensive  shrieks  of  children.  Infants  passed  at 
once  from  the  womb  to  the  grave,  and  the  yet  healthy  child  hung  upon  the  putrid 
breast  of  a  mother.  Some  of  the  infected  ran  about  staggering  like  drunken  men, 
and  fell  and  expired  in  the  streets ;  whilst  others  calmly  kid  themselves  down. 


never  to  rise  but  at  the  call  of  the  last  trumpet. 

At  length,  in  the  middle  of  September,  more  than  12,000  perished  in  one 
week ;  and  in  one  night  alone  4,000  persons  died  I  The  hearses  were  but  dead- 


XUM 


\ 

I 


I 

E 


! 


THE  DOMESTIC  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND.  175 

carU,  which  continually  traversed  the  streete ;  while  the  appalling  cry,  “  Bring 
out  your  dead,"  thrilled  through  every  soul.  Then  it  was  that  parents,  husbands, 
wires,  and  children  saw  all  those  that  were  dear  to  them  thrown,  like  the  offal  of 
the  slaughter-house,  with  a  pitchfork,  into  a  cart,  to  be  conveyed  outside  the  walls, 
and  flung  in  one  promiscuous  heap,  without  the  rites  of  sepulture,  without  a 
coffin,  and  without  a  shroud.  Some  graves  were  dug  large  enough  to  hold  more 
than  a  thousand  bodies  each ;  and  into  these  huge  holes  the  living,  wapped  in 
blankets  and  rags,  threw  themselves  among  the  dead  in  their  agonies  and  delirium. 
They  were  often  found,  in  this  state,  hugging  the  flesh  of  their  kindred  that  had 
not  quite  perished.  People,  in  the  intolerable  torment  of  their  swellings,  ran 
wild  and  mad,  laying  violent  hands  upon  themselves ;  and  even  mothers,  in  their 
lunacy,  murdered  their  own  children.  At  last  the  carts  were  insufficient  for  their 
oflice;  the  houses  and  streets  were  rendered  tenfold  more  pestilential  by  the 
unburied  dead.  Not  68,000,  but  100,000,  perished  by  this  plague. 

After  the  plague  came  the  fire — the  awful  fire  that  broke  out  September  2, 
1666,  at  Farryner’s,  the  king’s  baker’s,  in 
Pudding- lane.  Soon  after  the  morning  of  the 
8rd  his  house  was  burning,  and  the  flEimcs 
spread  in  so  extraordinary  a  manner  that  above 
300  houses  were  burnt  down  by  the  beginning 
of  the  next  forenoon.  The  fire  was  blown 
into  greater  fierceness  by  a  strong  east  wind, 
and  its  career  rendered  more  easy  and  irre¬ 
sistible  by  the  unusual  drought  that  had  pre¬ 
vailed  during  the  past  month,  which  in  itself 
had  rendered  the  timber  houses  in  the  narrow 
streets  more  than  usually  inflammable.  In  the 
first  hurry  and  excitement  of  alarm,  the  terri¬ 
ble  enemy  met  no  opposition — the  citizens  were 
distracted  and  bewildered — the  Lord  Mayor  at 
his  wite’-end.  'When  Charles  sent  to  command 
him  to  spare  no  houses,  but  pull  down  before 
the  fire  every  way,  he  was  found  by  Pepya 
wandering  helplessly  in  Cannon-street,  and 
replied,  “  Lord,  what  can  I  do?  lam  spent ; 
people  will  not  obey  me.  I  have  been  pulling 
down  houses,  but  the  fire  overtakes  us  faster 
than  we  can  do  it.”  So  the  venerable  and 
picturesque  city  submitted  to  its  fate,  and  the 
fire  became  the  first  sanitary  reformer  to 
whom  London  was  indebted.  From  the  Bank- 
side,  Southwark,  P^pys  and  Evelyn,  on  the 
evening  of  Monday,  the  first  day  of  the  fire, 
wandered  about  to  gaze  on  the  wondrous 
spectacle,  which  at  one  time  appeared  jvs  one  vast  and  entire  arch,  of  “  a  most 
horrid,  malicious,  bloody  flame.”  The  Thames  was  covered  with  goods  floating, 
all  the  barges  and  boats  laden,  and  for  many  miles  the  fields  were  covered 
with  moveables  of  all  sorts,  tenta  being  even  erected  to  shelter  what  people  and 
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goods  could  be  got  away.  The  air  at  last  became  all  about  so  hot  and  inflamed, 
that  no  one  was  able  to  approach  the  fire,  and  the  people  were  forced  to  let 
the  flames  bum  on,  which  they  did  for  nearly  two  miles  in  length  and  one  in 
breadth.  The  clouds  of  smoke  from  this  tremendous  conflagration  extended 
nearly  fifty  miles  in  length,  and  travellers  riding  at  noonday  might  be  “  some  six 
miles  together  in  the  shadow  thereof,  though  there  were  no  other  cloud  beside  to 
be  seen  in  the  sky.”  The  people  walked  about  the  ruins  like  men  in  some  dismal 
desert,  or  rather  in  some  great  city  wasted  by  a  cruel  enemy,  and  the  stench 
which  came  from  the  poor  creatures’  bodies,  beds,  and  combustible  goods  was 
intolerable ;  the  narrower  streets  could  not  be  passed,  and,  even  in  the  widest 
thoroughfares,  the  ground,  air,  smoke,  and  fiery  vapour  were  so  intense,  that  the 
hair  of  the  passengers  was  almost  singed,  and  their  feet  became  battered,  bruised, 
and  sore.  Towards  Islington  and  Highgate  two  hundred  thousand  people,  of  all 
ranks  and  degrees,  were  crowded,  lying  among  the  heaps  of  what  they  had  saved 
from  the  fire,  deploring  their  loss,  and,  though  perishing  with  hunger  and  destitn- 
tion,  never  asking  for  relief,  or  making  any  sign  of  interest  in  life,  or  the  suffer¬ 
ings  of  their  companions  in  sorrow.  His  majesty  and  council  took,  however,  all 
imaginable  care  for  their  relief  by  proclamation  for  the  coimtry  people  to  come 
in  and  refresh  them  with  provisions. 

The  amount  of  destruction  is  thus  summed  up  in  the  inscription  that  remains 
to  this  day  on  the  north  side  of  the  Monument  erected  in  commemoration  of  the 
event.  “Eighty-nine  churches,  the  city  gates,  Guildhall,  many  structures, 
hospitals,  schools,  libraries,  a  vast  number  of  stately  edifices,  thirteen  thousand  two 
hundred  dwelling-houses,  four  hundred  streets.  Of  twenty-six  wards,  it  utterly 
destroyed  fifteen,  and  left  eight  others  shattered  and  half-burnt.  The  ruins  of  the 
city  were  four  hundred  and  thirty-six  acres  from  the  Tower,  by  the  Thames  side, 
to  the  Temple  church,  and  from  the  north-east  gate  along  the  city  wall  to  Holbom 
bridge.  To  the  estates  and  fortunes  of  the  citizens  it  was  merciless,  but  to  their 
lives  very  favourable  (only  eight  being  lost),  that  it  might  in  all  things  resemble 
the  last  conflagration  of  the  world.”  Well,  under  the  shadow  of  the  Monument 
we  leave  you.  All  England  knows  that  it  was  erected  on  the  spot  where  the  fire 
first  broke  out.  Do  you  also  know  that  this  same  Monument  stands  directly 
opposite  to  the  place  where  once  stood  the  London  house  of  Edward  the  Black 
Prince  ? 

M.  S.  R. 


GOOD  NIGHT. 


Goon  Night  ! — ^what  a  sndden  shadow 
Has  fallen  upon  the  air! 

I  look  not  around  the  chamber, 

I  hnov)  he  is  not  there. 

Sweetness  has  left  the  music, 

And  eladness  left  the  light, 

My  cheek  has  lost  its  colour; 

How  Cituld  he  say  Good  night  I 
And  why  should  he  take  with  him 
The  happiness  he  brought  7 
Alas !  such  fleeting  pleasnre 
Is  all  too  dearly  bought, 


If  thus  my  heart  stop  beating, 

My  spirits  lose  their  tone. 

And  a  gloom,  like  night,  sunound  me. 
The  moment  be  is  gone. 

Like  the  false  fruit  of  the  lotos. 

Love  altera  every  taste ; 

'tV’e  loathe  the  life  we  are  leading. 

The  spot  where  we  are  placed ; 

We  live  upon  to-morrow. 

Or  we  dream  the  past  again; 

But  what  avails  that  knowledge? — 

It  ever  comet  in  vain, 

L.  E.  L. 


! 


XUM 


TIIK  KIKD  OF  PAItADlSE. 


Among  all  the  beautiful  birds  which  Nature  has  created  there  arc  noue  more 
elegant  or  graceful  than  birds  of  paradise.  Their  delicate  plumage  is,  beyond  com¬ 
parison,  the  richest  and  most  harmonious,  as  well  as  luxurious,  of  any  of  the 
feathered  tribe — hence  their  name. 

In  all  ages  the  gorgeous  feathers  of  these  birds  have  formed  objects  of  com¬ 
merce;  and  the  mode  of  preparing  their  skins  adopted  by  the  natives  of  New 
Guinea  gave  rise,  in  ancient  times,  to  many  fables.  Indeed,  with  no  family  of 
birds  has  fiction  bceu  more  busy  than  with  birds  of  piradise.  Till  within  the  last 
few  years  all  the  specimens  received  in  this  country  were  without  feet ;  hence  it 
was  stated  that  they  had  no  power  of  alighting,  but  that  they  passed  their  whole 
existence  in  sailing  in  the  air,  where  all  the  functions  of  life  were  carried  on,  even 
to  the  production  of  their  eggs  and  young — the  eggs  being  hatched  in  a  natural 
cavity  in  the  back  of  the  male.  Dew  and  vapour  were  said  to  be  their  only  food ; 
nor  were  they  ever  supposed  to  touch  the  earth  till  the  moment  of  their  death — 
never  taking  rest  in  any  other  manner  than  by  suspending  themselves  from  the 
branches  of  trees  by  those  curiously  elongated,  thread-like  feathers  which  form  so 
marked  a  characteristic  of  these  beautiful  birds.  To  us  of  the  present  day  it  will 
appear  strange  that  naturalists  and  sages  should  have  been  led  to  believe  and 
propagate  so  absurd  a  story ;  but  this  wrill  not  surprise  us  if  we  understand  that 
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the  inrestigation  of  the  character  and  habits  of  birds  and  animals,  and  a  knowledge 
of  their  physical  construction,  formed  no  part  of  the  duty  of  those  who  compiled 
books  of  Natural  History,  or  even  of  many  so-called  naturalists,  a  century  ago. 

The  mode  of  preparing  these  birds,  it  is  true,  gave  some  colour  to  the  suppo¬ 
sition  that  they  did  not  possess  legs ;  yet,  if  the  specimens  brought  to  Europe  had 
been  minutely  examined,  it  would  have  been  discovered  that  the  wings  (the  feathers 
of  which  are  not  so  brilliant  as  the  rest  of  the  plumage),  as  well  as  the  legs,  had 
been  carefully  removed,  and  the  places  where  they  had  been  cut  off  covered  with 
considerable  skill. 

The  cause  of  this  mutilation  appears  to  bo  that  in  former  times  the  bird  was 
valued,  not  only  for  the  extreme  elegance  and  richness  of  its  feathers,  but  because, 
relying  on  the  romantic  accounts  of  its  life  and  habits,  and  impressed  also  with  a 
belief  that,  on  account  of  its  name,  it  bore  a  charmed  life,  the  Moors,  who  wore 
birds  of  paradise  in  their  turbans,  thought  that  the  charm  accompanied  the  dead 
bird,  and  its  possessors  consequently  would  be  invulnerable  in  battle. 

These  birds  are  natives  of  New  Guinea,  but,  being  birds  of  passage,  are  to  be 
found,  during  the  westerly  or  dry  monsoon,  at  the  Aroo  Islands,  returning  again 
to  New  Guinea  as  soon  as  the  easterly  or  dry  monsoon  sets  in.  They  fly  in  tlocks 
of  from  thirty  to  fifty  in  number,  and  are  said  to  be  led  by  a  bird  which  the 
natives  call  the  king-bird.  In  consequence  of  the  light  and  aerial  character  of 
these  birds,  as  well  as  the  singular  construction  of  their  plumage,  they  are  unable 
to  fly  with  the  wind,  but  always  direct  their  course  against  it.  This  is  a  pro¬ 
ceeding  they  are  compelled  to  adopt  in  consequence  of  the  extreme  length  and 
luxuriance  of  their  feathers ;  for  if  they  attempted  to  fly  with  the  wind  their 
plumage  would  be  blown  over  their  head,  and  would  materially  interfere  with  the 
motion  of  their  wings.  On  the  other  hand,  when  proceeding,  as  they  do,  in  a 
contrary  direction  to  the  wind,  the  air  presses  down  their  plumage,  and  the  long 
feathers  streaming  out  behind  leave  the  wings  free  for  motion.  In  rough  weather 
they  never  venture  from  their  retreat,  and  at  the  approach  of  a  storm  or  hurricane 
disappear  entirely,  instinctively  dreading  its  effect. 

The  females  congregate  in  flocks  of  some  twelve  or  fifteen,  and  assemble  upon 
the  tops  of  the  highest  trees,  and  cry  together  to  call  the  males.  These,  like  the 
males  of  our  domestic  fow'ls,  are  always  alone  in  the  midst  of  their  seraglio.  They 
are  a  genus  of  the  order  Omnivores,  eating  all  things,  but  their  principal  food  is 
fruit  and  insects,  and  the  strength  of  their  beaks  and  feet  admirably  fits  them  for  a 
life  in  the  thick  forest  where  they  dwell. 

Their  feeding  time  is  at  the  rising  and  setting  of  the  sun.  In  the  middle  of 
the  day — for,  hke  most  tropical  birds,  they  dread  the  scorching  rays  of  the  sun — 
they  remain  hidden  in  the  coolest  and  most  inaccessible  recesses  of  the  forests.  In 
general  they  never  perch  except  on  the  highest  branches  of  the  most  lofty  trees. 
When  they  descend,  it  is  for  the  purpose  of  eating  the  fruit  of  the  lesser  trees,  or, 
as  we  have  before  observed,  when  the  heat  of  the  sun  compels  them  to  seek  the 
shade.  They  have  a  fancy  for  certain  trees,  and,  perched  on  these,  they  make  the 
forest  re-echo  with  their  piercing  calls.  The  call  of  the  male  resembles  the  words 
“  Voike,  voike,  voike,  voiko,”  strongly  articulated  in  a  sort  of  barking  tone;  that 
of  the  female  is  tlie  same,  only  more  feebly  pronounced.  They  have  also  another 
note,  which  appears  to  be  a  note  of  congratulation,  and  resembles  somewhat  the 
cawing  of  a  raven,  changing  rapidly  in  a  varied  scale  of  musical  gradation,  thus : 
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“  He,  hi,  ho,  haw this  is  repeated  rapidly  and  frequently,  the  bird  the  while 
playfully  hopping  on  its  perch.  They  are  extremely  courageous,  attacking  even 
birds  of  prey  who  attempt  to  intrude  upon  their  haunts  or  come  near  their  nests. 
Of  the  construction  of  their  nests,  and  the  mode  of  hatching  their  young,  nothing 
appears  to  be  known. 

M.  Lesson,  who  saw  them  in  New  Guinea,  gives  the  following — which,  perhaps, 
is  the  only  authentic — account  of  these  birds  in  their  natural  state.  Soon  after  he 
set  foot  in  this  land  of  promise  for  the  naturalist  he  went  on  a  shooting  excursion. 
Scarcely  had  he  walked  a  few  hundred  paces  into  the  forest — whose  sombre  trees 
were  the  most  magnificent  and  stately  he  had  ever  seen— when  a  bird  of  para¬ 
dise  struck  his  view.  It  flew  gracefully  and  in  undulations ;  the  feathers  of  its 
aides  formed  an  elegant  and  aerial  plume,  which,  without  any  exaggeration,  bore 
no  remote  resemblance  to  a  brilliant  meteor.  Surprised,  astonished,  enjoying  an 
inexpressible  gratification,  he  devoured,  as  it  were,  this  splendid  bird  with  his 
eyes ;  but  his  emotion  was  so  great  that  he  forgot  to  shoot  at  it,  not  even  recol¬ 
lecting  that  he  had  a  gun  in  his  hand  until  it  was  far  away. 

The  neck  of  the  bird  of  paradise  is  of  a  beautiful  canary  yellow,  blending 
gradually  into  a  fine  chocolate  colour,  which  extends  over  the  wings  and  the 
other  parts  of  the  body.  The  wings  are  short,  from  underneath  which  long  and 
very  delicate  gold-coloured  feathers  proceed,  in  two  beautiful  tufts,  extending  far 
beyond  the  tail,  which  is  short,  and  also  of  a  chocolate  col  cur,  having  two  long, 
thread-like  shafts  of  the  same  hue.  At  the  bottom  of  the  jaws,  which  are  of  a 
light  blue,  the  delicate  plumage  has,  at  one  time,  according  as  the  light  falls  upon 
it,  the  appearance  of  being  of  a  fine  velvety  black,  and  at  another  a  very  dark 
green,  which  contrasts  admirably  with  the  bright  emerald  of  the  throat.  There 
is  nothing  gaudy  in  the  bird  of  paradise,  the  marked  characteristic  of  the  plumage 
being  richness  and  harmony  of  colour,  as  well  as  extraordinary  brightness  and 
elegance. 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  birds  of  paradise  is  the  king-bird,  and  many 
stories  with  regard  to  it  are  current  in  the  islands  where  these  birds  are  found. 
The  king-bird,  it  is  said,  differs  materially  in  its  plumage,  being  black,  spotted 
with  red.  This  bird  appears  to  exercise  imperial  sway  over  the  rest  of  the  flock, 
who  receive  his  commands  with  submissive  obedience.  He  constantly  flies  higher 
than  his  numerous  subjects,  and  thence  issues  his  orders  for  their  guidance. 
The  natives  go  so  far  as  to  say  that,  it  having  been  a  practice  among  them  to 
poison  the  water  where  these  birds  resorted  to  drink,  the  king-bird,  from  that 
period,  always  directed  the  water  to  be  inspected  and  tasted  before  he  would 
permit  the  flock  to  drink  of  it. 

Some  naturalists  consider  that  the  notion  of  the  king-bird  originated  from  the 
casual  observation  of  a  strange  species  among  a  gregarious  flock ;  and  this  accords 
with  the  accounts  that  have  been  given  of  its  being  a  solitary  bird,  going  from 
bush  to  bush  in  search  of  its  food.  If  it  be  so,  it  is  easy  to  understand  that  its 
singular  plumage  and  higher  flight  would  render  it  conspicuous,  and  would  lead 
the  Indians  to  think  it  exercised  authority  over  its  more  sociable  brethren. 

The  following  is  an  account  of  one  of  these  birds,  as  seen  in  captivity  at 
klacao; — 

‘‘This  elegant  creature,”  says  the  author,  had  a  light,  playful,  and  graceful 
manner,  with  an  arch  and  impudent  look ;  it  danced  about  when  a  visitor  approached 
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the  cage,  and  seemed  delighted  at  being  an  object  of  admiration :  ite  notes  trere 
Tory  peculiar,  resembling  the  cawing  of  a  raven,  only  its  tones  were  far  more 
varied.  During  four  mouths  in  the  year,  from  May  to  August,  it  moults.  It 
washes  itself  regularly  twice  a  day ;  and,  after  having  performed  its  ablutions, 
throws  ite  delicate  feathers  up  nearly  over  its  head,  the  quills  of  which  feathers 
are  of  a  peculiar  structure,  so  as  to  enable  the  bird  to  effect  this  object.  Its  food 
during  confinement  was  boiled  rice,  mixed  with  soft  egg,  together  with  plantains, 
and  living  insects  of  the  grasshopper  tribe.  These  insects,  when  thrown  to  it, 
the  bird  contrived  to  catch  in  its  beak  with  great  dexterity.  It  would  eat  insects  in 
a  living  state,  but  would  not  touch  them  when  dead.” 

A  drawing  of  the  bird,  of  the  natural  size,  having  been  made  by  a  Chinese 
artist,  it  was  shown  to  it.  As  soon  as  it  saw  it,  it  advanced,  looking  steadfastly 
at  the  picture,  making  a  cawing  noise  as  if  to  welcome  its  new  friend.  It  did  not 
seem  at  all  excited,  but  pecked  gently  at  the  representation,  jumping  about  on  its 
perch,  knocking  its  jaws  together  with  a  clattering  noise,  and  cleaning  them  against 
the  perch,  as  if  to  greet  a  companion.  The  best  time  to  see  this  splendid  bird 
in  all  its  beauty  of  action,  as  well  as  display  of  plumage,  it  is  said,  was  in  the 
early  morning,  when  it  made  its  toilet ;  the  beautiful  plumage  being  then  thrown 
out  and  cleansed  of  any  spot  that  may  have  sullied  its  purity.  The  wings  are 
at  this  time  extended  to  the  utmost,  and  kept  fiapping  in  imitation  of  flight ;  at 
the  same  time  the  delicate  long  feathers  are  spread  out  in  a  chaste  and  elegant 
manner,  floating  like  films  in  the  air. 

After  expanding  its  wings  it  brought  them  together  so  as  to  conceal  its  head, 
which  it  then  bent  gracefully  to  inspect  the  state  of  its  plumage  beneath.  This 
action  it  repeated  several  times  in  quick  succession,  uttering  all  the  time  its  croak¬ 
ing  notes ;  it  then  pecked  and  cleaned  its  feathers  in  every  part,  passing  each  with 
great  care  through  its  bill,  and  arranging  them  to  the  best  advantage.  Having 
completed  its  toilet  it  uttered  a  few  notes,  and  then  looked  round  archly  at  the 
spectators,  as  if  ready  to  receive  the  admiration  that  it  seemed  to  consider  its 
elegance  demanded. 

It  appeared  to  have  great  power  and  strength  in  its  feet,  for  it  would  turn 
itself  round  on  its  perch  without  loosing  its  hold.  It  liked  shade,  and  the  sun 
was  a  great  source  of  annoyance  to  it.  The  bird  in  question  was  not  at  all 
ravenous  in  its  habits  of  feeding,  but  ate  rice  leisurely,  almost  grain  by  grain ;  and 
when  any  of  the  insects  thrown  to  it  fell  upon  the  floor  of  the  cage  it  would  not 
descend  to  pick  them  up,  appearing  fearful  that  in  so  doing  it  would  soil  its 
delicate  plumage ;  indeed,  it  never  descended,  except  to  perform  its  ablutions  in  a 
pan  of  water  placed  at  the  bottom  of  the  cage  expressly  for  that  purpose. 

Altogether,  it  seemed  to  be  both  contented  and  happy  in  confinement,  and  to 
be  specially  fond  of  admiration ;  for  we  ore  told  that  no  sooner  did  a  stranger 
approach  its  cage  than  it  began  to  wink  its  eyes  and  dance  on  its  perch  ;  then, 
throwing  its  head  on  one  side,  to  glance  at  the  visitor,  it  would  utter  its  cawing 
notes,  or  bark  loudly,  as  if  to  attract  attention. 
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Fsbrl'Aky  dawns,  the  holidays  are  over,  and  those  who  have  not  “finished”  (?)  their 
edacation  since  the  head  of  the  family  described  them  as  “scholars”  in  the  Census  returns  for  1861 
should  now  renew  their  allegiance  to  the  goddess  Minerva,  and  again  quench  their  intellectual  thirst 
St  the  wholesome  Pierian  spring,  instead  of  continuing  the  imbibition  of  those  sweet  and  oft- 
times  sickly  draughts  of  fiction  in  which  so  many  of  the  rising  generation  indulge  to  an  unlimited 
extent  when  out  of  reach  of  Dr.  Knout’s  cane  or  of  Miss  Buckram’s  novel-confiscating  hand. 
Yes,  we  repeat,  the  holidays  arc  over,  and  peace  domestic  ceases  for  a  time,  for  the  olive-branches 
are  departing,  and  who  has  not  experienced  the  horrors  which  arc  inseparable  from  packing? 
Tberh  is  that  tiresome  boy  Charlie,  who  will  insist  upon  putting  up  his  own  things  because  he 
considers  it  more  manly  so  to  do,  and  whom  all  mamma’s  eloquence  and  authority  cannot  con¬ 
vince  that  the  could  find  a  place  better  adapted  to  contain  the  home-made  sausages,  tofiey,  and 
other  comestibles  which  he  is  taking  back  for  the  delectation  of  “the  fellows  in  our  room,  you 
know,”  than  the  interior  of  the  said  young  gentleman’s  best  hat,  which  he  looks  upon  as  a  cavity 
made  fur  the  purpose;  whilst  poor  Amelia  is  groaning  over  the  obduracy  of  a  trunk  which 
refuses  to  “  come  to,”  or  to  “  take  in”  her  reserve  (it  will  not  be  correct  to  say  spare)  crinoline, 
with  the  most  provoking  pertinacity.  Then  there  are  numerous  injunctions  to  be  given  to 
those  leit  behind  as  to  the  diet  of  birds  and  rabbits,  the  sowing  of  annuals,  and  the  frequent 
interchange  of  letters.  There  is  papa's  parting  tip,  with  the  accompanying  admonition  against 
extravagance,  and  the  usual  commendation  to  industry,  with  the  well-known  eulogistic  discourse 
on  literary  attainments,  and  a  generally  prosy  enlargement  of  the  well-worn  text — 

“  Learning  is  better  than  house  or  land ; 

For  when  house  and  land  are  gone  and  spent, 

Then  learning  proves  most  excellent.” 

But  all  these  fine  things  are  forgotten  when  boy  and  girl  find  themselves  pressed  to  mamma’s 
breast,  and  feel  the  truant  tear-drop  which  steals  from  her  eye  as  she  makes  an  abortive  attempt 
to  look  overflowing  with  happiness,  tells  her  darlings  that  “the  holidays  will  soon  come  again,” 
and  slips  into  their  hands  some  kindly  addition  to  the  paternal  gift  which  will,  we  doubt,  have 
little  influence  in  prompting  the  children  to  put  into  practice  those  rules  of  economy  which  her 
lord  and  master  has  been  so  carefully  instilling.  Ah,  those  mothers !  How  cleverly  do  they 
sometimes  assume  the  m.osk  of  felicity  when  they  commit  their  offspring  to  the  stranger’s  care ! 
A  pity  that  masks  do  not  conceal  the  eyes — those  “  indexes  of  the  soul”  do  tell  such  tales  1 

Time  will  not  permit  us  to  follow  our  young  friends  to  academies,  seminaries,  or  to  tbs 
educational  establishments  of  any  denomination  whatsoever,  where  they  may  be  making  their 
acquaintance  with  the  classic  authors  of  Greece  and  Some,  and  the  scholastic  writers  of  our  own 
land.  Were  we  writing  a  Tirocinium  the  case  might  be  diflerent;  but  as  we  are,  or  rather  ought 
to  be,  working  up  our  Notes  of  the  Month,  we  can  only  hope  that  all  who  are  in  statu 
pupillari  may  have  a  happy  half-year,  and  that  the  efforts  of  preceptors  to  “  teach  the  young  idea 
how  to  shoot”  may  be  crowned  with  even  more  than  their  wonted  success. 

The  weather  of  the  present  month  will  be  more  inclement  than  that  of  the  past,  say  the  weather- 
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wise— a  theoiy  which  may  be  founded  on  a  careful  examination  of  meteorological  tables  for  anything 
we  can  assert  to  the  contrary,  although  our  own  private  speculations  would  lead  us  to  conclude  thit 
the  atmosphere  at  this  time  has  no  greater  lack  of  caloric  than  that  of  its  predecessor,  but  that  oni 
blood  stagnates  and  threatens  to  freeze  in  our  veins  for  want  of  the  pleasant  jokes  and  metiy 
laughter  with  which  we  ushered  in  the  new  year,  and  celebrated  the  Twelfth  Night  festivities. 

tn  the  time  of  Nunia,  February  occupied  the  place  of  our  December,  and  was  dedicated  to  tbt 
shades  below ;  the  Decemviri,  however,  thought  well  to  give  it  its  present  position  in  the  calendar, 
though  the  expiatory  sacrilicos,  called  Ftbrua*  which  were  particularly  appropriate  for  the  closing 
year,  were  not  discontinued  when  the  phaoie  was  made,  for  the  Ramans  were  firm  believers  in  the 
spiritual  benefits  to  be  derived  from  uifeHngs  and  lustrations,  and  it  was  quite  as  much  in  accord¬ 
ance  with  the  religious  feeling  of  the  age  that  men  shonld  seek  to  appease  the  inanes  while  the 
year  was  yet  young  as  when  it  was  within  a  few  days  of  its  expiration.  The  former  was  certainly, 
if  anything,  the  more  striking  iliu&traticm  of  the  fact,  noted  by  thoughtful  men  of  all  ages,  that 
in  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death.’’ 

Having  alluded  to  the  riles  performed  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  City  of  the  Seven  Hills  in  the 
worship  of  their  mythic  deities,  we  are  led  insensibly  to  think  of  those  which  God  Himself  pre¬ 
scribed  for  the  observance  of  His  chosen  people,  who  in  their  very  food  were  charged  “to  makes 
difference  between  the  clean  and  the  unclean.’’  He  who  performed  the  last  offices  for  the  dead 
was  accounted  as  one  ceremonially  defiled— there  was  contamication  in  his  touch — and,  unless  he 
made  speedy  use  of  all  the  means  which  were  appointed  for  his  cleansing,  the  Lord  declared  “that 
soul  shall  be  cut  off  from  Israel,  because  tlie  water  of  separation  was  not  sprinkled  upon  him.”  So 
also,  alter  the  birth  of  a  babe,  must  the  Jewish  mother  scrupulously  fulfil  the  several  requirements  of 
the  Levitical  I.aw;  and  thus  originated  that  festival  of  our  Church  in  which  we  commemorate  tbs 
Purification  oj  Vie  Blessed  Virgin  (February  2nd),  as,  when  those  days  were  accomplished  which 
Moses  had  appointed  fur  the  purpose,  Mary  brought  the  young  child  to  Jcrnsalem  “  to  present  him 
to  the  Lord,  and  to  offer  a  sacrifice  according  to  that  which  is  said  in  the  Law  of  the  Lord— a  pair 
of  turtle-doves  and  two  young  pigeons.”  A  sufficient  proof  of  the  poverty  of  her  to  whom  Christ 
was  subject,  when  we  learn  from  Lev.  xii.  8  that  these  small  offerings  were  only  accepted  from 
those  who  were  not  able  to  bring  a  lamb.  It  was  on  this  occasion  that  Simeon  and  Anna  recog¬ 
nised  in  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  that  Messias  for  whom  they  had  long  looked,  and  that  the  former 
uttered  that  memorable  prophecy,  “  A  light  to  lighten  the  Gentiles,”  which,  coming  as  it  does 
in  a  portion  of  Scripture  employed  in  this  day’s  service,  suggested  to  Romanists  that  this  Would 
be  an  appropriate  season  for  the  consecration  of  the  candle*  employed  by  them  in  their  ceremonies, 
and  hence  we  have  Candlemas  Day. 

This  is  the  orthodox  time  for  ejecting  the  evergreens  with  which  we  decorated  our  houses  in 
the  glad  Christmastide,  for  Herrick  charges  us — 

“  Down  with  the  Rosemary,  and  so 
Down  with  the  Bales  and  Mistletoe, 

Down  with  the  Holly,  Ivie,  all. 

Wherewith  ye  drest  the  Christmas  Hall, 

That  so  the  superstitious  find 
No  one  least  branch  there  left  behind; 

Fur  look  how  many  leaves  .there  be 
Neglected  there — maids  trust  to  me— 
ifio  many  goblins  you  shall  see.” 

Fnrthermors  we  are  told — 

“  The  Holly  hitherto  did  sway. 

Let  Box  now  dominere. 

Untill  the  dancing  Faster-day 
Un  Easter’s  Eve  appears.” 

The  weather  proverbs  relating  to  Candlemas  are  so  numerous  that  it  would  be  useless  to 
attempt  to  cite  them  all,  even  if  such  quotation  were  in  the  least  desirable,  though  a  very  slight 
study  of  them  will  convince  the  reader  that  we  must  not  wish  to  go  out  without  an  umbrella  on 
tbs  2nd  of  February;  for — 


*  “  According  to  Varro  (on  Rustic  Matters,  Book  6),  this  word  was  of  Sabtne  origin.  It  probably  cams 
firom  'ferveOk'  to  be  hot,  Inaimuch  as  purification  was  effected  through  the  medium  of  heat.”— Riiey. 
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"  If  Candlemas  Day  be  fair  and  bright, 

Winter  will  have  another  flight ; 

But  if  Candlemas  Day  be  clouds  and  rain, 

Winter  is  gone  and  will  not  come  again.” 

The  dire  effect  of  Sol’s  appearance  on  this  day,  compared  with  the  affection  boms  by  a  herds* 
man  to  his  spouse,  is  shadowed  forth  in  the  lines — 

“  On  Candlemas  Day,  if  the  sun  shines  clear. 

The  shepherd  had  rather  see  his  wife  on  the  hier.” 

Well,  there’s  no  disputing  tastes. 

St.  Blaise  (February  3rd)  was  Bishop  of  Sebaste,  in  Cappadocia,  and  is  the  subject  of  many 
remarkable  legends.  He  left  bis  charge  daring  the  persecution  under  Diocletian,  and  sought 
lefoge  in  the  fastnesses  of  the  mountains,  where  the  wild  beasts  respected  bis  person  as  though 
ke  bad  been  a  very  Daniel,  and  crouched  submissively  around  him  whilst  he  prayed.  He  relieved 
I  in  nnfortanate  youth  who  was  choked  by  a  fish-bone,  and  considerately  restored  an  old  woman’s 
pig,  to  which  a  rapacious  wolf  had  taken  a  fancy.  Hence  St.  Blaise  was  thought  to  be  propitious 
to  cattle,  and  a  certain  cure  in  cases  of  stoppage  in  the  throat.  Hone  quotes  a  prescription  of 
the  Greek  physician  Aecius,  which  directs  operators  on  those  who  are  afilicted  with  an  obstruction 
i  in  the  a-sophagus  to  “  hold.the  diseased  party  by  the  throat,  and  pronounce  these  words — “  Blaise, 
i  lie  martyr  and  servant  of  Jesus  Christ,  commands  thee  to  pass  up  or  down!”  This  saint  is  called 
the  patron  of  woolstaplers,  on  account  of  his  having  been  tortured  in  a  most  barbarous  manner  by 
means  of  the  iron  combs  which  the  members  of  that  fraternity  employ  in  the  operation  of  “  combing.” 
He  was  martyred  a.d.  289,  but  is  still  assiduously  commemorated  at  stated  seasons  in  Yorkshire 
—more  especially  at  Bradford — where  a  septennial  festival  is  held  in  his  honour. 

I  The  virgin  St.  Agatha  (February  3th)  was  a  native  of  the  fair  island  of  Sicily,  and,  like  St. 

Agnes,  sbe  was  unfortunately  so  beautiful  as  to  attract  the  attention  of  one  high  in  authority— 
•  even  of  Quintianus — whose  vices  had  so  recommended  him  to  the  Emperor  Decius  that  he  was 
made  governor  over  the  province  of  Trinacria.  When  this  wicked  man  found  that  his  suit  was  not 
accepted,  and  that  the  maiden  even  fled  from  his  presence,  he  exerted  his  sovereign  power  in  the 

I  vilest  manner,  and  ordered  her  to  be  subjected  to  every  possible  temptation  which  might  lead  her 
to  retract  her  words  and  to  consent  to  his  prayer.  But  Agatha  was  firm  as  ever,  and  at  length 
he  glutted  bis  revenge  by  putting  her  to  most  exquisite  torture,  and  she  bore  it  with  a  fortitude 
which  Divine  grace  could  alone  supply,  until,  being  bound  hand  and  foot  and  thrown  into  a 
blazing  fire,  the  silver  cord  was  loosed,  and  her  spirit  was  at  rest. 

We  would  that  we  knew  more  of  St.  Valentine  (February  14th)  than  that  he  was  a  presbyter 
of  Rome  who  performed  the  miracle  of  restoring  a  blind  girl’s  sight,  and  was  slaughtered  by 
order  of  Claudius,  a.d.  270,  because  such  being,  doing,  and  suffering  is  a  generic  attribute  of 
Dearly  every  saint  in  the  calendar,  and  it  may  cause  some  little  surprise  that  we  have  nothing 
novel  to  tell  of  him  whose  festival  has  sneh  a  material  influence  on  the  manufacture  of  lace-edged 
paper,  and  on  poetic  outpourings  in  which  “  thine”  and  “mine”  rhyme  pleasingly  with  the  good 
~  priest's  name,  which  has  now  become  a  synonyme  for  the  object  of  one’s  affection  in  the  month  of 
i  February,  and  for  the  elaborate  billets  in  which  the  confessioamantis  is  made.  We  may,  however, 
icterest  our  readers  and  defend  the  memory  of  a  holy  martyr  from  damaging  aspersions  by  showing 
I  that  we  do  not  think  that  this  ecclesiastic  bad  anything  whatever  to  do  with  the  billing  and  cooing 
I  which  is  now  carried  on,  as  it  were,  under  bis  protection ;  for,  long,  long  before  he  was  either  born 
li  or  thought  of,  “  the  Roman  youth  drew  the  names  of  girls  in  honour  of  their  goddess  Februata- 
Jnao  on  the  13th  of  February,”  for  which  observance  Christians  substituted  the  festival  of  a  less 
mythical  personage,  and  transferred  the  day  of  rejoicing  to  the  14th.  But  it  is  just  possible  (is  it 
not,  young  gentlemen  ?)  that  those  converts  from  paganism  who  bad  not  arrived  at  the  dignity  of 
"elders”  did  not  see  the  wisdom  of  the  change,  but  rather  liked  the  old  custom,  and  “all  that 
I  kind  of  thing,”  and  eo  still  continued  the  lotteries,  without,  however,  permitting  them  to  have 
ssy  connexion  with  the  haughty  queen  of  heaven.  For  many  years  after  people  still  drew  for 
ealeniines.  Our  old  poet,  George  Tnrberville,  tried  his  fortune — 

“  With  others  I  to  choose  a  Valentine— 
i  Addrest  myself:  Ech  had  his  dearest  friend— 

In  Scrole  ywrit  among  the  reast  was  mine.” 
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And  be  tdda— 

"  The  Papera  were  in  couert  kept  from  sight ; 

In  hope  1  went  to  note  what  bap  would  tall ; 

I  choEe,  but  on  my  Friend  1  coulde  not  light — 

(Such  was  the  Ooddesse  wil  that  wilds  the  Ball).'* 

Chatty  Samuel  Pepys  had  also  much  to  say  of  his  fortunes  on  Valentine's  Day,  although  he 
had  already  enrolled  himself  in  the  ranks  of  the  Benedicts.  But  the  gifts  which  were  bestowed  os 
the  chosen  fair  of  the  17th  century  were  not  the  sixpenny  and  shilling  productions  of  speculadng 
stationers  which  are  so  general  in  the  present  day,  but  really  useful  articles  which  might  serve  to 
keep  the  donor  in  remembrance — a  hint  which  has  not  been  lust  sight  of  by  the  inhabitants  of 
Norwich  and  the  neighbourhood,  who  send  very  pretty  presents  to  their  friends  on  each  recarrenco 
of  the  14th  of  February.  Folli-lorists  say,  “  You'll  marry  the  man  or  woman— as  the  case  may  be 
—that  yon  meet  the  first  on  Valentine's  mom."  This  will  remind  the  readers  of  Scott  (and  who 
does  not  read  him?)  of  the  opening  chapters  of  the  “  Fair  Maid  of  Perth." 

The  Sundays,  Septuagesima,  Sexagesima,  and  Quinquagesinia,  are  so  called  because  (in  ronnd 
numbers)  they  are  seventy,  sixty,  and  JiJly  days  before  the  feast  of  Koster. 

St.  Matthias  (February  24tb)  was  chosen  by  lot  to  be  an  apostle  in  place  of  the  traitor  Jndu. 
Being  of  the  number  of  the  men  who  had  “companied"  with  the  chosen,  all  the  time  thatths 
Lord  Jesus  went  in  and  out  among  them,  he  had  enjoyed  every  opportunity  of  knowing  hit 
Master's  will ;  and,  though  we  know  but  little  concerning  the  acts  of  bis  ministry,  we  may  feel 
assured  that,  when  the  cmel  bands  of  his  countrymen  were  stained  with  his  blood,  he  would  be 
ready  as  a  good  and  faithful  servant  to  give  an  account  of  his  stewardship. 

Fortunately  for  the  sterner  sex,  the  days  of  February,  18G2,  are 

- “Twenty-eight  alone." 

“  Fortunately !  why  7”  asks  some  dear  little  innocent.  Well,  if  she  doesn't  know,  shall  we  tell 
her?  Y’es — no — yes — no.  We  are  sadly  tempted,  but  we  think  not;  so  pop  the  question  to 

Cousin  Charlie,  and  sec  if  he  will  say  anything  to  enlighten  her.  Itemember — for  we  have  had  it 
on  good  authority — that  if  the  young  gentleman  do  not  give  a  favourable  answer  to  her  suit,  and 
she  can  exhibit  a  scarlet  p-tt-c — t,  he  is  bound  to  make  her  a  present  equivalent  to  the  value  of 
the  dress  she  has  on,  be  it  silk,  satin,  or  of  even  more  expensive  material.  All  of  which  is  very 
mysterious,  is  it  not,  our  Innocents  ? 

St.  SwiTHiJt. 
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ThK  lopp’d  tree  in  time  may  grow  again ; 

Most  naked  plants  renew  both  fruit  and  flowers ; 
The  sorriest  wight  may  find  release  from  pun ; 
The  driest  soil  suck  in  some  moistening  showers ; 
Times  go  by  turns,  and  chances  change  by 
course 

From  foul  to  fair— from  better  hap  to  worse. 

The  sea  of  fortime  doth  not  ever  flow — 

She  draws  her  favours  to  the  lowest  ebb, 

Her  tides  have  equal  times  to  come  and  go— 
Her  loom  doth  weave  the  fine  and  coarsest  web — 
No  joy  so  great,  bnt  rnnneth  to  an  end ; 

No  hap  so  bard  but  may  in  fine  amend. 


Not  always  fall  of  leaf,  nor  ever  spring — 

No  endless  night,  nor  yet  eternal  day ; 

The  saddest  bird  a  season  finds  to  sing. 

The  roughest  storm  a  calm  may  soon  allay : 
Thus,  with  succeeding  turns,  God  tern pereth  all, 
That  man  may  hope  to  rise,  yet  fear  to  fall. 

A  chance  may  win  what  by  mischance  was  lost; 
That  net  that  holds  no  great,  takes  little,  fish : 
In  some  things  all,  in  all  things  none  an 
cross'd ; 

Few  all  they  need,  bnt  none  have  all  they  wish; 
Unmiqgled  jOyS  here  to  no  man  befall; 

Who  least,  hath  some ;  who  most,  hath  never  all. 

AxoJi. 
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THE  BOOK  OF  THE  MONTH. 


Fhasces  Browne — known  to  all  the  world 
u  the  blind  authoress  of  some  very  striking 
poems,  and  of  at  least  one  good  novel  already 
published,  namely,  “  My  Share  of  the  Wor’d” 
—has  printed  another,  “  The  Castleford  Case," 
which  we  take  as  the  Book  of  the  Month  on 
this  occasion.  Some  years  ago  a  poem  of  hers, 
entitled  *•  Is  it  Come?  ’  attracted  the  attention 
of  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne,  whose  interest 
in  it  had  consequences  not  wholly  unsubstan¬ 
tial,  and  to  him  has  Frances  Browne  dedicated 
both  her  novels.  The  theme  of  her  poem — 
the  theme  of  many  of  her  poems — is  the  out¬ 
look  which  the  poor,  tired  world  keeps,  age 
after  age,  for  the  good  time — the  theme  of 
Mr.  Tennyson’s  ‘‘Golden  Year,”  only  interro¬ 
gatively  treated.  A  case  of  cynicism  might, 
indeed,  be  urged  against  Frances  Browne — or, 
rather,  against  her  writings — and,  if  that  were 
aaccessfully  repelled  (as  we  dare  say  it  might 
be),  nobody  could  deny  that  she  has  a  grasp  of 
what  it  is  customary  to  call  “  the  stern  facts  of 
life”  which  is  verv  unusual  in  a  woman,  and 
which,  in  her  peculiar  case,  raises  our  wonder. 
How  could  a  lady  who  has  been  blind  from  six 
or  seven  years  old  “  go  about”  and  mix  with 
the  world  sufficiently  to  pick  up  so  many  of 
those  bitter  windfalls  from  the  Tree  of  Know¬ 
ledge  which  are  blown  abont  society,  and 
ludily  picked  up  by  people  with  the  use  of 
their  five  senses?  It  is  not  easy  to  say.  In 
referring  to  the  fact  that  a  deaf  aunt  tn  this 
story  misses  all  knowledge  of  the  procedure  of 
a  niece  of  hers,  Frances  Browne  says — “  It  is 
true,  though  strange,  that  the  sounds  of  this 
world  are  apt  to  enlighten  ns  more  than  the 
sights,  at  least  on  its  private  and  underhand 
doings.”  But  this,  having  candidly  thought  it 
over,  we  conclude  to  be  a  rash  generalisation 
founded  on  her  own  special  experience.  The 
truth  of  the  case  lies  elsewhere.  A  young 
Irish  poet  (whose  name  we  forget,  but  he  was 
connected  with  the  Rebellion)  says  to  “  Blind 
Msry,”  in  one  of  his  powns — 

“  Ah !  grieve  not,  sweet  maiden,  for  star  or  for 
sun. 

For  tile  mountains  tliat  tower,  or  the  rivers  tiint 
run  I 

For  beauty,  and  gladness,  and  glory,  and  light. 

Are  seen  with  the  spirit,  and  not  with  the  siglit.' 

And  the  measure  of  truth  (conversely  stated) 
which  this  verse  contains  (of  course  it  is  onlp 
s  measure)  is  the  clue  to  Frances  Browne's 
knowledge  of  the  thing  which  is.  Yet  we 
hold  that  her  misfortune — if  we  must  call  it 
ene,  though  it  irks  us  ever  to  call  genius  unfor¬ 
tunate — has  been  the  cause  of  her  falling  into 
a  capital  error  in  one  of  her  expositions  of  the 
facts  of  life  in  the  present  novel.  “  TheCastle- 
ford  Case”  opens  with  a  conversation  between 
the  Honourable  Mrs.  Berkley  and  her  niece, 
MUi  Windham,  about  marriage ;  and  Mrs. 
Berkley — whose  opinion,  as  it  is  allied  to  the 
moral  of  the  tale,  we  conclude  Frances  Browne 
adopts— is  that  “  no  other  possession  can  make 
up  mr  the  deficiency  of  grace  and  beauty  to  a 


woman  in  the  matter  of  love.”  Mrs.  Berkley 
goes  on  to  say  that  ”  in  the  relation  of  man 
and  woman  the  external  holds  the  first  place — 
it  is  the  law  and  constitution  of  things and 
then  adds.  “  However  tastes  may  differ,  no  man 
ever  loved  the  woman  he  did  not  think  fair. 
To  no  other  excellence  is  that  offering  really 
made.  Montaigne  laments  the  fact  in  very 
plain  language,  and  time  has  made  no  altera¬ 
tion  in  it  since  his  day.”  The  clause  about 
diii'erence  of  tastes,  while  it  seems  a  saving 
clause,  is,  in  reality,  stultifying;  for  it  just 
brings  the  matter  to  this— As  nobody  can  pos¬ 
sibly  tell  what  a  man’s  “  taste”  may  be,  any 
man  may  love  any  woman,  whatever  judgment 
may  be  pronounced  by  others  about  her  “  ex¬ 
ternals.’'  To  average  people,  this  is,  in  truth, 
quite  as  far  as  human  observation  goes.  No 
man  loves  the  woman  he  does  not  Mind;  fair; 
but,  inasmuch  as  a  standard  of  “grace  and 
beauty”  is  always  supposed,  it  is  another  thing 
to  say  that  only  “  grace  and  beauty”  can  at¬ 
tract  or  bold  love.  Nor  is  that  all.  Let  ns 
ask.  Do  women  only  love  the  men  they  think 
handsome?  And,  if  Frances  Browne  excludes 
them  from  her  generalisation,  let  us  ask  again, 
When  may  a  mau  be  said  to  “think  a  woman 
fair  ?”  Llizabeth  Barrett  Browning  says — 

“  A  man  may  love  a  woman  very  dearly, 

And  yet  by  no  means  ignorantly  maintain 
Another  woman  has  nut  larger  eyes." 

Was  the  lady  wrong  ?  Surely  not ;  on  the 
contrary,  she  might  have  gone  much  further, 
and  said,  confident  in  the  result  of  an  appeal 
to  obseivation,  that  passionate,  undying  love 
may  exist  in  a  man’s  heart  for  a  womans  soul 
and  body  too — soul  in  body,  and  body  in  soul, 
for  that  is  the  whole  sweet  mystery  of  love — 
along  with  an  exact  critical  appreciation  of  the 
faults  of  her  person.  And  as  for  them,  it  must 
be  remembered  that  “  the  external,”  applied  to 
the  human  frame,  is  a  phrase  which  covers 
large  ground — in  fact,  about  five  feet  by  fifteen 
inches— and  that  tastes  differ  less,  perhaps,  as 
to  what  is  beauty  than  in  localising  it.  It  is 
well  known  that  it  is  only  very  young  men 
who  think  most  about  a  “  pretty  face,”  as 
tastes  go  in  the  matter  of  prettiness  1 

Mr.  N.  P.  W'illis  maintains  that — 

“  Bp  to  kissing,  farther  even, 

A  woman's  love  may  have  its  feet  In  heaven.” 

We  entirely  concur,  and  assert,  besides,  that 
up  to  kissing,  farther  even,  a  man’s  lore  may 
have  its  feet  in  heaven,  and  keep  them  there 
so  long  that  he  may  be  totally  unsuspicious 
that  even  a  thread  of  passion  is  woven  into  the 
web  of  bis  feelings.  Indeed,  love,  in  the 
strong,  beautiful  sense,  never  btgins,  as  we 
believe,  in  “  the  external.”  But  this  is 
too  big  a  subject  to  be  pursued  under  our 
monthly  beading;  and  we  will  only  sum  up 
by  saying  that,  although  no  man  can  be  happy 
w'ith  the  woman  whose  person  be  dislikes,  the 
grounds  on  which  men  form  attachments  to 
women’s  persons  are  too  obecure  for  any  hasty 
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criticism  to  touch,  and  incapable  of  being 
summed  np  under  any  such  words  as  “  beauty 
and  grace,'’  used  in  their  ordinary  sense.  There 
is,  however,  so  much  true  wisdom  in  Frances 
Browne's  writing,  that  she  may  well  be  excused 
for  indbtinctly  stating  what  she  means  upon 
a  very  difficult  question  of  mainly  specula¬ 
tive  interest.  Let  us  draw  closer  to  the  novel 
itself. 

The  Cattleford  Cate  (Hurst  and  Blackett) 
is  a  novel  of  the  old  school.  It  has  a  teal  plot, 
in  which  people  try  to  get  the  better  of  each 
other  by  almost  any  meatis;  and  events  march 
and  countermarch,  in  mysterious  order,  to 
regular  dSnouemenls.  In  novels  like  “  The 
Mill  on  the  Floss,”  the  tang’es,  such  as  they 
are,  appear  to  be  born  of  the  circumstances, 
rather  than  the  wills  of  the  actors  in  the  story; 
but  here  we  have  the  old-fashioned  regimen  in 
full  operation — the  villains  high  and  low,  the 
good  people  high  and  low,  and  the  comic  men 
and  women,  all  laying  their  heads  together  for 
different  purposes;  so  that  a  genuine  conflict 
is  kept  up  until  the  time  when  the  mistress  of 
the  puppets  thinks  proper  to  disperse  the  com¬ 
batants.  This  is,  doubtless,  the  kind  of  tale 
which  commands  the  largest  public,  and  ex¬ 
cites  the  most  **  thrilling  interest ;”  though,  as 
the  development  of  character  counts  in  it  for 
less  than  plot,  it  seldom  contains  so  much 
thought  as  the  novel  of  circumstance,  and  is 
not  often  read  twice.  Frances  JJrowne,  how¬ 
ever,  is  a  woman  who  has  good  things  to  say 
about  everything;  aud  her  novel  is  intcr-persed 
with  reflections  and  observations  which  arrest 
the  cultivated  reader,  in  spite  of  the  anxiety 
which  be  feels,  in  common  with  others,  to  get 
to  the  untying  of  the  knot  before  him.  Ibe 
leading  characters  are  Mr.  Hope,  widower, 
with  his  reputrd  daughter  Annie,  and  his  niece 
Jessie;  Mr.  Lciton,  his  cousin;  Simon  Frazer, 
Annie’s  lover;  a  mysterious  old  man,  Mr.  John¬ 
stone,  who  is  always  following  up  Annie,  and, 
on  the  break-down  of  Hope’s  fortunes,  lodges 
in  his  home;  and  .Miss  Windham,  afterwards 
Mrs.  Leiton,  though  ugly  and  some  years 
older  than  the  gentleman  She  is,  however,  an 
heiress;  and,  partly  because  it  is  convenient, 
partly  becam-e  he  is  excited  by  a  “row,”  in 
which  he  has  to  play  protector  to  her,  and 
partlv  under  family  pressure,  be  marries  her. 
His  character  is  not  very  distinctly  drawn ;  but, 
such  as  it  is,  we  are  ourselves  of  opinion  that 
its  weikness  and  shallowness  excluded  ti  e 
love  which  the  man  is  afterwards  represented 
to  have  had  for  Jessie.  So  eelfish  and  worldly 
a  fellow  could  never  love  a  woman.  Mr.  Hope 
is  a  mercantile  gentleman  of  tine  character  and 
tastes,  and  dearly  beloved  by  Annie  and  Jessie. 
As  a  man  of  business  be  is  unsuccessful ;  but 
he  is  next  heir,  after  Leiton,  to  the  Castleford 
estate,  and  ends  his  days  in  clover. 

The  excitement  ot  the  plot  turns  upon  points 
easily  indicated.  Leiton  is  unhappy  with  his 
wife,  and  gets  into  a  quasi-amatory  intimacy 
withJe.'Sie.  His  wife  tiuds  this  out,  and  dis¬ 
appears  on  his  birthday.  A  body  resembling 
hers  is  fished  up  in  the  river,  after  a  fortnight, 
and  a  tombstone  is  put  np  for  her.  Leiton  then 
marries  Jessie,  and  nas  a  little  boy  by  her.  In 
ths  meanwhile,  Annie  has  fallen  in  love  with 


Simon  Frazer,  a  young  engineer,  of  Presby¬ 
terian  connexions ;  but  the  course  of  her 
wooing  does  not  run  smoothly,  for  himon  one 
day  rebukes  her  own  and  her  papa’s  “  worldly" 
tastes  and  habits,  and  there  is  a  quarrel  which, 
aided  by  aggravating  little  incidents  of  one 
kind  or  other,  keeps  the  young  couple  apart  for 
years.  Then  .Mr.  Hope  has  troubles — breaks 
his  arm,  and  is  made  a  bankrupt ;  Annie  pltyi 
the  heroine;  and  old  Johnstone  behaves  very 
odJIy,  actually  asking  her  to  go  and  be  bu 
“adipted”  daughter,  and  promising  to  leave  I 
all  his  large  fortune  to  her.  | 

While  all  this  is  proceeding,  Castleford  ii 
haunted  by  tile  ghost  of  the  former  Mrs.  Leiton. 

In  other  words,  that  person  had  never  died, 
but  had  secreted  herself,  and  resolved  to  harass 
her  husband  and  her  succes-sor.  One  day  sha 
burst  out  of  her  hiding-place  (a  wonderful 
cellar  in  the  ancient  house),  and  frightened  ! 
.lessie  out  of  her  senses  by  trying  to  snatch 
away  her  child.  It  was  believea  the  poor 
woman  had  seen  a  ghost ;  and  the  end  of 
various  suspicious  circumstances  in  the  private 
career  of  Leiton  is,  that  he  is  airested  and 
tried  for  the  murder  of  his  first  wife.  By  a 
curious  “  concatenation  accordingly,”  that  now 
insane  and  grizzled  hag  is  produced,  Leiton  ia 
acquitted,  and  the  corpse  mystery  cleared  up 
at  the  cost  of  one  Med  Coster,  who  had 
murdered  another  woman.  Jessie  never  re¬ 
covers  her  senses,  and  her  cliild  soon  diet.  J 
Leiton  is  now  a  saved,  but,  of  course,  not  a 
happy,  man;  having,  as  he  naively  says,  two  f 
mad  wives,  and  an  accusing  conscience.  | 

The  story  now  turns  round  to  Hope,  John-  | 
stone,  and  Annie.  Johnstone  was  Annie's  real  ' 
father  after  all;  Hope  having  married  kta un- 
weJded  wife,  with  one  daughter,  and  obeyed 
her  dying  command  that  he  would  never  let 
her  know  she  was  not  bis  own  child.  The  old 
father,  however,  breaks  his  arm  and  dies,  and 
loaves  his  money  to  Simon  and  Annie,  who 
have  made  it  up,  and  are  finally  married.  'Ihia 
is  the  essence  of  a  story  of  many  ins  and  onta, 
and  more  complication  in  the  matter  of  rela¬ 
tionships  than  we  can  remember. 

There  are  characters  in  this  novel  which  we 
have  not  mentioned,  because  they  have  no 
necessary  connexion  with  the  plot.  Tliere  ia 
an  old  skinflint  of  a  woman,  who  is  extremely 
well  drawn ;  and  the  servants  arc  very  pleasing 
sketches.  It  is  too  bad  to  call  the  authuresa 
“cynical,”  for  she  believes  in  absolute diiinte- 
restedness,  and  in  consciences,  as  well  as  homes, 
without  skeletons  —  not,  indeed,  without 
griefs;  but  “skeletons”  are  cupboard  griefs, 
tfiat  must  be  kept  under  lock  and  key,  instet^ 
of  coming  out  of  the  dark  corner  to  take  their 
chance  of  dilution  by  love  and  sympathy.  Yet, 
on  the  whole,  we  do  think  there  is  more  good¬ 
ness  in  the  world  than  she  seems  to  fancy.  If 
we  are  right,  it  would  be  a  meet  reward  for  her 
efforts  to  increase  it,  that  events  should  dis¬ 
close  it  to  her  in  its  true  proportions.  On  out 
side  or  the  other  of  the  frontier  of  the  Mlent 
Land  that  reward  awaits  this  lady,  to  whom 
we  respectfully  offer  thanks  for  a  deeply-inte¬ 
resting  novel,  well  conceived,  and  carefully 
written. 
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SONGS. 

Muting  and  Parting,  Words  by  George 
Powell,  and  Music  ^  G.  Rennie  Powell.  2h. 
(E.  W.  Oilivier.) — This  song  is  of  average 
merit,  both  as  regards  the  music  and  words. 

/  Ntver  Can  Forget.  Ballad  from  Mellon’s 
Opera  “  Victorinc.”  2s.  (Chappell  and  Co.) — 
Ferbapsthe  fact  of  thi.s  song  having  been  so  well 
long  by  Suntley  may  have  had  something  to 
do  with  the  success  it  has  obtained.  However, 
it  is  a  charming  and  gracetul  ballad,  and  really 
deserves,  to  a  certain  extent,  its  popularity. 

The  Bell- Finger.  By  Wallace.  2s.  Cd.  (Chap¬ 
pell  and  Co.) — '1  his  song  appears  to  have  pa.ssed 
throngh  three  editions,  which  is  a  sufficient 
guarantee  that  it  is  not  altogether  devoid  of 
lome  pleasing  qualities. 

Engliih  Ballad  Album.  4s.  (Chappell  and  Co.) 
—This  album  contains  many  of  the  most  popu¬ 
lar  ballads  of  Balfe;  Wallace,  Glover,  Lmley, 
and  other  favourite  composers.  As  a  collection 
of  eongs  like  the  one  betore  us  is  so  complete, 
and  forms  such  an  elegant  book,  it  will  not  fail 
to  please  the  society  of  any  drawing-room  into 
which  it  finds  its  way.  This  album  foims  a 
charming  and  inexpensive  present,  and  is  ele- 
ginllp  and  tastefully  bound. 

The  Sailor-Boy.  Tennyson’s  New  Song  from 
the  “Victoria  Regia,’’  set  to  Music  by  Claribel. 
2(.  6d.  (Boosey  and  Sons.) — This  exquisite 
loog  of  the  great  poet  is  charminf^ly  set  to 
music,  and  will  form  a  valuable  addition  to  the 
list  of  popular  drawing-ruom  ballads. 

Swethcart,  Come  Back  to  Me,  Ballad. 
Words  by  Jessica  Rankin.  Music  by  M.  W. 
Balfe.  2s.  Gd.  (Cramer,  Beale,  and  Wood.) — 
Thia  song  wo  can  recommend  to  those  who 
desire  something  easy  and  effective.  The  air 
is  pleasing,  and,  with  the  words— although 
they  scarcely  seem  to  accord  well  with  the  air 
—we  must  not  find  too  much  fault. 

Pretty,  Lowly,  Modett  Floxcer.  Song  from 
Bilfe’s  Opera  of  “The  Puritan's  Daughter.’’ 
2s.  fid.  (Addison,  Holiier,  and  Lucas.) — This 
billad  is  a  gem  of  melody  and  expression,  and 
is  exquisitely  sung  by  Mias  Louisa  Pyne  in 
Bslfe's  deservedly  popular  opera.  It  is  needless 
for  ns  to  enter  into  rhapsodies  on  the  beauty  of 
this  song,  as  enough  has  already  been  said  in 
liTour  of  it  by  our  best  critics. 

RfosyoriTfer  Post.  Ballad.  2s.  6d.  (Addison, 
HoUier,  and  Lucas.) — I  his  song  is  another  of 
the  gems  of  Balfe’s  new  opera,  and  is  an  ap- 
pmpriate  and  pretty  ballad  for  the  drawing- 
toom.  Santley  quite  excels  himself — if  we  may 
b)»ko  me  of  the  expression — in  this  lovely 
*ir,  and  has  been  rarely  beard  to  greater  ad- 
^tage  than  when  singing  it.  Amateurs  will 
ubd  this  song  easy  to  sing;  and,  being  arranged 


in  two  keys,  they  will  be  able  to  choose  that 
key  which  best  suits  the  compass  of  their 
voice. 

OPER.4TIC  MUSIC. 

F'avourite  Airt  from  M.  W.  Balfe't  Opera, 
“  The  Puritan'e  Daughter.’’  Arranged  for  the 
Piano  by  William  Hutchins  Callcott.  In  Two 
Books.  5a.  each.  (Addi.son,  Holiier,  and  Lucas.) 
— The.se  pretty  airs  are  arranged  with  Mr. 
Callcott’s  usual  taste  and  simplicity.  They 
are  not  dressed  up  with  variations  and  additions, 
which  too  frequently  render  the  original  air 
unintelligible,  but  are  given  in  a  simple  and 
true  manner,  so  that  the  comp'  ser’s  meaning  is 
well  interpreted.  The  same  gentleman  has  also 
arranged  these  airs  as  duets,  which  are  as 
simple  and  as  effective  as  the  solus. 

PIANOFORTE  PIECES. 

Une  Fleur  de  Fantaiaie.  By  Jul.  Handrock. 
38.  (Cramer,  Beale,  and  Wood.) — This  piece,  as 
its  name  impiies,  is  a>fancifnl  composition;  it 
is  light,  graceful,  and  not  difficult  to  play. 

Oibome's  Fallen  Ijeavee.  In  Three  Books. 
4s.  each.  (Chappell  and  Co.) — These  three 
books  include  a  series  of  twelve  compositions 
by  the  very  popular  author,  Mr.  Osborne.  One 
or  two  of  these  pieces,  brilliantly  played,  would 
be  sure  to  gain  many  admirers,  and  would 
please  much  more  than  long  pieces  of  twelve 
or  fourteen  pages,  which,  in  nine  cases  out  of 
ten,  weary  and  fatigue  listeners,  unless  played 
by  very  brilliant  performers. 

The  TTrecib.  Romance  for  the  Pianoforte. 
By  Emile  Berger.  3s.  (Boosey  and  Sons.) — 
This  morceau  is  charmingly  illustrated  by 
Brandard.  It  is  what  would  generally  be 
called  a  pretty  piece,  and  does  not  requue  a 
great  deal  of  execution. 

DANCE  MUSIC. 

Our  space  will  not  allow  us  to  notice  all  the 
dance  music  we  have  on  the  table ;  we  select 
two  or  three  of  the  newest  and  most  popular 
pieces. 

Sweet  Violelt — Walt*,  by  Procida  Bucalossi, 
48. — (Cramer,  Beale,  and\Nood) — is  one  of  the 
prettiest  waltzes  of  the  season,  and  will  not 
fail  to  gain  many  admirers.  The  cover  is 
charmingly  illustrated  with  a  coloured  litho- 
graph. 

“  Simon  Boccanegra"  Quadrilles.  By  Chas. 
Coote.  48.  (Cramer,  Beale,  and  Wood.)— These 
quadrilles  are  illustrated  by  a  ve^  smart  and 
striking  coloured  lithograph.  The  airs  on 
which  these  quadrilles  are  founded  are  selected 
from  Verdi’s  opera  **  Simon  Boccanegra,”  and 
are  well  arranged  by  Mr.  Coote.  Au  accom¬ 
paniment  for  the  comet  is  included  in  the 
piece. 
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In  gltnciDK  over  the  duly  papers,  onr  readers 
will  have,  no  doubt,  observed  an  announcement 
that  the  public  are  not  expected  to  remain  in 
mourning  for  his  Itojal  Highness  the  late  Prince 
Consort  after  the  9th  of  this  month.  Uur 
readers  will,  therefore,  be  able  to  resume,  after 
that  da^r,  their  ordinary  colours. 

For  the  last  few  weeks,  as  none  but  half- 
monming  toilets  have  been  adopted  for  evening 
partiesand  balls,  we  propose  describing  a  few  very 

K -coloured  Evknino  Duesses,  which  we 
leen  made  up,  and  ready  to  be  worn  after 
the  term  of  mourning  has  expired.  These 
consist  principally  of  tarlatane,  glacd  silk,  and 
tulle,  both  figured  and  plain.  The  latter  ma¬ 
terial,  spangled  and  starred  with  silver  or  gold, 
is  now  exceedingly  fashionable,  and  is  very 
effective  made  as  a  tunic  over  a  silk  skirt. 

Crepe  dresses,  made  of  three  distinct  shades 
of  one  colour,  are  being  much  worn;  and  a 
dress  made  in  this  manner,  which  we  are  about 
to  describe,  was  very  dittingui.  It  was  com¬ 
posed  of  crepe,  of  three  exquisite  shades  of 
mauve,  and  was  made  with  three  skirts  of  the 
three  different  shades,  the  darkest,  of  course, 
forming  the  bottom  skirt.  Each  of  the  skirts 
was  pinked  at  the  edges,  and  looped  up  at 
intervals  with  white  roses  and  black  velvet 
leaves.  The  headdress  to  complete  this  elegant 
toilet  consisted  of  white  roses  mixed  with 
black  velvet  leaves,  and  lace  lappets. 

Another  ball-dress,  which  was  really  very 
stylish,  was  made  of  white  tulle,  with  two 
skirts,  the  upper  one  forming  a  tunic.  This 
tunic  was  looped  back  on  each  side  with 
bunches  of  gold  wbeatears  and  scarlet  ostrich 
feathers.  The  body  was  ornamented  with  a 
berths  of  puffed  tulle,  with  gold  wheatears  and 
scarlet  feathers  in  the  centre.  The  headdress 
was,  of  course,  made  to  correspond  with  the  rest 
of  the  dress,  namely,  of  feathers  and  wheatears, 
which  were  mounted  on  a  narrow  velvet,  pointed 
in  front. 

We  may  here  mention  that  small  ostrich 
feathers  form,  this  season,  a  very  favourite  trim¬ 
ming  for  hall-dresses,  as  well  as  for  bonnets ; 
in  fact,  these  pretty  finishes  to  a  toilet  never 
seem  to  have  been  so  much  used  as  they  are 
this  season. 

Tarlatane  is  one  of  the  favourite  materials 
for  young  ladies’  evening  dresses,  as  it  is  so 
simple,  elegant,  and  inexpensive.  Dresses 
made  of  this  material  have  flounces  or  tonics, 
ninked  at  the  edges,  the  former  being  sometimes 
headed  with  puffings  laid  over  a  band  of 
coloured  ribbon.  Coloured  ruches  of  silk  are  also 
much  used  for  ornamenting  tarlatane  dresses. 

Before  concluding  our  remarks  on  evening 
dresses,  we  will  notice  another  suitable  for 
half-mourning.  It  was  made  of  white  tarla¬ 
tane,  with  three  skirts,  the  upper  skirt  being 
looped  up  with  black  lace  lap^ts  and  mauve 
feathers.  The  body  was  trimmed  with  black 
lace  and  feathers;  whilst  the  headdress  con- 
listed  of  a  bunch  of  feathers,  worn  quite  on 
the  top  of  the  bead,  with  the  hur  dressed  in 
■mall  frixzed  curls. 


Lrs  Vestes,  or  CHE>ttSES  Russks,  whuAi 
semble  a  tightly- fitting  waistcoat,  closed  in 
front,  continue  in  great  favour.  They 
made  in  white  and  coloured  cashmere,  braij 
and  are  sometimes  worn  underneath  the  Zoi 
jacket.  One  of  these  vestes,  which  was 
markably  elegant  and  distingue,  was  comj 
of  black  velvet,  oinamciited  with  very  I 
some  cut  steel  buttons,  and  was  richly 
bruidered  in  silk,  with  a  few  steel  beads  ' 
duced  in  the  embroidery. 

Les  chemises  Russes  are  frequently  mai 
the  same  colour  as  the  skirt  of  the  dress 
which  they  are  worn.  For  instance,  a  rests  i 
violet  cashmere,  braided  with  white,  was  wi 
with  a  violet  cashmere  skirt,  trimmed  at 
bottom  with  cut-out  velvet  piped  with  wl 
For  demi-evening  dress,  these  vestes  are 
pretty  made  in  white  silk  braided  in  gold, 
worn  underneath  a  black  velvlCt  Zouave, 
black  moire  antique  skirt. 

On  turning  over  onr  letter  from  Paris,  «s 
notice  that  the  Empress  has  introduced  the  ms 
of  powder  for  the  hair — so  reviving  a  very  old.  I 
fashioned  custom.  There  seem  to  be  seve 
kinds  of  powder,  for  we  see  no  less  than  f 
different  sorts  mentioned — namely,  la  pc 
blonde,  xisei  by  the  Empress;  then  there 
gold,  steel,  and  silver  powder.',  all  of  which  i 
this  season,  called  more  or  less  into  requisitieii| 
The  fashion  commenced  last  winter  at  tbs'* 
French  court,  but  this  season  the  furor* 
powder  is  much  greater  than  it  was  last  yest,, 
To  dark-haired  beauties,  the  gold,  silver,  an! 
steel  powders  would  be  exceedingly  becanu]i(; 
whilst  the  Empress,  as  we  have  seen,  being  ef 
a  fair  complexion,  chooses  the  white  powder. 

We  have  noticed  some  very  pretty  toilets  for 
children  of  various  ages,  a  description  of  which 
may  be  useful  to  some  of  our  reaaers. 

A  toilet  suitable  for  a  little  girl  of  five  or  six 
years  of  age  consisted  of  a  dress  and  long 
jacket  of  the  same  material,  and  a  little  whits ; 
quilted  satin  hat,  bound  with  black  velvet,  sod 
trimmed  with  a  black  and  white  feather.  Ths 
dress  and  jacket  were  made  of  grey  tweed, 
ornamented  with  hlack  velvet  put  on  in  tbs 
Greek  key  |iattem. 

A  pretty  little  blue  velvet  dress,  suitable  for 
a  boy  two  years  old,  was  made  with  a  low  body 
cut  square,  trimmed  round  with  handsome  op« 
embroidery.  The  hat  that  was  worn  with  this 
dress  was  of  blue  velvet,  trimmed  with  a  long 
white  feather  tipped  with  blue. 

Little  boys  from  six  to  seven  years  of  sgs 
wear  knickerbocker  suits  made  entirely  of  bias 
velvet,  with  silk  stockings  and  patent  leatiMr 
boots. 

At  an  evening  party  we  noticed  two  litlls 
girls  very  prettily  dressed.  They  had  on  littll 
white  silk  dreeses,  covered  with  w'hite  tarlatan^ 
looped  up  with  large  coloured  silk  rosettes.  Ths 
bodies  were  low,  and  cut  square,  and  wan 
trimmed  round  with  a  rnching  of  ribbon.  Tbs 
sleeves  consisted  of  one  large  puff,  confined  at 
the  bottom  by  a  ruche  of  silk  the  same  u  tbit 
round  the  top  of  the  body. 
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description  of  the  coloured 

PLATE. 

Ball  Dbess. — ^Tbe  wreath  ii  compssed  of 
geniiiume,  ii  made  full  and  high  in  the  front, 
ud  open  behind,  terminating  on  each  side 
with  a  epray  of  dowers.  The  hair  is  plaited 
behind,  and  dressed  in  loops.  The  dress  is 
eieeedingly  elegant  when  made  up,  and  may 
be  composed  ot  tarlatane,  cr£pe,  or  silk,  or  a 
mixture  of  cr£pe  and  silk.  As  the  latter  is  by 
fir  tbe  prettiest  mode  of  making  this  dress, 
we  will  give  tbe  description  of  it  in  tboso 
materials.  The  under  skirt  is  composed  of  white 
gW  silk,  ornamented  at  tbe  bottom  with  four 
puffings  of  cerise  or  pink  silk,  each  pulling 
Ming  edged  with  narrow  black  blonde.  Tbe 
upper  skirt,  which  is  of  white  cr£pe,  is  a*  long 
tu  the  tUk  sh  irt,  and  is  looped  up  on  each  side, 
just  above  the  tup  puffing,  with  large  bunches 
of  geraniums  and  wreaths  of  the  same  dowers, 
which  are  carried  to  the  point  of  tbe  body. 
The  body  is  made  of  plain  white  silk,  and  the 
l^rtbe  of  white  crepe,  cut  pointed,  and  urna- 
mented  with  two  rows  of  quilled  silk  ribbon, 
edged  with  black  blonde.  The  s'eeve  consists 
of  one  large  pud'  of  white  crepe,  finished  off  at 
the  top  with  a  small  bunch  of  geraniums, 
whilst  a  bouquet  of  the  same  dowers  ornaments 
the  dress  in  Iront.  This  dress  would  look  very 
pretty  made  entirely  of  crf-pe,  with  pink  cr£pe 
puffings,  or  it  might  be  composed  of  tarlatane, 
the  latter  material  being  the  most  inexpensive 
to  use  for  a  ball  dress,  blue  trimmings  might 
be  used  with  good  effect  fur  a  blonde  complexion. 
The  fttll-siz^d  paper  pattern  of  tbe  body  shown 
in  this  illustration  mav  be  bad  of  Madame 
Adolphe  Goubaud,  248,  8trand,  London,  W.C., 
by  inclosing  24  stamps;  with  skirt  complete, 
&.  6d. 

Evewiso  Dkks.s. — The  wreath  is  composed 
of  graduated  roses,  finished  off  behind  with 
two  hanging  sprays,  fhe  dress  is  of  green 
tarlatane,  figured  with  black  leaves,  and 
trimmed  with  black  velvet.  It  is  made  with 
three  skirts,  trimmed  with  plain  sarsnct  ribbon, 
edged  with  broad  and  narrow  black  velvet, 
there  being  four  rows  on  each  skirt.  The  body 
has  a  round  wuLst,  is  quite  plain,  with  simple 
puffed  sleeves,  and  a  green  silk  band.  The 
braces,  which  cross  behind  and  before,  are  of 
green  ribbon,  trimmed  with  black  velvet,  the 
braces  being  shaped  to  a  point  at  the  waist. 
The  full-sized  paper  pattern  of  this  body  may 
be  had  of  Madame  Adolphe  Goubaud,  248, 

I  Strand,  London,  W.C.,  by  inclosing  24  stamps. 

DAISY  TRAVELLING  OR  OPERA  HOOD. 

•  Matekiai.s  required  to  make  one  hood : — 
An  ounce  and  a  half  of  single  white  Uerlin  wool; 
two  ounces  of  a  I’ei^  bright  shade  of  Alpine 
rose;  half  an  ounce  of  single  Partridge  wool; 
six  skeins  of  white  sewing  silk ;  half  a  yard  of 
Alpine  rose  ribbon  fur  the  bow  behind ;  a 
d’oyley  frame,  with  brass  pegs,  twelve  inches 
^uare,  and  one  four  inches  wide  and  twelve 
inches  long. 

This  pretty  hood,  which  is  so  useful  for  tra- 
'  veiling  wear,  or  for  putting  on  in  coming  out 
of  a  thsatrs  or  place  of  public  amusement,  ia 


made  in  the  same  manner  as  the  daisy  d'oyleys 
which  used  to  be  so  much  in  vogue. 

The  hood  has  a  white  and  speckled  head- 
piece,  bordered  all  round  with  a  bright  rose- 
coloured  border,  with  strings  of  the  same.  The 
head-piece  is  not  cut  after  it  is  removed  from 
the  pegs  of  the  frame;  but  tbe  border  and 
strings  nave  half  of  tbe  wool  cut  in  the  same 
manner  as  tbe  daisy  mats,  to  give  it  a  Jluffg, 
soft  appearance. 

The  wool  is  wound  on  a  frame,  and  each 
Muare  is  secured  by  a  cross-stitch  in  wooL 
Tne  head-piece  consists  of  a  simple  square,  tbe 
wool  being  wound  crosswise  on  tbe  frame,  from 
comer  to  comer,  so  that,  when  finished,  the 
diamonds  lie  in  the  proper  direction. 

Four  rows  of  white  wool  must  be  wound 
round  every  other  peg,  and  over  this  three  rows 
of  white  sewing  silk;  tbe  other  pegs  require 
two  rows  of  white  wool  and  two  of  Partridge 
wool. 

When  all  the  wool  is  wound,  tbe  squares 
must  be  secured  with  white  wool,  threaded  in 
a  long  netting-needle,  slipping  the  wool  on  the 
wrong  side  tu  form  a  square  underneath ;  or,  to 
explain  ourselves  better,  securing  the  sguaret 
the  straight  way  of  the  frame. 

When  this  square  is  completed  the  head- 
piece  is  finished,  and  the  border  mnst  be  com¬ 
menced  on  the  long,  narrow  frame. 

The  front  border  and  strings  are  made  in  one 
piece ;  and,  as  the  frame  is  nut  long  enough,  it 
must  be  accomplished  by  four  separate  wiud- 
ings.  Take  seven  skeins  of  the  rose-colourea 
wool,  fold  each  skein  into  fve  lengths,  fasten 
each  skein  on  to  the  pegs  of  the  long  side, 
tcindiug  the  wool  that  is  to  be  continued,  round  the 
opposite  pegs,  tu  keep  it  secure.  To  form 
the  squares,  loop  two  pieces  of  wool  in  and  out 
the  short  way  ut  the  frame,  aud  over  that  three 
pieces. 

It  will  now  be  seen  that  the  squares  are 
formed,  which  must  be  secured  with  tbe  same 
coloured  wool ;  and,  when  this  portion  of  tbe 
work  is  completed,  three  of  the  threads  cut  on 
each  side  of  the  stitch,  to  form  a  little  tuft,  or 
daisy. 

When  removed  from  the  frame,  tbe  border 
is  finished  by  the  loops  on  each  side,  which 
make  a  pretiy  edging  to  tbe  strings.  Three 
more  lengths  of  border  must  bo  done  in  the 
same  manner,  nntil  the  wool  is  used  up. 

Half  the  quantity  of  border  is  sufficient  for 
the  hood  behind.  The  border  must  now  be 
sewn  on  in  front,  holding  in  the  cop  a  little  at 
the  top,  to  give  it  a  round  appearance.  After 
it  is  sewn  on  behind,  a  piece  of  plaited  Part¬ 
ridge  wool  should  be  run  in  between  the 
stitches  on  the  wrong  side,  so  that  the  hood 
may  be  drawn  in  to  the  required  size. 

The  price  of  materials  sufficient  for  one 
hood,  exclusive  of  frames,  is  lia.  CJ.,  which 
may  be  had  of  Mrs.  Wilcocksoii,  44,  Guodge- 
street,  Tottenham- court-road,  who  will  also 
forward  a  hood  complete  for  6s.  Gd. 

lu  the  coloured  illustration  of  this  hood,  our 
readers  will  see  that  tbe  border  is  composed  ot 
four  windings  of  wool  only.  The  reason  for 
this  is  that,  if  there  had  been  seven  rows  shown, 
the  character  of  the  work  would  not  have  been 
so  easily  seen,  on  account  of  its  minuteness. 


(  190  ) 


COLD  >rEAT  AND  FISH  COOKERY. 


Turbot  a  la  Creme. 

Ttiffredienli  — The  remains  of  cold  tarbot. 
For  sauce,  2  oz.  of  batter,  4  tablespoonfuls  of 
cream;  salt,  cayenne,  and  pounded  mace  to 
taste. 

Clear  away  all  skin  and  bone  from 
the  fle'<h  of  the  tarbot,  which  should  be  done 
when  it  comes  from  table,  as  it  causes  less 
waste  when  trimmed  hot.  Cut  the  flesh  into 
nice  equara  pieces,  as  equally  as  possible;  put 
into  a  stewpan  the  butter,  let  it  melt,  and  add 
the  cream  and  seasoning  ;  let  it  just  simmer  for 
one  minute,  but  nut  trail.  Lay  in  the  tish  to 
warm,  and  serve  it  garnished  with  crohtocs  or 
a  paste  border. 

Time,  10  minutea  Seasonable  at  any  time. 

A’ote _ The  remains  of  cold  salmon  may  be  dressed 

ill  this  way,  and  the  above  mixture  may  be  served 
in  a  tol-au-teiit. 

Fried  Salt  Beef. 

Ingredients — A  few  slices  of  cold  salt  beef, 
pepper  to  taste,  quarter  lb.  of  butter,  mashed 
potatoes. 

Mode. — Cut  any  part  of  cold  salt  beef  into 
thin  slices,  fry  them  gently  in  butter,  and  sea¬ 
son  with  a  little  pepper.  Hare  ready  some  very 
hot  mashed  potatoes,  lay  the  slices  of  beef  on 
them,  and  garnish  with  3  or  4  pickled  gherkins. 
Cold  salt  beef,  warmed  in  a  little  liquor  from 
mixed  pickle,  drained,  and  served  as  above,  will 
be  found  good. 

Time,  about  5  minutes. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  4d. 

Seasonable  at  any  time. 

Stewed  Beef  with  Otstkrs. 

Ingredients. — A  few  thick  steaks  of  cold  ribs 
or  sirloin  of  beef,  2  oz.  oi'  butler,  1  onion  sliced, 
pepper  and  salt  to  taste,  half  a  glass  of  port 
wine,  a  little  flour  to  thicken,  I  or  2  dozen 
oysters,  rather  more  than  half  a  pint  of  water. 

Mode. — Cut  the  steaks  rather  thick,  from 
cold  sirloin  or  ribs  of  beef;  brown  them  lightly 
in  a  stewpan,  with  the  butter  and  a  little  water ; 
add  half  a  pint  of  water,  the  onion,  pepper,  and 
salt,  and  cover  the  stewpan  closely,  and  let  it 
simmer  very  gently  for  half  au  hour ;  then  mix 
about  a  teaspoouful  ot  flour  smoothly  with  a 
little  of  the  liquor;  add  the  port  wine  and  oys¬ 
ters,  their  liqmr  having  been  previously  strained 
and  put  into  the  stewpan  ;  stir  till  the  oysters 
plump,  and  serve.  It  should  not  boil  after  the 
oysters  are  added,  or  they  will  harden. 

Time,  half  an  hour. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  Is.  4J. 

Seasmiahle  from  September  to  April. 

Chicken  or.  Fowl  Patties. 

Ingredients.  —  The  remains  of  cold  roast 
chicken  or  fowl.  To  every  quarter  lb.  of  meat 
al'ow  2  oz.  of  ham,  3  tablespoonfuls  of  cnam, 
2  tablespoonfuls  of  veal  gravy,  half  a  teaspomiful 
of  minced  lemon-peel;  cay-nne,  salt,  and  pep¬ 
per  to  taste;  1  tablespooiiful  of  Icmon-juke, 
1  oz.  of  butter  rolled  in  flour;  puff  pis  e. 

Mode. — Mince  very  small  the  white  meat 
from  a  cold  roast  fowl,  after  removing  all  the 
skin;  weigh  it,  and  to  every  quarter  lb.  of 


meat  allow  the  above  proportion  of  minced  bun. 
Put  these  into  a  stewpan  with  the  remaiiiia{ 
ingredients,  stir  over  the  fire  for  ten  minutes  or 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  taking  care  that  the  mix. 
tore  does  not  burn.  Uoll  out  some  puff  puts 
about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  in  thickness;  tins 
the  patty-pans  with  this,  put  upon  each  a  small 
piece  of  bread,  and  cover  with  another  layer  of 
paste ;  brush  over  with  the  yolk  of  an  egg,  and 
bake  in  a  brisk  oven  for  about  a  quarter  of  aa 
li'iur.  When  done,  cut  a  round  piece  out  of  tke 
top,  and,  with  a  small  spoon,  take  out  tha 
bread  ^e  particular  in  not  breaking  the  outaidi 
border  of  the  crust),  and  fill  the  patties  whk 
the  mixture. 

Time,  quarter  of  an  hour  to  prepare  the  meat; 
not  quite  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  bake  the  crust. 

Seasonable  at  any  time. 

Stewed  Beef  and  Celery  Saucx. 

Ingredients. — 3  roots  of  celery,  1  pint  of 
gravy,  2  onions  sliced,  2  lbs.  of  cold  roast  or 
boiled  beef. 

Mode. — Cut  the  celery  into  2-inch  piecoa, 
put  them  in  a  stewpan,  with  the  gravy  and 
onions,  simmer  gently  until  the  celery  is  tendrr, 
when  add  the  beef  cut  into  rather  thick  piecoa; 
stew  gently  fur  10  minutes,  and  serve  with 
fried  potatoes. 

Time. — From  20  to  2j  minutes  to  stew  the 
celery.  Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,6d. 

Seasonable  from  September  to  March. 

Hashed  Pork. 

Ingredients. — The  remains  of  cold  roast  pork. 
2  onions,  1  teaspoouful  of  flour,  2  blades  a 
pounded  mace,  2  cloves,  1  tablespoonful  of  vice- 
gar,  half  a  pint  of  gravy,  pepper  and  salt  to 
taste. 

Mode. — Chop  the  onions  and  fry  them  to  a 
nice  brown,  cut  the  pork  into  thin  slices,  season 
them  with  pepper  and  salt,  and  add  these  to  the 
remaining  ingredients.  Stew  gently  for  about 
half  an  hour,  and  serve  garnished  with  sippeta 
of  toasted  bread. 

Time,  half  an  hour. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  3d. 

Seasonable  from  October  to  ilarch. 

Curried  Mutton. 

Ingredients. — The  remains  of  any  joint  of  cold 
mutton,  2  onions,  quarter  lb.  of  butter,  1  dea- 
sert-pounful  of  flour,  salt  to  taste,  quarter  pint 
of  stock  or  water. 

Mode. — Slice  the  onions  in  thin  rings,  and 
put  them  into  a  stewpan  with  the  butter,  and 
fry  of  a  light  bromi ;  stir  in  the  curry  powder, 
flour,  and  salt,  and  mix  all  well  together.  Cut 
the  meat  into  nice  thin  slices  (if  there  is  not 
suflicient  to  do  this,  it  may  be  minced),  and  add 
it  to  the  other  ingredients;  when  well  browned, 
add  the  stock  or  gravy,  and  stew  gently  for 
abi  lit  half  an  hour.  Serve  in  a  dish  with  a 
border  of  boiled  rice,  the  same  as  fur  other 
curries. 

Time,  half  an  hour. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  L:"at,  6d. 

Seasonable  in  winter. 

Mrs.  Bulon's  Household  Management, 
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ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 
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gpaciAL  Notice  to  CoauMroiinEiiTa.  —  Com- 
mmiicatiotii  amv>nf  later  l/ian  the  lOtA  of  <Ae 
mnth  preceding  that  of  publication  cannot  be  re, 
plied  to  in  the  forthcoming  number  the  Ekouou. 
WOEAM'a  UOMEaTIU  hiaOAZlEE. 


V.  E.  Rich.  Sco  “  Manuecrlpt*’’  In  the  “ConTer- 
■Z'OiK',''  Part  19. — MACAoeaR  lenda  us  the  fullovr- 
tng  OMiful  cosmetic : — “  Half  a  pound  of  soft  soap, 
Bielt  orer  a  slow  Are  with  a  eill  of  sweet  oil,  add 
two  or  three  tablespoonfuls  of  One  sand,  and  stir 
the  misture  toKether  uiiiii  cool.  The  slieliy  sea- 
isnil  silled  from  the  sbelis  has  been  found  the 
bes'.’'— S.  H.  R.  The  word  manipulation  is  derived 

from  the  Latin  word  manut,  a  iiaiid _ J.  B  C.  U. 

We  have  no  openinK  fur  what  you  propose.— M.  A. 
WiLiiSAON.  A  buy's  froclc  requires  iitile  ti iinmin::, 
snless  handsome  work  and  insertion  be  excepted. 
There  is  noliiinK  so  prelty  as  a  white  frock  trimmed 
op  the  front,  apron  fashion,  with  insertion  and 
work  in  open  cmbroideiy.  Shoulder-knots  and 
broad  sash  of  some  liriKlit  colour,  eltlior  scarlet  or 
blue,  for  a  bov,  would  enhance  tlie  appearance  of 
the  frock.  —  .Mart.  A  very  fashionable  mode  of 
lo  pin);  up  dresses  fur  walkiiiK  is  to  slip  a  portion 
of  tile  skirt  on  each  aide  throuRh  two  iong  loops 
attsclied  to  a  band  Listened  round  tlie  waist.  Tlie 
Isnyth  of  theso  loops  should  he  lialf-a  yard,  and 
they  should  bo  (ilaced  exactly  at  the  side.  Wlien 
the  dress  Is  looped  In  this  manner  It  has  a  prelty 
cffoct,  particularly  wlicn  worn  over  a  pretty  pi  tti- 

roab — E.  G.  I.  No.  2  To  the  ottlce _ Ellen. 

It  is  ntcessary  fur  you  to  have  l  ist  April's  cliequc 
before  you  can  send  tliem  iii.  —  Uuahaticds. 
Xeilhertlie  “  Yellow  Rose'’  nor  the  ‘‘Old  Man  In 
Love'’  lia.s  been  dramatised;  but  the  “Son-in-Law” 
has,  by  Tom  Tay  lor,  under  the  title  of  “  Still  Waters 
lion  Deep."  —  Bi.lla.  To  remove  freckles,  take 
one  ounce  of  Icmon-Juice,  a  quarter  of  a  drachm 
of  powdered  borax,  and  half  a  drachm  of  suRar; 
mix  them,  and  let  them  aland  a  few  days  iti  a  Riass 
buttle,  till  the  liquor  is  At  fur  use;  then  rub  it  on 
the  hands  and  face  occasionally.  Du  nut  be  dis¬ 
heartened  if  the  freckles  do  not  Ro  away;  they 
will  not  stir  off  some  complexiona— Helen.  The 
cheques  are,  in  each  iiionth's  .Magazine,  lettered 
AAAA,  BBllB,  &c.,  &c  ;  they  are  easily  rc- 
coRnisable.— J.  .M.  L.  The  pattern  of  a  Zouave 
Jacket  was  given  in  No.  1,  Vol.  1,  of  the 
Exolishwouan's  Dumestiq  Maoazi.nk.— Babt  is 
CsTis'o.  'I  he  cheques  arc  only  given  with  the 
monthly  numbers  — Ladt  Jdi.iet  AIuntaoue.  1. 
You  must  cut  the  cheques  out  aud  send  them  up 
by  post.  2.  Of  course.— S.  R.  Brlllat  Savariii’s 
‘‘ Physiologic  du  Gnht’’  may  be  procured  at  .Messrs. 
L  Hacliette  and  Co.’s,  King  William  street.  Strand, 
V.C — B.  K.  S.  Mr.  J,  11.  Mlntorn,  Suho-square, 
•npplies  materials  for  making  pajier  Bowers.  — 
Lillie  White  wishes  to  know  if  Eva  Sinclair 
has  found  the  preparation  of  gum  benzoin  answer 
her  expectations,  and  if  the  colour  which  it  pro- 
dnees  disappears  when  the  face  is  waslicd. — Gr.ii- 
tkcOE  W.  “The  Family  Secret”  runs  from  Nos. 

1  to  111 _ A  Sl'BSCKiBER.  The  third  vulumu  of 

Beetou’o  “Dictionary"  cannot  be  bound  in  two 
Toluines — Mai.  Vi  estwood  and  Humphrey’s  book 
on  moths  is  a  showy  and  expensive  work,  but  not 
of  much  use.  Stainton’s  manual  (published  by 
Van  Voorst,  Haternostei  -row)  is  very  much  cheaper, 
and  is  tlie  only  other  work  published.  For  white 
bands,  apply  to  Mr.  Breidcnbach,  liTs,  New  I’.ond- 
•treet.— E.  Davies.  We  are  overdone  with  MSS., 
orwe  sh  luld  bo  happy  to  look  at  yours.  You  must 
believe  us  when  we  say  we  are  sorry  it  is  not  possible 
to  oblige  our  numerous  applicants  for  employment. 
—Mas  Badham  Tiiornbill.  'The  flower  sent  has 
iBlfered  greatly  in  the  transit,  and  we  cannot  say 
certainly  to  what  species  of  Trepoeleum  it  belongs. 
Wohas^iie  it  to  be  a  flower  of  the  T.  minor,  or  small 


Peruvian  nasturtium.— Isaerlla.  The  Impress  of 
the  French  was  at  a  bull  fight  at  Blarrits. — Mart 
SrOAur.  You  must  send  us  the  little  cheques  on 
the  green  wrapper  of  the  Magazine. — ApelE.  The 
London  address  of  the  “Society  for  the  Promotion 
of  Employment  for  Educated  Women’’  Is  Langham- 
place.  Regent-street,  W. ;  Miss  Bessie  Parkes,  Secre¬ 
tary. —  loNiiitiHCS  In  our  next  —  LootSA.  The 
Grecian  Huir  Dye  sold  by  Sangurs,of  Oxford-street, 
i.4  uii-urp  issed.  —Annie.  On  the  sheet  given  with 
No.  3,  Vol.  1,  of  the  Enolismwouan’s  Uohrstio 
Mag.vzine,  yoiir  name  is  g  ven  in  very  pretty 
omliroidery. — A  .Shb-chibeil  Tlie  feathers  sliould 
be  sewn  on  to  muslin,  and  are  then  reaily  for 

arranging  into  any  article  that  may  be  required _ 

M.  'T.  The  box  |>attern  Is  frequently  worked  on 
canvass.— A  Si  bsuribke.  Sponge  black  silk  with 
gin. — Miss  Davis.  We  pride  ourselves  in  not  being 
“  negligent,"  but  It  is  an  absolute  iinpossibllity  to 
attend  to  every  trifling  wish  of  our  subscribers. 
We  sliould  have  tliougnt,  amongst  the  hundreds  of 
patterns  that  are  Issued  with  the  Enolisiiwoman’s 
I  'oHEsTic  Magazine,  you  woiild  have  found  some- 
thing  to  suit  you.  I'urn  to  No.  419  on  the  sheet 
with  Parc  20.  Vol  4.— Guebn.set  Lilt.  For  the 
meaning  of  all  Alibreviatioiis  see  Beeton'a  “Dic¬ 
tionary  of  Science,  Art,  and  Lltoraturo.”— Mra 
1’auk.  'flmnk  you  for  your  olTor,  but  we  liave  no 

room _ Ellik.  Do  not'use  rouge  on  nay  account 

— Eum A.  We  are  sorry  to  say  we  have  liad  a  good 
many  si'ly  questions  put  to  us  this  month,  which 
we  decline  answering,  and  yours  are  of  tlie  number. 
— A  Constant  Subsciuiikr.  Mrs.  Wilcockson,  of 
Goodge-street,  'rouenhuin-couri-road,  will  supply 

yon  with  what  you  want _ Harriet  Bcknet. 

we  know  of  no  better  book  fur  yoiir  purpose 
than  Harriet  Mai tineau's  “Household  Education." 

— Khilt  and  Susan  B - We  would  advise  you 

not  to  work  a  wreath  in  Berlin  wool  work,  as  It  Is 
so  ancient.  Wo  sliould  haro  given  a  pattern  of  a 
wreath,  but  they  really  arc  not  A  la  mode.  Next 
May  we  Bliall  be  able  to  please  you,  fur  then  will 
appear  a  beautiful  pattern  fur  a  music-stool,  for 
bead  trork,  wlilch  Is  now  so  innch  In  vogue.  The 
E.lhress  baa  not  the  slightest  iluuiit  that  Emilt  and 
Susan  B  —  will  be  delighted  with  this  patteru. 

CoNTBiBUTioNs  Regeivpd.  —  “Memory;”  “The 
Widow’s  Diary:”  “The  Haunted  Well;”  “Fate;” 
“To - ;”  “  Solitude  and  Sorrow.” 

A  mate  of  Cotretpondence  ttande  our  till  our 
next  number. 


'Volumes  I.  II.,  and  III.  of  the  Englishwoman’s 
Domestic  Magazine,  elegantly  bound  in  green  and 
cloth,  are  m.w  ready,  with  the  Coloured  Berlin  and 
Fashion  Plates  complete,  and  IjO  Designs  for  Em¬ 
broidery  nnd  other  Needlework.  Prico  6a  each, 
free  by  post  on  receipt  of  postage  stamps  or  Post- 
olflce  order  for  this  amount.  The  Title-pnge,  Pre¬ 
face,  and  Index  fur  each  Volume  may  be  bad  sepa¬ 
rately,  price  Id.  each. 

Covers  for  Vols.  I.,  II.,  and  III.  of  the  English¬ 
woman’s  Domestic  Maoazine  (New  Seiles),  with 
Title-page,  Preface,  Index,  Envelope  for  holding 
the  Pattern  Sheets,  Berlin  Patterns,  &e.,  nnd  direc¬ 
tions  fur  binding,  are  now  ready,  price  Is.  each. 
Sent  free  by  post  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  12 
postage  stamps. 

*,♦  Subscribers  arc  respectfully  invited  to  give 
their  iirdtrs  at  once  to  tlieir  Booksellers  for  tlia 
regular  supply  of  the  Numbers  of  this  Magazine,  so 
as  tube  cei  tain  to  receive  them  as  soon  as  published, 
with  the  Fasliion  Plates  and  Berlin  Wool  Work 
Patterns  complete.  The  Publisher  begs  to  notify 
that  he  cauiiot  guarantee  the  supply  of  the  Fashion 
Plates  and  Coloured  Berlin  Patterns  in  the  enrreut 
numbers  beyoud  a  mouth  after  thkir  first  Issue. 
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THE  ENGLISHWOMAN’S  CONVERSAZIONE. 


A  Voice  PROM 
THEGtF.it.—ThefollowiiiK 
■*  directions  for  making  a 
hair  net  have  been  sent  to  us 
from  a  practical  hand  : — For  a 
small  size  cheniile  net,  the  size 
mesh  required  is  three  quarters  of  an 
inch  in  width,  and  two  pieces  of  che> 
nille.  On  the  fountiation,  which  should 
bo  very  thin,  net  9  stitches  and  slip  the 
mesh  out,  and  turn  the  work  for  the  second 
row;  net  one  stitch  into  each  one  of  the 
precedinq  row;  repeat  this  till  there  are 
netted  18  rows,  which  will  form  a  square; 
ronnd  this  net  one  stitch  into  every  loop  and  two 
Into  every  corner  stitch;  this  will  form  a  siifllc'.ent 
increase.  8  rows  should  then  l>e  worked  all  round 
one  stitch  into  every  loop  witli  any  increase,  and 
the  net  will  then  bo  the  size  required.  Should  the 
material  or  mesh  be  finer  nr  coarser,  the  number  of 
stitches  netted  on  the  foundation  must  increase  or 
decrease  according  to  the  size  of  the  mesh.  The 
number  of  rows  for  the  square  always  beinq  twice 
as  many  as  ate  netted  for  the  found.ition,  when 
nets  are  made  with  beads,  one,  two,  or  more  beads 
may  be  put  on  the  silk  of  each  stitch  before  knotting, 
and  the  number  divided  in  the  next  row  by  the 
knot  coininq  between  them.  Tliese  nets,  when  made 
In  white  cotton  narrow  braid,  ore  extremely  nice 
used  instead  of  a  nlqlitcsp. 

A  CosKESPONiiEMT  from  Norfolk  sends  us  the 
fullowinq  "Game,’*  she  cal's  It,  which  we  are 
delighted  to  insert  We  think  we  have  assisted 
at  a  similar  one,  when  we  were  young,  in 
Devonshire,  at  a  harvest  frolic;  but  it  was  a 
coarser  game,  quite  unsnited  to  modem  tlays. 
The  one  now  given  is  quite  the  reverse.  Here 
is  an  extract  from  our  correspondent's  letter ; — 
“Far  into  the  night  we  score  of  happy  mortals 
danced,  and  sung,  and  played  old-fashioned  games, 
one  of  which  was  of  so  novel  a  kind  that  I  will  tell 
it  you,  thinking  it  more  than  probable  that  those  of 
my  countrymen  and  women  who  are  ignorant  of  it 
will  be  glad  to  know  it.  This  was  it.  The  violins 
struck  up  a  merry  tune— ‘  Le  Petit  Tamlmur,’  which 
suited  admiralily  tlie  required  purpose.  Old  and 
young,  indiscriminately,  then  joined  hands  in  a 
circle,  and  danced  round  as  they  sung  to  the  music 
the  following  refrain  ; — 


“  We'll  be  jolly  together,  dai'k  spirits  sha'n't  come 
here. 

And  hobliing  and  nobbing,  young  and  old  we'll 
hope  to  meet  next  ye.ar." 

This  was  sung,  the  first  time,  very  softly  indeed,  in 
a  sort  of  confidential  tone ;  the  second  time  right 
lustily,  and  the  'dance  quickened  to  tlie  utmost 
speed  grandmamma  was  capalile  of  attaiidng.  At 
the  conclusion  of  the  almve  couplet  the  ring  was 
broken,  and  each  one  strctclicd  his  arms  ut  full 
lengtli,  sliaking  his  oppo.dte  neighbour  with  the 
right  hand,  and  shaking  his  left  hand  behind  him 
at  the  same  time.  Tliis  movement  was  indicative 
of  welcome  greeting  and  drivingaway  ‘dark  spirits.’ 
Tlie  second  pantomime  consisted  of  shaking  heads 
in  the  middle,  and  subsequently  the  postures  wero 
varied  at  tlie  mercy  of  tlie  M  C,  Finally,  we  were 
requested  to  'put  the  right  leg  in  tlie  middle 
and  the  left  outside,  both  raised  fi  om  tlie  ground 
simultaneously;'  this  being  found  impossilile,  the 
game  was  up.  ‘  Dear  me,  dear  me,'  said  grand¬ 
mamma,  ‘  1  am  ill  with  laughing.’  And  she  was 
not  alone.’’  It  will  lie  at  once  seen  how  easily  this 
game  may  be  modified  to  suit  any  jovial  company. 

£.  WxauitoTON. — The  best  way  to  skeletonise 
leaves  Is  to  pat  them  into  an  earthen  pan  with  a 


lot  of  old  cabbsge-leaves;  these  will  get  up  | 
speedy  fermentation  and  putrefaction.  Itisalwiyi 
better  to  operate  upon  large  quantities,  merely 
washing  them  afterwards  to  remove  the  cellalv 
tissue.  The  use  of  chemicals  is  to  be  avoided  if 
yine  specimens  be  desired.  Two  or  three  leaea 
will  not  roe  of  themselves. 

A  Vextcrksome  Female  writes  us — “Nowthit 
Gretna  Green  is  done  away  with,  are  tliere  soy 
means  of  being  married  secretly  and  expediiloiulyl 
We  will  a^k  her  full  attention  to  tlie  ansvsr. 
Yes,  several;  but  it  is  not  our  business  to  tesek 
persons  how  they  may  evade  the  iawa  We  could 
imagine  circuiiistauccs  where  we  might,  in  cost, 
dcnce,  impart  the  coveted  knowledge;  but  we  would 
rather  not  be  asked. 

Mabfl  —  The  Photograph  of  the  late  Priacs 
Consort  published  witli  ’’  The  Queen  ’’  Is,  ui. 
doubtedlv,  the  cheapest  and  most  faithful  yet  pm. 
duced.  \Ve  have  had  so  many  applications  for  it,  tliit 
we  have  arranged  to  supply  it  in  a  variety  of  wsyx 
Subscribers  to  the  Enolishwoman's  Domcstic 
Magazine  can  have  tlie  Photograpli  of  the  Piines 
Consort,  separately,  with  any  "  single”  number  of 
the  Magazine  for  One  Shilling,  or  together  with  thst 
of  Her  Majesty  for  One  Shilling  and  Sixpence.  With 
a  “  double'  number  of  the  Enulishwonas'i 
Domestic  Magazine,  Sixpence  extra.  The  Incloied 
prO'|>ectus  gives  particulars  of  the  seviral  othir 
advantages  offered  to  the  purchasers  of  our  books 
in  obtaining  these  beautiful  Photographs,  wbieb 
are  mounted  on  tinted  cardpaper  of  a  coiivenieiit 
size  for  framing. 

Kejkcted  MANnscRiPTS _ MSS.  rejected  will  be 

kept  in  hand  one  month  after  they  are  rejected, 
wlien,  if  not  applied  fur,  and  stamps  forwarded  for 
their  return,  they  will  be  destroyed. 

CONTRIBUTIOXS  l{EBPhCT»-ULLT  Df.CI.INED.  — 
“Sweet  Summer;"  “Lines  on  the  New  Year;" 
“  Lines  on  tlie  Death  of  the  Prince  Consort.” 

In  anttter  to  many  inquiries,  the  publisher  of  the 
ENOLisHwoMAN'b  Domes, ic  Magazine  begs  to  sty 
that  he  Kill  bind,  in  one  rolume,  Mrs  Beeton's 
“  Hook  of  Household  Management"  at  thefolloieisg 
prices:  — 

Cloth.  \  Roan.  }  Calf. 

Town  Subscribers  ...  Is.  9'f....2s.  ...  ds. 

Country  Subscribers .2s.  6d..,.2s.  I0d....d(. 

*•*  The  parts  may  be  sent  through  any  booktsller, 
or  direct  to  the  publisher  by  post. 

For  the  abote -mentioned  prices  country  subscribers 
hare  their  rolume  returned  carriage  paid. 


PHOTOGRAPH  OF  THE  UTE  PRINCE  CONSORT. 

“  rnHE  QUKEN,”  an  ILLUSTRATED 

±  JOUItNAL  AND  REVIEW.-W.  Weekly. 

The  Publisher  of  “  The  Queen"  begs  to  inform  the 
public  that  a  Photograph  of  Ills  Royal  Highness 
the  Prince  Consort  seas  issu<  d  setih  “  The  Queen"  on 
Saturday,  November  2.  This  Phntoiiraph  qf  His 
Royal  Highness,  or  that  of  Her  Mtgesiy,  issued  setih 
the  first  number  qf  "  The  Queen,"  may  be  had  through 
any  bookseller,  or  through  the  post.  For  price,  and 
more  ample  information  concerning  these  Portraits, 
see  the  prospectus  in  this  Magazine. 

Resides  the  special  d-page  "Exhibition"  Supple¬ 
ments  and  the  Coloured  Fashion-Plates  which  an 
published,  fortnightly,  seith  “  The  Queen,"  there  are  is 
preparation  beautifully-coloured  Patterns  of  Fancy 
Work,  Coloured  Plates  of  Flowers  to  illustrate  the 
Art  of  Paper  Flower-making,  Coloured  Plates  to 
illustrate  the  Art  of  Illumination,  ic.  dee. 

All  the  back  numbers  of  “The  Queen"  are  nose  in 
print,  and  any  one  number  fan  be  And  of  any  Book¬ 
seller,  price  G'f.  Or  post  free  for  six  stamps  from  the 
Publisher,  ’JlS,  Strand,  London,  W.C. 

The  Christmas  Double  A'umber  of  “  The  Queen" 
can  still  be  had,  price  Is. 

“  Beeton's  Christmeu  Annual’  ean  aHo  be  had, 
price  Is. 
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CHAI’TKR  XIII. 

“It's  going  to  rain,”  saul  'Duke;  jis,  after  a  good  hour’s  walk,  they  found 
theuiBels’Cs  turning  off  the  common  into  a  wild,  open  road ;  which,  in  case  of  such  a 
ealsinity,  promised  but  little  shelter. 

“  Oil,  no,”  Constauce  replied  in  a  confident  tone,  as  if  slie  feared  to  have  such  a 
thing  suggested  to  the  weather  lest  it  should  take  advantage  of  it ;  but  at  the  same 
time  she  began  to  walk  faster. 

”  Oh,  I  dare  say  it  isn’t !"  said  ’Duke,  with  his  face  turned  skywards.  “  There ! 
Did  you  feel  that  1” 

“Just  one  big  drop,  right  in  my  eye,  that’s  all,”  answered  Constance,  cheerily. 
“  liCt’s  see  avhat  this  milestone  has  got  to  say — oh !  five  miles  and  a  half  to  Iversham.” 

Whilst  they  stood  looking  at  it,  the  white  stone  became  spotted  with  enormous 
rain-drops. 

“  Ah,  Miss  Conny !  who’s  right  now'  ?”  ’Duke  said,  pointing  down  to  it. 

Just  then  they  heard  in  the  distance  a  low,  angry  howl  that  seemed  to  be  close 
to  the  ground,  as  if  the  wind  were  crouching  like  a  lion  before  its  spring ;  then  on 
it  came  in  one  mighty,  deafening  rush ;  bending  every  blade  of  stubbly  grass, 
every  solitary  tree  and  dry  herb  that  clothed  the  ground,  from  where  the  children 
stood,  right  to  where  the  grey,  flat  country  merged  into  the  grey  sky.  It  was  as 
if  all  the  earth  cowered  under  the  anger  of  the  heavens,  and  lay  prostrate,  while 
the  rain  fell  down  upon  it  in  spears  rather  than  drops,  straight,  sharp,  and  pene¬ 
trating.  The  children  looked  wildly  round  them  for  some  place  of  shelter.  As 
far  as  they  could  see  down  the  road  there  was  nothing  save  that  far-spread,  slaty 
roof  from  which  the  spears  descended.  They  had  left  some  way  behind  them,  on 
the  border  of  the  common,  a  kind  of  ruined  barn,  and  now  their  only  chance  was 
to  run  for  that.  It  was  soon  reached,  and,  once  beneath  its  shelter,  they  looked 
out,  flushed  and  laughing,  at  the  pelting  spears. 

The  only  occupant  of  the  shed  besides  themselves  was  a  newly-painted  cart 
which  had  been  put  there  to  dry,  undisturbed  by  the  inclemency  of  the  weather. 
There  being  no  bettor  rest  available,  the  children  climbed  uj)  into  it,  and  sat  down 
on  their  bundles ;  and  eoou  ’Duke,  at  least,  began  to  think  the  rain  rather  a  happy 
i  No.  23,  Vot.  IV.  K 
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CONSTANCE  CHORLEY. 


adventure  than  otherwise ;  and  climbed  in  and  out  of  the  cart,  scratching  the  gnj 
■wheels  in  a  way  which  “  Peter  Leeson,  Greengrocer,”  whose  name  and  profession 
the  cart  bore,  w'ould  not  at  all  have  admired. 

Constance,  however,  for  more  than  one  reason,  was  very  uneasy  at  being 
detained  so  long  near  Yapton  AV'ells ;  and  w’hen  tw'o  hours  elapsed,  and  the  rain  still 
kept  on  as  straight  and  determinedly  as  ever,  it  was  all  she  could  do  to  restrain 
her  impatience.  Up  to  this  time,  ’Duke  had  found  ample  employment  in  playing 
at  being  Peter  Leeson  taking  his  family  for  a  Sunday  drive  to  the  Wells ;  and,  as 
he  lashed  and  chatted  at  some  imaginary  obstinate  horse,  the  delay  troubled  him 
bat  little.  But  when  poor  Constance  grew  too  weary  to  support  any  longer  the 
part  of  Peter  I^eeson’s  garrulous  old  grandmother,  who  w'as  always  afraid  of  tumbling 
cut  of  the  cart,  ’Duke  became  fretful  and  weary ;  and,  sitting  down  in  the  bottom, 
kicked  at  it  with  his  heels  in  a  manner  that,  could  he  have  witnessed  it,  must  have 
considerably  alarmed  its  proprietor. 

“  Do  put  down  that  map,  Constance,  and  play  at  dinners,”  he  cried,  impatiently 
snatching  it  from  her. 

“  If  you  like,  dear,”  said  (^onstance,  cheerfully ;  “  only  I  was  afritid  it  might 
make  us  hungry,  and  you  know  we've  only  got  half  a  bun.” 

’Duke  w’as  quite  aware  of  the  fact ;  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  he  did  not  care 
in  the  least  for  playing  at  dinners  just  then,  but  he  particularly  wanted  his  share  of 
the  bun.  Constance  made  as  much  as  she  could  of  laying  the  cloth,  which  proceei 
consisted  in  spreading  a  clean  handkerchief  at  the  bottom  of  the  cart,  and 
setting  on  it  two  oyster-shells,  one  containing  a  mud  pie,  and  the  other  a  heap  of 
stones  for  potatoes. 

“  Now,  then,  we’ll  take  up  dinner,”  said  Constance,  opening  the  basket.  No 
sooner  had  she  lifted  the  lid  than  she  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  and  her 
dark  eyes  grew  more  and  more  sparkling  and  moist,  and  at  last  filled  with  tears. 
’Duke  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  her ;  but,  fixing  his  own  eyes  on  her  face  with 
a  severe,  searching  gase,  gave  voice  to  the  terrible  forebv^ing  that  was  breaking 
over  him. 

“  Oh,  Conny !  you  don’t  mean  it’s  gone  ?  You  don’t  mean  you’ve  been  and 
eaten  it  ?” 

“  Oil,  how  good !  how  kind !”  cried  Constance,  in  a  trembling  voice.  “  Look, 
darling,  look !”  and  she  drew  forth  from  the  basket,  first  a  little  pile  of  sandwiches, 
and  next  two  enormous  apple  tarts. 

“  Oh,  isn’t  she  good'i*”  Constance  continued,  more  deeply  moved  by  this  httle 
touch  of  motherliness  of  Rebecca’s  than  by  all  her  wrongs.  “  I  never  thought  of 
this  when  she  took  the  basket  away.  ’Duke,  how  kind  every  one  has  been  to  us  I 
I’m  sure  we  oughtn’t  to  be  frightened  any  more.” 

But  ’Duke,  instead  of  moralising  on  the  subject,  sent  the  mud  pie  and  stone 
potatoes  flying ;  and,  brandishing  his  pocket-knife  over  the  sandwiches,  declared 
that  “  this  was  the  jolliest  part  of  it  all !” 

There  are  some  of  us  destined  never  to  know  the  effects  of  our  good  actions  in 
this  world,  and  it  would  seem  that  Rebecca  was  one  of  these.  Why  it  should  be  so 
it  is  hard  to  say,  for  surely  it  would  have  done  her  poor  heart  good  could  she  have 
known  the  pleasure  she  had  given  to  these  wandering  little  children. 

Apple  turnovers,  though  the  largest  of  their  species,  cannot  last  for  ever ;  and 
when  these  were  finished  the  children  were  as  much  at  a  loss  to  know  how  to  pass 
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the  time  as  before.  The  rain  still  continued — indeed,  there  seemed  every  prospect 
of  its  continuing  throughout  the  day.  They  had  but  one  book  to  amuse  them¬ 
selves  w'ith — the  history  of  Tom  Thumb  and  his  six  brothers.  This  Constance  read 
aloud  three  times ;  but  when,  at  the  third  reading,  she  came  to  the  part  where  the 
hero  and  his  brothers  find  themselves  homeleas  by  night,  it  had  such  a  gloomy  effect 
upon  ’Duke’s  spirits  that  she  was  obliged  to  stop  and  put  away  the  book.  The 
hours  rolled  slowly  and  heavily  by,  and  stdl  the  rain  beat  on.  lilattera  were, 
undoubtedly,  getting  serious.  ^Vhat  was  to  become  of  them  if  the  raiu  continued? 
Five  miles  and  a  half  of  rough  road  lay  between  them  and  Ivershain.  They  had 
choseu  a  roundabout  way  over  the  common  from  Yapton  Wells  that  moriiing,  but 
it  was  little  more  than  a  mile  distant  by  the  road,  Constance  thought,  ’Duke 
strongly  advised  their  going  back  there  for  the  night,  but  this  his  sister  as  strongly 
()|)pcse<l ;  still,  what  was  to  bo  done  ? 

The  sky  grew  darker,  whether  with  increasing  storms  or  coming  evening  they 
had  no  means  of  telling ;  but  the  darker  it  grew  the  more  unwilling  did  they  feel  to 
remain  in  this  dreary  and  isolated  place.  Their  eyes  grew  uncertain,  and  began  to 
see  shadowy  spectres  moving  about  in  the  dark  corners  of  the  shed,  shadowy  horses 
attaching  themselves  to  the  cart,  and  galloping  away  with  it  over  the  wild,  rainy 
comuion. 

“  Let  us  go,  Conny,”  said  ’Duke.  “  I  hate  this  cart.  The  rain  wmnt  hurt  us, 
BO  let’s  go.” 

“  It  went  hurt  me,  darling ;  but  oh !”  she  said,  half  crying,  as  she  wrapped  a 
plaid  shawl  tenderly  about  him,  “  suppose  it  sliould  lay  you  up,  ’Duke,  what  a 
hindrance  it  would  be !” 

’Duke  stepped  back  into  the  cart  as  far  from  her  as  he  could  go,  and  for  some 
time  surveyed  her  quietly  without  speaking  as  she  gathered  the  things  together. 

“  Conny,”  he  said  presently,  “  1  wish  I’d  never  come  away.  I  wish  you'd  let 
me  go  back  to  father.” 

Constance  looked  up  in  amazement,  letting  her  basket  fall.  ’Duke  hardly 
requireil  the  evidence  of  her  reddening  cheek  and  starting  tear  to  know  that  the 
reproach  was  well  aimed.  It  had  not  been  altogether  a  cliildish  or  involuntary  one, 
but  chosen  and  wlged  to  cut  its  way  riglit  to  the  very  core  of  his  sister’s  heart. 

“  Oh,  ’Duke !”  she  cried,  kneeling  before  him,  and  throwing  her  arms  round 
his  neck,  “  don’t  say  that  again,  darling — pray  don't !  Y’ou  make  jxior  Conny  so 
miserable.  I’d  never  have  brought  you  away  if  I  hadn't  felt  obliged ;  I’d  never 
have  come  for  myeelf — I  wouldn’t  indeed.  It’s  all  for  you,  darling,  that  I've 
given  up  home,  and  fatlier,  and  everything ;  it  isn't  for  myself — it’s  all  for  you !’’ 

To  do  'Duke  justice,  he  fully  believed  this.  Whenever  he  thought  aliout  it  he 
believed  in  his  secret  mind  that  what  his  sister  was  doing  was  for  his  good — that 
it  was  right ;  and  ’Duke,  from  principle,  preferred  doing  what  was  riglit ;  he  had 
an  understanding  with  himself  that  it  was  the  safest  course  in  the  end.  But  then, 
from  babyhood,  he  had  been  so  used  to  having  the  patli  of  duty  cleared  and  made 
easy  and  pleasant  for  him  by  Constance,  that  at  last  be  began  to  look  upon  her  as 
an  instrument  sent  into  the  world  for  that  express  purpose.  So  he  accepted  all  her 
self-sacrifice  and  devotion  as  a  matter  of  course.  It  was  only  natural  she  should 
bring  him  away  if  she  said  it  was  for  his  good  to  do  so,  but  it  was  a  far  more 
heroic  thing  in  him  to  go ;  and  he  wisherl  Constance  to  see  it  in  this  light,  and 
behave  accordingly. 
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He  thought  she  had  been  not  a  little  selfish  in  refusing  to  return  to  Yapton 
Wells ;  and  this  and  her  careless  speech  about  his  being  laid  up  made  him  determine 
to  administer  what  he  considered  a  just  and  wholesome  punishment.  Constance, 
though  she  could  not  see  the  working  of  that  little  mind  of  ’Duke’s,  felt,  from  that 
moment,  a  weight  at  her  heart  which  she  could  not  get  rid  of — a  vague  foreboding 
that  this  would  not  be  the  last  time  ’Duke  would  pain  her.  When  he  saw  her 
crying  he  felt  a  little  uneasy ;  but  this  very  uneasiness,  when  it  had  gone,  only 
caused  him  to  be  more  satisfied  with  himself,  as  he  felt  he  had  actually  performed 
a  duty  which  had  been  unpleasant  to  him.  However,  seeing  that  his  punishment 
had  taken  effect,  he  yielded  very  graciously  to  his  sister’s  entreaties  to  “  make  it 
up and  they  kissed  one  another,  and  scrambled  out  of  the  cart  the  best  of  friends. 

Ry  the  time  they  reached  that  spot  on  the  high  road  to  Iversham  from  which 
they  had  turned  back,  the  rain  had  altogether  ceased  and  the  wind  lulled.  Befoit 
long  they  saw  two  black  clouds  growing  white  and  silvery  at  the  edges,  and  then 
the  moon  rose  between  them,  and  lit  up  all  the  wild,  drenched  country  that  lay  on 
either  side  of  the  road.  Our  travellers  trudged  along  without  speaking  to  one 
another,  for,  after  the  noisy  tumult  of  the  wind  and  rain,  the  sudden  hush  greatly 
awed  them.  There  was  no  sound  to  be  heard  but  the  rushing  of  swollen  rills,  and 
the  splash  of  their  own  feet  in  the  wheel-ruts  of  the  road.  The  world  seemed  so 
desolate,  and  silent,  and  wet,  that  it  made  them  feel  as  if  there  had  been  a  great 
flood,  which  had  carried  every  one  away  save  their  two  selves.  They  tranujed  on, 
cold  and  very  frightened. 

There  is  no  fright  like  that  which  children  feel ;  perhaps  it  is  because  their 
imagination  is  wilder  than  ours,  and  extends  to  a  world  which  we  dare  not  try  to 
penetrate.  Fairy  land  ^nd  all  its  wonders  may  be  explained  away,  but  they  find 
no  human  lijis  to  explain  away  the  mystery  of  the  awful  spirit  land.  It  creeps 
upon  them  as  the  darkness  creeps  upon  them ;  and  they  not  only  believe  in  it,  but 
will  lie  for  hours,  their  whole  souls  engrossed  and  fascinated.  Ah !  how  is  it  that 
these  hours — which,  for  aught  we  know,  may  be  the  links  that  hold  them  to 
another  world — how  is  it  thefee  are  made  hours  of  cruellest  torture  by  the  hideous 
stories  and  traditions  that  seem  invented  expressly  for  the  pure,  believing  ears  of  little 
children  ?  Do  we  forget  all  that  we  ourselves  have  suffered  in  the  dark  nights  of 
long  ago,  when  the  candle  has  been  taken  away  and  the  door  closed,  and  the  great 
trees  have  thrown  their  shadows  on  the  blind  ?  Do  we  forget  that  it  goes  on  still, 
or  how  is  it  ? 

Yes — our  little  benighted  travellers  are  frightened ;  not  at  anything  human  or  ^ 
tangible,  but  rather  because  of  the  absence  of  everything  human.  They  fail  to  | 
speak,  but  their  hands  clasp  one  another  very  tightly,  and  their  little  feet,  as  if  for  I 
companionship,  without  effort  step  together.  Splash — splash  ;  it  is  the  only  sound 
they  hear,  and  they  listen  to  it  till  it  seems  to  become  a  part  of  the  watery  silence. 

It  is  almost  like  the  beat  of  a  monotonous  pulse,  and  they  have  become  so  used  to 
it  that  their  lijis  involuntarily  count  it.  “  One,  two — one,  tw'o;”  and  each  “one, 
two’’  clears  about  half  a  yard  of  the  five  miles.  Weary  little  feet ! — when  will 
their  journey  end  ? 

Suddenly  they  become  aware  that  this  pulse  of  the  silence  is  not  keeping  the  - 
same  time — that  is  to  say,  they  are  counting  three  instead  of  two.  They  tighten 
the  hold  of  each  other’s  hand  and  look  down  at  their  feet,  still  counting.  The  left  | 
have  moved  forward,  “  one now  the  right,  “  two and  now,  before  the  left  again 
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moves,  there  is  a  third  splash.  They  dare  not  look  back  ;  they  go  on  just  the  same, 
but  their  hearts  beat  more  quickly.  They  feel  they  are  not  alone — some  one  or  some 
thing  is  journeying  with  them  along  the  dreary  flats.  AMio  or  what  is  it  ? 

The  wind  has  ceased,  yet  the  night  is  wild  and  ghostly.  Clouds,  huge  and 
dark,  roll  over  the  sky  in  many  a  fantastic  form.  Even  the  tranquil  stars  add  to 
the  wildness  of  the  scene,  for,  as  they  appear  through  small  openings,  they  seem 
to  he  the  eyes  belonging  to  those  cloud-giants.  The  moon  is  high  and  at  its  full, 
and  is  hung  around  by  clouds  of  snow.  It  floods  all  the  level,  drenched  country 
with  its  white  light.  Here  it  lights  up  wet,  glistening  heaps  of  broken  stone,  and 
the  black  mouth  of  a  stone  quarry ;  here  a  field  in  which  lies  the  dead  body  of  a 
sheep  that  has  died  of  the  rot,  and  which,  at  the  first  peep  of  day,  will  bring  the 
crows  screaming  over  the  flats  in  ravenous  armies.  Here  a  blighted,  skeleton-like  tree 
is  reflected  vividly  in  a  black,  glassy  pool  by  the  wayside,  and  there  the  shadow  of 
tlie  finger-post  projects  itself  right  across  the  watery  road.  Then  there  is  the  road 
itself  lying  across  the  black-looking  country  like  a  curving  stream.  It  is  visible 
for  miles,  and  for  miles  there  is  nothing  upon  it  but  three  figures — two  little  ones 
on  in  front,  and  a  larger  one  following  behind. 

As  is  generally  the  case  in  moments  of  great  fear,  the  ears  of  the  children  have 
become  exceedingly  sharp ;  and  they  notice  that  the  mysterious  splash,  which  has 
been  getting  nearer  and  nearer,  and  is  now  almost  close  up  to  them,  has  something 
strange  about  it.  Though  the  splash  itself  is  heavy,  they  do  not  hear  the  scrunch 
of  the  boot  on  the  loose  stones ;  it  is  like  the  fall  of  a  naked  foot.  Closer  and 
closer  it  comes ;  they  are  too  frightened  to  run — too  frightened  to  stop  ;  so  they 
go  on  as  best  they  may,  and  presently,  looking  down  on  the  wet  road,  they  see,  lying 
there  beside  them,  the  shadow  of  this  unknown  fellow-traveller.  It  is  that  of  a 
man,  short  and  thick-set ;  and  he  carries  a  stick  over  his  shoulder,  with  a  pair  of 
boots  slung  at  the  end.  They  stop— the  shadow  stops  too ;  they  begin  to  run,  and 
the  shadow  also  runs,  and  a  gruff,  drawling  voice  calls  after  them — 

“  Don’t  be  afeard  o’  me ;  I’m  on’y  a  poor  man  as  'ud  be  glad  o’  yer  company, 
my  young  lady  and  gen’l’man,  in  these  yer  lonesome  parts.” 

They  hesitate  and  lag  a  little,  but  still  keep  in  advance  of  the  man,  who,  by 
his  sliadow,  seems  to  limp  a  good  deal. 

“  Come  now,  I  sivy,”  he  goes  on  in  the  same  drawl,  “  you  surely  aint  afeard  on 
a  poor  man  as  don’t  want  no  more’n  company  ;  for  now  I  don’t  see  no  ’arm  in  a 
young  lady’s  and  gen’l'man’s  atomics  a-turning  agin  their  ABC.  Mine  turned 
agin  it  allis,  and,  if  so  be  their  stomics  turned  agin  it,  why  I  say  as  it’s  on’y  uat’ral 
a  young  lady  and  gen’l’man  shud  make  off.  I  say  as  it’s  a  plucky  thing  on  ’em  to 
do ;  and  I  aint  the  one  to  split  on  ’em,  not  if  I  knowed  their  schoolmissus,  and 
their  schoolmissus  says  to  me,  ’  John  Hollis,’  she  says,  ‘  here’s  two  made  off  from 
my  school,  and  if  you'll  bring  ’em  back  you  shall  be  ’andsome  rewarded.’  No,  I 
aint  the  one  to  split  on  ’em  if  I  did  know  jest  where  they  was,  and  ’ad  seen  ’em 
yesterday  mornin’  a-sitting  under  an  ’edge  a-  playin’  with  soverings,  and  then  had 
the  pleasure  o’  spendiii’  a  evenin’  in  their  company  at  a  public — not  1 1” 

Constance  turned  and  looked  at  the  man,  and  the  man  looked  at  her,  with  a 
mocking  leer  on  his  face.  She  recognised  him  at  once.  Mustering  up  all  her 
courage,  she  turned  towards  him,  and  said,  faintly — 

“  What  is  it  you  want,  please  ?” 

“  Well,  come  now,  I  say,”  drawled  John  Hollis,  keeping  up  with  them  with 
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some  difficulty,  and  breathing  liard  l)etween  each  sentence  ;  “  I  aint  a  beggar,  [ 
yer  know,  but  I’m  a  poor  man  as  ’listed  when  he  wasn’t  hisself  for  drink,  and  broke  | 
his  poor  wife’s  ’eart ;  and  now,  in  consequence  of  hinjered  ’ealth,  ’as  got  ’is  discharge  I 
from  the  array,  and  is  now  returnin’  ’ome  to  ’is  native  willage,  and  ’is  broken-’earted  P 
wife,  and  twelve  starvin’  children,  without  a  penny  in  ’is  pocket ;  and,  as  1  said, 
he  aint  no  beggar,  but  I  make  bold  to  say  he  aint  above  acceptin’  'elp  from  a 
young  lady  and  gen’l’man  as  can  play  with  soverings  under  an  ’edge.” 

Though  Constance  thinks  Mr.  Hollis  is  remarkably  young  to  be  the  father  of 
so  large  a  family,  and  though  she  lot>ks  in  vain  to  discover  any  signs  of  the  " 
“  hinjered  ’ealth”  he  speaks  of  iu  his  broad  red  face,  she  does  not  hesitate  to  draw 
out  her  purse,  in  the  hope  that  a  shilling  will  rid  them  of  this  imwelcome  and 
lotjuaeious  companion.  j 

“  Indeed,  sir,”  she  says,  “  we  have  very  little  money  to  take  us  such  a  long  way 

as  we’ve  got  to  go,  but  if  that  will  be  of  any  use - ”  And  she  held  it  out  to  him 

timidly. 

“  AVell,  really,  now',”  he  says  in  his  satirical  drawl,  stopping  their  way,  and  I 
holding  tlie  shilling  in  his  great,  coarse  hand,  and  looking  down  at  it  with  his  head  r 
on  one  side — “  well,  really,  now,  what  a  kind  young  lady  and  genTman  to  spare  t 
a  shillin’  to  a  poor  fellow  !  Very  ’an ’some  indeed !  very  ’an ’some.  I  wonder  what  I 
my  wife'll  say  to  me  a-bringing  ’ome  such  a  lot  o’  money.  Why  lojk  here,  my  dears,  * 
I’ll  tell  you  what  she’ll  say” — and  laying  one  hand  on  Constance’s  shoulder  and  f 
the  other  ou  ’Duke’s,  he  leans  upon  them  with  all  his  weight,  and  bends  down  till  I 
his  hot,  impure  breath,  smelling  of  onions  and  tobacco,  defiles  their  faces — “  ye*,  " 
I’ll  tell  you  what  she'll  say — when  I  go  home  my  wife’ll  say — I  just  hear  her  a-sayin’  I 
of  it — ‘  John,’  my  wife'll  say,  ‘  what  have  yer  got  to  feel  yer  starvin’  children  with  ?’  ® 
she’ll  say.  ‘  A  shillin’,’  I’ll  say,  ‘as  was  giv’  me  by  a  nice  young  lady  and  genTman 
a-taking  a  walk  one  night  on  Markham’s  Sledders,  and  as  I’d  seen  in  the  mornin’ 
a-playiu’  with  soverings  under  an  ’e<lge.’  Then  my  wife  she’ll  Siiy,  ‘  Yer  fool,  I’d 
’a’  laid  hold  on  the  young  gen’l’man’s  arm,’  she’ll  say” — and,  to  illustrate  his  mean¬ 
ing,  he  takes  hold  of  ’Duke’s  arm  in  a  playful  manner,  and  fixes  his  eyes  on  Con-  I 
stance’s  jxile  face — “  ‘and  I’d  ’a’  twisted  it  round  and  round,’  she’ll  say.”  He  gives  I 
’Duke’s  arm  a  twist,  and  the  boy  utters  a  sharp  cry,  more  in  apprehension  than  I 
real  ikuu  ;  but  iu  is  acute  agony  to  Constance  to  hear  it,  and,  ttirowing  down  her  | 
basket  and  bundle,  she  clutches  the  mau’s  sleeve  with  both  hands,  and  gazes  into 
his  brutal  face  with  white  li{)S  and  pleading  eyes. 

“  Leave  him  alone !  Oh,  don’t  hurt  him  !  You  shall  have  more,  only  don’t, 
don’t  hurt  him !” 

“  ‘  I  wouldn’t  ’a’  minded  no  sir.gin’  out,’  my  wife’ll  say ;  ‘  for  no  one  wont  hear 
ever  such  a  singiu’  out  in  Markham’s  Medders ;  but  I’d  ’a’  twisted  it  round,  and  i 
round,  and  round  till  the  young  lady  kindly  forked  out  them  soverings  and  every 
other  fardeu  she  had  got  about  her,  and  giv’  ’em  me  in  a  purty  manner,’  she’ll  say." 

Constance  has  fallen  on  her  knees  ou  the  wet  road,  and  ’Duke  is  still  quivering 
in  the  man’s  grasp.  One  more  twist  of  the  tender  arm,  one  more  sharp  cry,  and 
soon  all  their  little  fortune  lies  glittering  in  the  man’s  hand. 

“  Thank  yer,  iny  dears ;  I  aint  a  beggar,  but,  as  I  said,  I  aint  above  acceptin’ 
’elp  when  it’s  forced  iqion  me  by  a  young  lady  an’  gen’l’man  like  you.  Good  night." 

Another  moment,  and  he  is  setting  off  across  the  country  iu  a  halting  run, 
alone. 
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Alone !  No,  no,  John  Hollis,  not  exactly  alone.  There  is  a  little  liand  clutch¬ 
ing  at  your  sleeve,  a  faint  child’s  voice  ringing  in  your  ears,  a  sweet  upturned 
face,  pale  and  beseeching,  pictured  on  your  guilty  heart ;  and  the  hand,  and  the 
voice,  and  the  face  shall  haunt  you  till  your  dying  day.  Never,  never  more,  shall 
you  be  alone  1 
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The  good  people  of  Ivershain  boast  of  being  the  earliest  risers  on  all  the  country 
aide.  Whether  or  no  this  boast  be,  in  a  general  way,  well  grounded,  it  is  certain  that 
the  dawn  of  one  charming  April  morning  found  the  village  a  very  picture  of  life 
and  bustle. 

It  was,  at  the  time  of  our  story,  a  picturesque  little  place  enough,  but  its 
picturesqueness  Avas  due  entirely  to  its  position,  being  in  the  heart  of  a  most 
exquisitely  cultivated  valley,  for  the  village  itself  w'iis  so  stiff  and  prim  that  it 
might  well  be  taken  for  the  original  pattern  from  which  those  toy  villages  in 
boxes  are  made. 

It  was  Saturday — market-day  at  the  old  town  of  Todness,  some  eight  or  nine 
miles  from  Iversham — and  waggons,  laden  with  the  produce  of  those  rich  market- 
gardens,  were  lumbering  in  single  file  through  the  village,  shaking  its  very  foun¬ 
dations.  The  cracking  of  whips,  the  shouting  of  the  waggoners,  the  neighing  and 
stamping  of  heavy  horses,  the  sawing  and  hammering  in  the  car[)enter's  Avork&hop, 
the  nasal  cries  of  the  idiot  shei)herd-boy  as  the  sheep  and  giddy  lambs  ran  under  the 
waggons,  and  in  every  direction  but  that  in  which  he  was  trying  to  guide  them, 
through  the  open  gate  of  the  meadow,  where,  standing  in  the  bearded  gr.is8,  which 
faintly  gleamed  with  the  earliest  unexpauded  buttercups,  and  nibbling  the  sweet, 
crisp  hawthorn  buds,  the  cows  were  being  milked — all  these  noises  united  in  making 
the  place  a  perfect  little  Babel  before  Nature  herself  was  quite  awake.  To  all  the 
broad  valiey  which  lay  like  a  garden  around  it,  sleep  seemed  to  cling  lovingly. 
Even  the  sunbeams  lay,  as  in  a  dream,  aslant  the  wet  fields  and  lightly-clad  trees,  and 
went  stealing  at  a  lazy  pace  through  the  pale  fairy  network  of  the  woods  to  kiss  open 
the  eyes  of  all  the  beauteous  company  keeping  the  festivities  of  the  season  down  there. 
A  breeze  of  morning  stirred ;  and  the  sweet  hyacinth  began  to  shake  her  azure  bells, 
and  the  anemones  and  primroses  all  in  white  and  star  colour  to  lead  the  dance 
up  the  bank  ;  and  young  ferns  in  palest  green  swayed  to  the  music ;  and  the  hidden 
violet  awoke  with  a  sigh  that  made  the  breeze  sink  in  sudden  languor ;  and  the 
thrush  on  the  spray  high  above  breaks  off  at  his  sweetest  note ;  and  the  happy 
carnival  of  the  woods  begins. 

There  is  another  event,  besides  the  fact  of  its  being  the  market-day  of  Todnesa, 
which  makes  the  village  so  early  astir  this  morning ;  and  this  event  is  no  less  a 
one  than  the  hoisting  of  a  new  sign-board  at  “  The  Waggoner’s  Rest.”  All  the 
inhabitants,  from  the  oldest  to  the  baby  in  arms,  have  turned  out  to  witness  it,  for 
it  is  to  them  a  phenomenon  as  great  as  a  total  eclipse  of  the  sun,  or  the  appearance 
of  a  comet ;  and,  indeed,  they  know  that  it  would  not  come  to  pass  now,  bad  not 
good  fortune  brought  hither  a  young  journeyman  carpenter  of  artistic  ability  in 
the  shape  of  the  landlord’s  nephew. 

“  The  Waggoner’s  Rest”  is  a  little  white  house,  with  a  pointed  roof,  surmounted 
by  a  showy  gold  weather-vane  in  the  form  of  a  greyhound,  and  with  door  and 
window  shutters  of  dark  green.  Before  it  is  a  square  of  well-kept  grass,  fenced 
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in  by  low  white  iia’.iii"3 ;  and  high  above  the  little  white  gate  is  the  iron  suspender 
for  the  new  sign-board.  A  strip  of  snowy  stone  extends  across  the  grass  from  the 
gate  to  the  porchetl  door ;  on  either  side  of  which  is  a  box-tree,  cut  and  grown  like 
a  square  table ;  and  Mrs.  Humphrey  Standish,  the  landlord’s  wife,  and  the  heaviest 
woman  in  the  parish,  boasts  that  each  of  these  trees  will  bear  her  weight  without 
“  giving  in.”  Through  the  low  open  window',  left  of  the  door,  that  lady's  buxom 
form  may  now  be  seen  moving  about  over  preparations  for  breakfast.  It  is  a 
very  busy  morning  for  Mrs.  Standish — Saturday  morning  always  is  busy,  for  the 
extra  hands  that  come  over  from  Todness  on  a  Friday  to  help  pack  the  waggons 
sleep  and  breakfast  there.  Through  the  window,  on  the  right  of  the  door,  they  ate 
seen  sitting  round  a  snowy  table  at  breakfast,  discussing  the  scraps  of  news  they  pick 
up  from  the  greasy  Toihtcss  Chronicle,  which  somebody  brought  over  yesterday  with 
sandwiches  wrapped  in  it.  Tlic  door  is  oi>en,  acd  you  can  see  right  along  the 
re<l-bricked  passage  to  the  garden  at  the  back,  where  pretty  Madgie  Standish  and 
the  painter  of  the  sign-board  are  pulling  radishes  under  the  apple-trees.  Old 
Humphrey  Standish  himself  sits  out  on  the  grass-plot  in  front,  with  a  slate  on  his 
knees,  smoking  his  morning  pipe,  and  bawls  out  every  now  and  then  some  question 
to  his  wife,  as  he  casts  up  his  accounts. 

In  the  road,  a  little  to  one  side  of  “  I'he  Waggoner’s  Rest,”  stand  two  gigantic 
chesnut-trees,  with  seats  round  them.  In  the  morning  the  children  generally  have 
the  seats  all  to  themselves  to  play  on  ;  in  the  afternoon  the  young  girls  take  their 
needlework,  and  sit  and  gossip  there  ;  and  of  an  evening  they  are  left  to  the  veterans 
of  the  village,  who  meet  there  to  discuss  the  affairs  of  the  nation  over  a  friendly 
pipe.  But  on  this  particular  morning  the  chesnuts  shade  a  most  mixed  and 
motley  as.semblage,  in  which  three  generations  are  represented.  The  seats  are 
filled  for  the  most  part  by  old  grandmothers  and  grandfathers,  with  their  hands 
crossed  over  their  staffs ;  while  grouped  round  them  stand  the  mothers  with  their 
children ;  and  several  boys  have  climbed  up  into  the  trees  above  for  the  purpose  of 
obtaining  a  better  view  of  the  important  proceedings  about  to  take  place  at 
“  Tlie  Waggoner’s  Rest.” 

Old  Ilunqihrey  glances  at  them  from  time  to  time  with  no  very  kindly  eye. 

“What's  Kit  about?”  he  inquires  of  his  wife  through  the  window.  “How 
much  longer  is  he  going  to  keep  a  mob  round  the  place  ?  Confound  him  !  I  wish 
I’d  never  had  the  thing  done  1” 

Mrs.  Standish  throws  down  the  loaf  and  knife  she  has  in  her  hand,  and 
soon  she  is  seen  careering  down  the  narrow  red-bricked  pa-ssage  like  a  ship  in  full 
sail ;  and  now,  completely  blocking  up  all  view  of  the  garden  as  she  stands  in  the 
back  doorway,  shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand,  calls  loudly — 

“  Kit !  Kit,  1  say !  Here's  your  uncle  wantin’  to  know  when  you’re  a-comin’ 
to  put  up  your  pictur’.  Uont  ’ee  know  that  all  the  parish  is  at  the  door  to  see  it? 
Come,  lad,  come !  As  for  you,  Madgie,  you  must  have  left  your  wits  in  your  bed 
this  morning,  to  be  wastin’  the  blessed  time  like  this,  when  here's  your  dough  all  a- 
reesin  over  the  top  of  the  pan,  and  me  got  all  the  breakfastin’  on  my  hands,  aa 
oughtened  to  have  nothing  to  do  at  my  time  o’  life.  Let  the  radishes  alone,  dol 
and  don't  stand  there  hinderin’  your  cousin  as  is  got  /(/*•  livin’  to  get,  if  you  haven’t 
yours,  more's  tlie  pity.  You  may  as  well  let  the  radishes  alone,  I  tell  you ;  they're 
too  Late  now ;  Peter  Bludget,  as  wanted  ’em,  has  had  his  breikhist  and  gone  his 
ways.  This  comes  o’  sending  two  to  do  a  thing  because  one's  in  a  hurry.” 
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“But  really,  aunt,”  Kit  is  beard  to  protest  as  he  approaches  her,  dangling  a 
very  small  bunch  of  radishes,  “  we  haveu’t  been  long — see,  here’s  a  bunch  as  big 
as  I’eter  Bludget’s  head.  I'm  sure  Madgie  irulled  most  of  ’em.” 

“  Ah,  Kit,”  says  his  aunt,  taking  them  from  him  with  a  smile  and  a  shake  of 
the  head,  “  you'do  encourage  that  gel  in  laziness  and  story-tellin’  as  if  the  Old 
Gentleman  had  promised  you  a  profit  on  her  if  you  get  her  over  to  him.  There, 
go  along,  and  take  out  your  pictur’,  and  I’ll  send  Jemmy  to  fetch  the  ladder.” 

As  Kit  passed  by  her  up  the  passage,  Jemmy  came  out  of  the  washhouse 
vith  his  hair  standing  on  end,  and  his  face  bearing  signs  of  a  very  vigorous 
application  of  the  jack-towel.  He  was  a  spare  little  man,  with  one  leg  shorter 
than  the  other,  and  was  deaf  and  dumb,  yet  he  had  served  as  ostler  and  general 
drudge  at  “  The  Waggoner’s  Rest”  ever  since  old  Standish  came  into  the  business. 
Jemmy  was  one  of  the  most  industrious,  faithful,  steady,  punctual  old  servants  it 
waa  ever  a  landlord’s  good  fortune  to  meet  with,  while  he  had  his  own  way ;  but 
put  him  out  of  that,  and  his  equal  for  dogged  stupidity,  obstinacy,  and  ill-temper 
was  not  to  be  found  in  any  donkey  that  ever  brayed.  Old  Standish  himself 
seldom  interfered  with  his  ways ;  he  saw  he  did  his  work  well,  and  for  lower 
wages  than  any  one  else  would  do  it,  and  what  more  did  he  want  from  an  ostler  ? 

But  between  Jemmy  and  his  mistress  things  did  not  go  along  so  smoothly. 
Scarcely  a  day  passed  but  terrible  altercation,  in  dumb  show,  took  place  in 
the  back  premises,  which  Jemmy  looked  upon  as  his  own  private  domain,  and 
divers  nooks  of  which  his  mistress  was  constantly  appropriating  to  domestic 
purposes. 

Now,  it  has  been  one  of  Jemmy’s  ways,  for  no  one  can  remember  how  long,  to 
disappear  into  the  back  kitchen  immediately  after  his  breakfast,  and,  issuing  from 
it  with  his  face  and  hair  in  the  state  described,  to  make  at  once  for  the  stables,  in 
which  he  has  a  comb  hidden  nobody  knows  exactly  where.  No  earthly  ix)wer 
can  induce  him  to  do  a  thing  between  the  two  processes  of  washing  and  combing  ; 
if  anything  be  demanded  of  him  on  his  way  from  the  washhouse  to  the  stables, 
he  never,  by  any  chance,  understands. 

When,  therefore,  on  this  busy  and  important  morning,  Mrs.  Standish,  with  her 
usual  disrespect  to  Jemmy’s  ways,  lays  hold  of  him  by  the  breast  of  his  coat,  and 
indicates  to  him  by  expressive  movements  of  her  feet,  suggestive  of  mounting  a 
ladder,  what  it  is  she  wants.  Jemmy,  with  that  peculiar  facility  of  his  of  not 
understanding  when  he  doesn’t  choose,  limps  doggedly  on.  His  mistress  looks  after 
him  unutterable  things  as  he  wends  his  way  amongst  the  chickens  in  the  stable- 
yard,  which  lies  a  little  to  the  left  of  the  garden. 

Jemmy  docs  not  enter  the  great  stables,  but  pauses  before  the  door  of  a  small 
compartment  under  the  hay-loft.  This  is  no  longer  used  as  a  stable,  on  account 
of  the  wall  at  the  back  having  given  way  and  exposed  it  to  the  road ;  so  it  is  now 
made  a  receptacle  for  empty  sacks  and  old  horsecloths,  and  smells  agreeably  of  hay 
and  old  bass.  Jemmy  opens  the  door,  takes  one  step  forward,  then  limps  back 
about  two  yards  with  a  rapidity  that  astonishes  his  mistress. 

“  What’s  the  matter  with  the  old  fool  now  ?”  she  says  to  Madgie,  who  is  looking 
up  the  passage  after  Kit. 

What  tiemmy  saw  must  be  told  in  another  chapter. 
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ClIARLKS  11.— “the  MEKUY  MONARCH.”  P 

We  left  London  flaring  and  in  flames  last  month — let  us  now  contemplate  the  | 
restoration  of  this  noble  city,  a  work  confided,  in  a  great  measure,  to  Sir  Chris-  [ 
topher  Wren;  for,  of  the  c-ighty-live  churches  destroyed  wilhin  the  city  walls, 
flfty-one  were  erected  from  \Vren’3  own  designs,  besides  his  new  church  of 
St.  James’s,  Westminster,  and  the  two  that  he  rescued  from  the  general  ruin— 
viz.,  St.  Andrew’s,  liolborn,  and  St.  Clement  Danes.  These  churches  are  chiefly  I 
remarkable  for  their  beautiful  towers  and  steeples.  But  the  most  popularly  I 
known  of  all  Wren's  churches  (except,  of  course,  St.  Paul’s)  was  Bow  Church,  | 
Cheapside — that  adajjtation  from  his  favourite  classical  authority,  the  Temple  of  I 
Peace,  at  Home.  The  beauty  of  another  of  his  celebrated  erections,  St.  Stephen’s, 
IVallirook,  is  well  known,  and  no  mean  authority  Inis  declare<l  that,  “  had  the 
maU'riiils  and  volume  of  that  church  been  as  durable  and  extensive  as  those  of 
St.  Paul’s  Cathedral,  Sir  Christopher  AVren  had  consummated  a  much  more  ; 
efficient  monument  to  his  well-earned  fame  than  that  fabric  affords.”  I 

A  pleasing  anecdote  is  told  in  connexion  with  the  rebuilding  of  St.  Paul’s,  | 
which  will,  probably,  be  new  to  moat  of  our  readers  ;  and,  as  it  is  quoted  by  Sir  I 
Christopher  himself  in  the  “  Parentaiia,”  we  shall  not  hesitate  to  repeat  it.  “  An  j 
incident  was  taken  notice  of,”  he  says,  “  by  some  people  as  a  favourite  omen :  | 

when  the  surveyor,  in  person,  had  fixed  upon  the  place  for  the  dimensions  of  the  \ 
great  d  jine,  and  settled  ujion  the  centre,  a  co;umon  labourer  was  ordered  to  bring  a  [ 
flat  stone  (such  as  should  first  come  to  hand)  from  the  heaps  of  rubbish,  to  be  laid  for 
a  mark  and  direction  to  the  masons ;  the  stone,  which  was  immediately  brought  t 
and  laid  down  for  that  purpose,  happened  to  be  a  piece  of  a  gravestone,  with  | 
nothing  remaining  of  the  inscription  but  this  single  word,  in  large  capitals,  r 
Rvsunjam  (I  shall  rise  again).”  The  good  omen  was  fully  realised,  the  dome 
alone  of  the  modern  St.  Paul’s  being  enough  to  enable  the  building  to  stand  up 
in  rivalry  against  t  c  mighty  reputation  of  its  predecessor.  The  only  artistic 
decorations  of  the  cathedral  worth  notice  arc  the  carvings  of  Grindling  Gibbons, 
which  are  very  Ijcaiitiful,  especially  the  wood-work  of  the  choir.  Micholas  Stone, 
the  greatest  sculptor  of  the  seventeenth  century,  has  nothing  to  be  noticed  there ; 
and,  if  we  desire  to  see  the  finest  of  his  works,  we  must  examine  his  Sutton  Monu¬ 
ment  in  the  Charter  House,  or  the  memorial  of  Sir  Dudley  Carleton  iu  AVest-  j 
minster  Abbey.  i 

One  very  famous  appendage  of  the  old  cathedral,  which  had  fallen  before  the  i 

Great  Fire,  did  not  rise  again— we  allude  to  St.  Paul’s  Cross,  the  “Cross  iu  the  i 

churchyard,  which  had  been  for  many  ages  the  most  noted  and  solemn  place  in  | 
the  nation  for  the  gravest  divines  and  greatest  scholars  to  preach  at.”  Now  wo 
are  touching  on  Sunday  subjects,  it  may  be  as  well  to  refer  to  the  statute  of 
Charles  II.  against  labour  on  Sunday,  which  contains  an  exemption  in  favour  of 
cookshops,  and  which  has  since  been  extended  to  the  baking  of  meats,  puddings, 
and  pies  on  th.at  day,  it  being  held  (on  the  general  exception  contained  in  the  act 
in  favour  of  works  of  piety  and  necessity)  that  the  act  of  the  baker  did  not  fall 
within  the  statute,  Mr.  J.  AVilmot  observing  that  it  was  “  as  reasonable  that  the 
baker  should  bake  for  the  poor  as  that  the  cook  should  roast  or  broil  for  tlum 
(t.c.  the  magistrates).” 
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One  other  Sunday  subject,  and  wo  will  close  this  sacred  section.  We  cannot 
conclude  without  a  reference  to  the  innumerable  sermons  preached  at  this  period 
against  long  hair.  Archbishop  Tillotson,  who  was  the  first  English  prelate  repre¬ 
sented  in  a  wig,  says — “  1  can  well  remember  since  the  wearing  the  hair  below  the 
ears  was  looked  upon  as  a  sin  of  the  first  magnitude  ;  and  when  ministers  gene¬ 
rally,  whatever  their  text  was,  did  either  find  or  make  occasion  to  reprove  the  great 
bin  of  long  hair ;  and  if  they  saw  any  one  in  the  congregation  guilty  in  that  kind, 
they  would  point  him  out  particularly,  and  let  fly  at  him  with  great  zeal.” 
ki  far  as  the  women  were  concerned,  there  was  nothing  to  blame  in  this  innocent 
fashion  of  long  locks  let  free  from  unnatural  constraint ;  and  the  glossy  ringlets  of 
the  young  gentlewoman  of  IGdO,  confined  only  by  a  simple  rose,  jewel,  or  bandeau 
of  pearls,  wiis  one  of  the  most  elegant  headdresses  ever  invented  to  please  the  eye 
of  man ;  this,  as  is  well  known,  is  the  style  that  has  been  transmitted  to  us  in  the 
bewitching  portraits  of  the  beauties  of  the  court  of  Charles  II.  The  decorations 
of  the  men’s  heads  were  not  anything  half  so  simple,  for,  after  the  frizzing  up  the 
hair  from  the  forehead,  and  then  sufleriug  it  to  fall  in  the  wild  luxuriance  that 
called  forth  the  censures  of  the  clergy,  they  next  pioceeded  to  ornament  themselves 
with  borrowed  hair,  and  the  odious  invention  of  the  peruke,  or  j)eriwig,  made  in 
imitation  of  the  long,  waving  curls  of  the  “  Grand  Monarque,”  came  next  into 
fashion.  Charles  II.,  it  is  well  known,  adopted  this  fantastic  fashion  ;  and  very 
soon  not  a  gentleman’s  head  or  shoulders  were  complete  without  the  French  wig. 

The  farthingale  of  the  sixteenth  and  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century 
was,  as  our  readers,  no  doubt,  well  know,  the  originator  of  the  hooped  petticoat  of 
the  eighteenth  and  of  the  crinoline  of  the  nineteenth  century ;  but  in  many 
respects  the  men  offered  a  still  broader  mark  for  the  satirist,  the  Cavalier  being 
adorned  in  silk,  satin,  or  velvet  of  the  richest  colours,  with  loos©,  full  sleeves, 
slashed  in  front ;  the  collar,  too,  of  this  superb  doublet  was  of  the  costliest  point 
lace ;  his  sword-belt,  of  the  most  magnificent  kind,  was  crossed  over  ono  shoulder, 
whilst  a  rich  scarf,  encircling  the  waist,  was  tied  in  a  large  bow  at  the  side. 

Charles  II.  curtailed  the  doublet  of  its  fair  proportions,  made  it  excessively 
short,  and  opened  it  in  front  to  display  a  rich  shirt  bulging  out  without  any  waist¬ 
coat,  wearing  at  the  same  time  Holland  sleeves  of  extravagant  size  and  fantastic 
contrivance.  'I'he  sleeves  of  the  ladies’  dresses,  however,  and  the  drapery  and 
ornaments  of  the  bust,  continued  in  admirable  taste  throughout  the  greater  part  of 
the  century. 

At  this  period  of  the  history  of  our  country,  most  of  the  trade  of  London  was 
carried  on  by  itinerants,  then  a  more  respectable  and  thriving  class  than  at  present ; 
though,  as  now,  they  had  their  peculiar  cries ;  but,  singular  to  say,  their  vocifera-  ^ 
lions  were  more  than  rivalled  by  those  of  the  shopkeepers.  Among  the  street  trading 
classes  who  have  disappeared  are  the  medical  mountebanks,  men  who,  d'lring  three 
centuries  or  more,  travelled  about  with  their  wonderful  appliances  for  the  cure  of 
all  diseases.  At  market  and  fair,  or  any  other  crowded  place,  they  exhibited  pills 
and  powders,  endeavouring  to  sell  them  to  the  people  by  means  of  humorous  or 
bombastic  speeches. 

If  we  turn  from  the  people  to  the  town  in  which  they  dwell,  and  look  parti¬ 
cularly  to  London,  we  shall  find  some  parts  undergoing  greater  dterations  than 
ever,  rapidly  r.s  London  has  been  changing  under  the  Great  Fire,  and  the  days 
before  that.  This  is  particularly'  true  if  wc  direct  our  attention  to  St.  Giles’s,  or. 


With  regard  to  the  two  cities  of  London  and  Westminster,  it  is  well  known 
that  for  many  years  they  were  totally  distinct  and  separate  cities — the  one  inha* 
bitod  chiefly  by  the  Scots,  the  other  by  the  English.  It  is  believed  that  the 
union  of  the  tvvo  crowns  conduced  not  a  little  to  unite  these  several  cities ;  “  for," 
says  Howel,  an  old  writer  of  this  date,  “the  Scots  greatly  multiplying  here, 
nestled  themselves  about  the  court,  so  that  the  Strand,  from  the  mud  walls  and 
thatched  cottages,  acquired  that  perfection  of  building  it  now  possesses and 
thus  went  on  the  process  which  made  London,  according  to  the  quaint  fancy 
of  the  writer  just  named,  like  a  Jesuit's  hat,  the  brims  of  which  were  larger  than 
the  block ;  and  that  induced  the  Spanish  ambassador,  Condomar,  to  say  to  his 
royal  mistress,  after  his  return  from  London,  and  whilst  describing  the  place  to 
hOT,  “  hladani,  I  believe  there  will  be  no  city  left  shortly,  for  all  will  run  out  of 
the  gates  to  the  suburbs." 

How  different  that  London  must  have  appeared  frem  the  Ixjndon  of  the 
present  d.ay  maybe  readily  gathered  from  the  following  fact — viz  ,  the  excessive 


S.  Site  of  the  (iHlluws.«nd  afterwards  of  the  Pound.  4.  Way  to  UxbridKC,  now  Oxford-street.  6.  KIde 
Strate.  since  callc<l  liu^.lanc.  6.  Le  Lane,  now  Monmouth-strecL  7.  Site  of  the  Seven  Dials,  formerly 
called  Cock  and  l‘yo  Kielda  S.  Clm  Close,  since  called  Lung  Acre.  9.  Drury-lune. 
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narrowness  of  the  streets,  which  rendered  it  more  than  possible,  that  is,  remarkably 
easy,  for  people  to  hold  conversations,  and  to  shake  hands  across  the  streels, 
with  their  opposite  neighbours  ;  and  that  this  uncomfortable  state  of  things  con* 
tinned  much  later  than  the  days  of  the  Charleses  is  evident  from  Gay's  verses, 
in  which  he  well  describes  the  locality  : — 

“  Where  the  fair  colnmns  of  St.  Clement  stand ; 

Whose  straiten’d  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Strand — 

Where  the  low  penthouse  bows  the  walker’s  head, 

And  the  rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding  tread; 

Where  not  a  post  protects  the  narrow  space, 

And,  strung  in  twines,  combs  dangle  in  thy  face; 

Summon  at  once  thy  courage,  rouse  thy  cure, 

Stand  firm,  look  back,  be  resolute,  beware. 

Forth  issuing  from  steep  lanes,  the  collier’s  steeds 
Drag  the  black  load;  another  cart  succeeds; 

Tram  follows  tram,  crowds  heap’d  on  crowds  appear, 

And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grows  clear." 

We  have  spoken,  in  a  former  number,  about  the  pest-house  in  the  Helds  at 
Westminster,  of  which  the  following  ergraving  conveys  a  correct  notion.  Our 


Tua  I’ssT-IIucsK,  Totiiii.l  Fields. 


rc-aders  may  like  to  know  that  this  lazaretto  w'as  built  by  Ixird  Craven  for  the 
reception  of  the  victims  of  the  terrible  Plague  that  preceded  the  Great  Fire. 
Lonl  Craven  was  not,  however,  satisfied  with  building  this  pest-house  for  the  re¬ 
ception  of  the  unhappy  victims  of  that  awful  scourge,  but  he  sheltered  many  of  the 
richer  sufferers  by  that  terrible  disease,  who  had  residences  only  in  the  doomed 
city — he  himself  remaining,  “  with  the  same  coolness  w’ith  which  he  fought  the 
battles  of  his  beloved  mistress,  Elizabeth  of  Bohemia,”  to  the  very  last  in  the 
midst  of  the  pestilence,  to  preserve  order,  and  mitigate  the  horrors  of  the  disease. 
This  well-known  and  universally-admired  nobleman  rebuilt  Drury  House,  thenee- 
forth  called  Craven  House.  The  carl  died  in  1697 ;  but  this  famous  residence 
stood  till  very  lately,  when  it  was  taken  down  by  the  late  Mr.  Astley,  who 
purchased  the  site  for  the  construction  of  the  “  Olympic  Pavilion,”  in  which  he 
exhibited  his  equestrian  performances. 

With  Craven  House  is  associated  the  memory  of  Elizabeth,  Queen  of  Bohemia, 
daughter  of  James  I.,  mentioned  above,  and  who  is  supposed  to  have  been  privately 
married  to  this  very  Earl  of  Craven.  Whether  this  talc  is  a  true  tale  or  not  is  of 
little  consequence — the  noble  deeds  of  the  knight  admit  of  no  cavil ;  and  we  are 
happy  in  being  able  to  add,  that  this  good  man  survived  long  enough  to  witness  the 
extinction  of  the  Plague,  and  to  sec  the  rebuilding  of  Ixjndon  on  a  really  substantial 
foundation. 

But  perhaps  no  part  of  London  lias  so  completely  changed  since  the  seventeenth 
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century  as  that  quarter  of  London  now  allotted  to  the  lawyers — Lincoln’s  Inn.  T 
This  once  elegant  neighbourhood  was,  in  the  time  of  King  Charles  II.,  rendered 
notorious  by  a  boarding-house  which  stood  in  Whetstone-park — a  place  behind 
lIollx)rii-rovv — where  women  were  untaught  all  modesty  cr  chastity,  for  which 
ourpose  they  were  provided  with  a  two-handed  volume  of  impudence,  loosely 
bound  up  in  greasy  vellum,  which  was  tied  to  the  leg  of  a  wicker  chair,  and  so' 
was  always  ready  to  give  plain  instructions  and  directions  in  all  matters  relating 
to  immorality  or  irreligion.  At  last  the  wickedness  carried  on  at  this  notorious 
den  of  infamy  so  excited  the  people,  that,  early  one  Saturday  in  1G82,  some  five 
hundred  apprentices,  and  such  like,  met  in  Suiiihiield,  went  into  Lincoln’s-inn- 
fields,  where  they  drew  up,  and,  marching  into  Whetstone-park,  fell  upon  the  j 
lewd  house  there,  where,  having  bioken  open  the  doors,  they  entered,  and  made  I 
great  spoil  of  the  goods ;  of  which  the  constables  and  watchmen  having  notice,  j 
called  to  their  aid  (l.wing  weak,  and  not  strong  enough  in  themselves  to  quell  the  I 
t  .imult !)  a  jjarty  of  the  king's  guard,  who  dispersed  tliese  righteous  rioters  for  a  few  | 
lijurs,  when  the  mob  again  attacked  the  houoc,  making  w'orse  havoc  than  before, 
breaking  down  all  the  windows  and  doors,  and  cutting  the  feather  beds  i  i  pieces. 

Mr.  Malcolm  also  gives,  in  his  “  Customs  and  Manners  of  London,”  a  liighly 
interesting  account  of  the  lower  orders  of  desperadoes  in  Charles  the  Second’s  f 
time,  adding  another  proof,  if  other  proofs  are  needed,  to  prove  the  reality  of  the  i 
assertion  that  there  u  nothing  new  under  the  sun.  t 

These  various  deceivers  were  known  under  the  different  names  of  rnfflem,  ; 
anglers,  n  ild  rogues,  palliards,  or  olapptrdogeons,  fraten,  Abram-men,  whip- jacks,  j 
mumpers,  domerars,  and  patricos.  The  latter  were  strolling  priests,  every  hedge 
being  their  parish,  and  every  wandering  rogue  their  parishioner ;  every  imaginable 
sin  their  practice,  and  every  good  gift  their  aversion.  Palliards  were  women  who 
sat  about  the  public  streets  with  their  owm,  or,  failing  any  of  their  own,  with  borrowed  P 
or  stolen  children,  and,  in  the  name  of  these  unhappy  bairns,  winning  “/ur  the  f 
fatherless"  a  great  deal  of  money,  whilst  their  comroguts  lay  begging  in  the  fields  I 
with  dunes,  or  artificial  sms.  Tht-se  sores  were  made  by  sperewood  or  arsenic,  F 
which  will  readily  draw  blisters  ;  and  it  was  not  unusual  to  take  unslakcd  lime  and  I 
soap,  mingled  with  the  rust  of  old  iron.  These  being  teinijcred  well  together,  and  ' 
spread  thick  upon  two  pieces  of  leather,  they  applied  to  the  leg,  binding  it  there¬ 
unto  very  hard,  which,  in  a  very  little  time,  would  fret  the  skin,  so  that  the  flesh 
would  appear  all  raw  and  fit  for  exhibition. 

The  ruliler  was  a  wretch  who  assumed  the  characte  r  of  a  maimed  soldier,  and  j 
bogged  from  the  claims  of  Naseby,  Edgchill,  or  Marstou  Moor.  Those  who  were 
siationed  in  the  city  of  London  were  generally  found  in  Liecoln’s-inn-fields  or 
Covent  Garden,  and  their  prey  was  generally  people  of  fashion,  whoso  coaches  | 
were  attacked  boldly.  If  the  owners  denied  affording  these  beggars  the  relief 
demanded,  they  w  ere  instantly  told,  “  ’Tis  a  sad  thing  that  an  old  crippled  cavalier 
should  be  suffered  to  beg  for  a  maintcnauce,  and  a  young  cavalier,  that  Lad  never 
heard  the  whistle  of  a  bullet,  should  ride  in  his  coach.”  ^ 

It  is  not  now  kno'Mi  what  occupation  the  ALram-meu  followed,  but  they 
were  sometimes  called  Tom-of- Bedlams — a  not  at  all  inappropriate  name  for 
men  who  so  strangely  and  antiquely  gaibel  themselves ;  instead  of  a  feather  they 
wore  ribbons  and  long  tapes  from  the  tops  of  their  hats,  or  occasionally  a  f  .x’s  tail 
hanging  down,  and  a  loiig  stick  with  ribbons  streaming  besides.  'I  hey  were  in 
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the  habit  of  stealing  as  they  went  from  place  to  place ;  and  it  is  a  pbrase  with  the 
vulgar  to  say,  even  at  the  present  day,  of  certain  men,  that  they  “  sham  Abram.” 

From  the  beggars  we  may  legitimately  tnrn  to  Nell  Gwynn,  the  beautiful 
orange-girl — the  best,  as  well  as  the  only  really  illustrious,  of  all  the  king’s  mis¬ 
tresses,  for  to  her  prudence  and  her  forethought  the  nation  is  indebted  for  the 
suggestion,  if  not  actually  the  foundation,  of  Chelsea  Hospital.  The  site, 
which  had  been  occupied  by  a  college  that  had  never  prospered,  and  had,  indeed, 
diuing  the  civil  wars,  been  broken  up,  was  purchased  by  Charles,  who  himself 
laid  the  first  stone  of  the  new  building  (which  had  been  designed  by  Wren), 
in  the  presence  of  the  chief  nobility  and  gentry  of  the  kingdom.  This  building 
was  completed  in  1690,  at  a  cost  of  150,000?. 

Without  attempting  to  cuter  into  any  description  of  this  establishment,  we 
may  add,  in  passiiig,  that  it  boards,  lodges,  clothes,  and  pays  more  than  600 
military  invalids  or  pensioners,  providing  also  pay  for  85,000  out-pensioners,  dis¬ 
tributed  throughout  the  country,  each  in  his  respective  homo.  It  was  such  acts  as 
these  that  assisted  so  largely  in  establishing  the  popularity  of  Ciuules  II.,  of  whom 
one  of  the  wits  of  his  court  said,  only  too  truly — 

“  Here  lies  our  sovereign  lord  the  king, 

Whose  Word  no  man  relies  on; 

Who  never  said  a  too  hh  tbii  g, 

And  never  did  a  wise  one  1” 

The  exception  before  alluded  to  proving,  we  presume,  the  rule. 

Charless  entire  freedom  from  suspiciou  and  pride,  and  his  never  showing 
any  fear  of  his  people,  was  another  trait  that  excited  universal  admiration. 
Ue  was  fond  of  the  park  at  St.  James's,  and  that  part  of  it  called  the  Bird¬ 
cage-walk  he  caused  to  be  planted  with  trees,  ou  which  birds  in  cages  were  hung. 
Ue  would  sit  for  hours  on  the  benches  iu  the  walk,  aiuusing  himself  with  some 
tame  ducks  and  his  dogs,  amidst  a  crowd  of  people,  with  whom  he  would  talk  and 
joke.  It  is  fancied  by  some  persons  that  no  dogs  are  now  left  of  the  breed 
popularly  called  King  Charles’s  bre^d,  except  a  few  very  beautiful  bkick  and  tan 
spaniels  belonging  to  the  late  Duke  of  Norfolk,  and  which  used  to  run  riot  over 
Arundel  Castle  inuch  iu  the  wane  way  that  their  canine  forefathers  were  formerly 
racketed  about  the  pmlace  at  Whitehall.  Charles  was  foolishly  fond  of  these  dogs ; 
he  had  always  ever  so  many  in  his  bedroom  and  his  other  ap^artmeuts  ;  as  also  so 
great  a  number  of  these  pets  lounging  about  the  place,  that  Evelyn  declared  the 
whole  court  was  made  offensive  and  disagreeable  by  them  —  an  aggravating 
accusation  to  make  in  the  face  of  two  such  little  fatties  as  those  we  have  chosen, 
not  inappropriately  we  hopie,  for  a  tail-piece  to  this  chapter. 
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WAYFE  SUMMERS. 

CHAT  TER  XIV, 

A  m;\v  pack. 

The  great  event  in  which  I  waa  expected  to  take  part  was  sufficiently  interest¬ 
ing  to  keep  me  awake  long  after  1  had  gone  to  bed,  and  very  soon  after  daybreak 
I  liad  taken  a  book  into  Mrs.  White’s  sitting-room,  and  stayed  there  reading  until 
Susan  found  me,  and  insisted  on  helping  me  to  dress  on  that  the  last  morning  of 
her  stay.  As  I  thought  I  could  assist  her  in  turn,  I  consented  readily  enough,  and 
I  8upix)se  our  mutual  efforts  were  satisfactory,  for,  on  our  meeting  cook  upon  the 
stairs,  as  we  went  down  to  breakfast,  that  worthy  soul  fairly  cried  with  a  faint 
rapture  of  admiration. 

Very  plain,  yet  very  pretty,  was  Sasan’s  bridal  attire ;  for  it  had  been  chosen 
by  a  committee  of  t:vste,  consisting  of  Mrs.  White  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Goodward.  I 
My  own  adornments  were  simple  enough,  for  I  had  been  well  supplied  by  my 
guardian  with  a  wardrobe  which  was  ample,  but  not  conspicuous  for  richness. 
l^Iy  own  choice,  too,  was  generally  in  favour  of  dark,  unpretending  dresses  for 
ordinary  occasions,  and  for  uncommon  festivity  such  light,  fine  muslins  as  made  ' 
the  contrast  in  attire  a  marked  one.  The  addition  of  a  bracelet  and  a  brocch  of  I 
plain  gold  and  turquoise  was  sufficient  in  the  way  of  decoration.  i 

We  had  scarcely  finished  the  breakfast  of  which  Mrs.  Wliite  insisted  on  our 
partaking  when  Mrs.  Murtey  arrived  in  the  coach,  for  the  wedding  was  to  be 
held  at  some  distance,  and  John  Polwick  was  the  very  mirror  of  punctuality.  [ 
lly  the  time  she  had  done  her  part  towards  fixing  S'Jsan’s  bonnet  and  scarf  we  ' 
were  nearly  late ;  and  when  Mrs.  White  had  ■waved  her  last  good-bye  from  the  : 
door,  the  coachman  spun  us  down  the  street  with  a  rattle  and  clatter  of  hoofs  which 
completely  startled  the  neighbourhood,  and  even  brought  up  a  charwoman  from 
the  depths  of  a  house  which  1  had  learned  to  regard  as  emi^ty,  if  not  haunted. 

This  puce  continuing,  we  were  first  at  church,  although  we  called  on  our  way 
for  Mr.  I’olwick’s  sister,  who  was  a  dressmaker  living  in  the  main  road,  and  so 
elegantly  attired  that  I  was  surprised  at  her  condescension  in  taking  the  back  seat 
of  the  carriage. 

Still  more  was  I  surprised  when,  the  various  articles  of  her  dress  having  been 
freely  admired  by  Mrs.  Murtey,  she  gave  us  the  full  benefit  of  an  appraisement  of 
them  all,  and  evidently  made  so  light  of  them,  that,  had  it  not  been  that  I  detected, 
even  in  this,  a  peculiar  sort  of  vanity,  I  should  have  wondered  for  what  reason 
she  had  exhibited  an  appearance  so  distinguished. 

The  little  church  looked  so  tranquil  under  the  morning  sunlight,  which 
flickered  through  the  leaves  of  the  tree  outside  the  vestry  window,  and  made  that  t 
dull  room  quite  cheerful,  that  I  w'as  glad  we  were  in  such  good  time.  Mr.  Polwick  f 
appeared,  however,  at  the  right  moment,  accomi)anied  by  a  florid  young  gentle-  I 
man  in  a  sky-blue  stock  and  yellow  hair,  and  followed  by  the  young  gentleman’s  | 
sisters,  two  fine  girls  gorgeously  arrayed  in  blue  and  white,  and  with  such  a  rare  s 
show  of  jewellery  that  1  fancied  they  must  make  a  clanking  noise  as  they  walked  ■ 
up  the  aisle.  On  being  introduced  to  them,  however,  they  seemed  a  little  shy  of  me,  F 
1  feared  in  consequence  of  some  riqjort  of  Mr.  Polwick’s  ;  and  their  brother  became 
so  intensely  fIori<l  and  restless  as  I  held  out  my  hand  that  I  was  rather  alarmed. 
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'We  were  .soon  iiiarsh;illed  for  the  ceremony,  however,  for  the  clergyman  coming 
in  at  the  moment,  and,  as  I  suppose,  requiring  a  little  sjiace  in  the  crowded  vestry 
for  the  purpose  cf  putting  on  his  gown,  the  pew-opener  formed  us  into  a  party  by 
an  airangemeut  which  allotted  me  to  Mr.  I’ol wick’s  henchman,  who  instantly 
stumbled  over  a  luissock,  i)orversely  in  the  way,  and  was  covered  with  confusion  ; 
especially  as  John,  w  ho  was  preceding  us  with  one  of  the  sisters,  desired  him  to 
“  hold  up  there,”  after  the  manner  of  drivers  to  their  horses  on  a  frosty  day. 

Looking  upon  the  ceremony  as  a  solemn  one,  I  prepared^  when  we  had  assem¬ 
bled  at  the  altar,  to  listen  attentively  and  with  due  reverence  to  the  service ;  but  I 
found  that  it  was  impossible  to  dissociate  the  whole  occasion  from  the  scries  of 
awkward  little  mistakes  which  I  have  since  learned  are  the  regular  accompaniments 
of  a  wedding. 

First,  the  unfortunate  gentleman  who  had  already  displayed  such  trepidation 
could  never  be  brought  to  kneel  at  the  right  places  in  the  service  until  seized  from 
liehiud  by  the  pew-opener,  and,  when  once  this  was  effected,  and  his  head  well 
down,  it  was  equally  diilicult  to  get  him  up  again  until  after  everybody  else,  when 
lie  would  look  wildly  round  him  and  smile  feebly.  Then  the  clerk  iiersisted  in  pre- 
seiitiug  to  Mr.  Polwick  the  hand  of  one  of  the  young  ladies  in  blue,  and  would 
have  succeeded  in  marrying  him  to  her  had  it  not  been  that  John  was  callable  of 
great  presence  of  mind,  and  dodged  away  until  he  could  get  hold  of  Susan  and 
bring  her  forward.  F'inally,  the  whole  service  was  suspended  for  a  minute  or  two 
by  the  sudden  ajipearance  of  a  spectator  with  a  wooden  leg,  who  came  quite  uj)  the 
centre  aisle,  in  spite  of  the  pew-epener,  and  made  such  a  noise  on  the  stones  that 
the  responses  became  inaudible. 

It  was  all  over  at  last,  however ;  Mr.  Simms  was  finally  shaken  up  from  off  the 
flounce  of  my  dress ;  Mr.  Polwick  took  Susan’s  hand  under  his  arm ;  and  we  all 
followed  into  the  vestry,  there  to  sign  the  books,  and,  in  the  case  cf  the  Misses 
Simms  and  Mrs.  Murtcy,  to  administer  consolation  to  the  bride,  who  didn’t  look 
M  very  unhappy,  after  all. 

Mr.  Polwick  might  well  have  been  excused  some  natural  pride  on  account  of 
the  wedding  breakfast.  There  were  all  sorts  of  real  country  delicacies  and  honest 
hospitable  profusion.  The  arrangements  had  been  completed  under  the  suiier- 
iutendeuce  of  Mr.  Polwick’s  aunt,  an  apple-cheeked,  soft-eyed  old  lady,  who  was 
continu.ally  suggesting  some  refreshment  to  everybody. 

She  took  instant  possession  of  me,  and,  before  1  could  get  my  bonnet  off,  had 
brought  a  tray  containing  some  wonderful  cherry-brandy  and  a  plateful  of  maca¬ 
roons,  two  of  which  I  furtively  slipiied  into  my  pocket  in  the  utter  impossibility 
of  refusing,  or,  on  the  other  hand,  of  eating  them.  The  breakfast  was  a  pleasant 
one,  for  Mr.  Polwick  was  a  capital  host,  and  Susan  had  me  to  sit  near  her,  placing 
Mr.  Simms  on  my  left  hand.  The  conduct  of  this  gentleman  was  so  embarrassing 
that  I  should  have  been  quite  uncomfortable  if  I  had  been  sitting  near  a  stranger. 
I  suppose  he  thought  it  necessiiry  to  erase  the  remembrance  of  his  previous 
awkwardness  by  assiduous  politeness ;  and  as  I  believe  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Polwick  had 
made  me  a  more  honoured  guest  than  their  own  acquaintances,  he  regarded  me 
continually  in  a  watchful  silence,  with  the  intention  of  anticipating  my  every 
wish.  This  grew  so  overpowering  at  last,  that  I  was  afraid  to  move,  or  even  to 
look  across  the  table,  for  on  whatever  dish  he  imagined  my  eyes  to  rest  he  would 
be  out  of  his  chair  in  a  moment,  bearing  it  towarils  me — a  line  of  conduct  w  Inch  had 
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the  effect  of  accumulating  all  the  eatables  at  one  end  of  the  table,  until  they  could  [ 
be  replaced  by  the  servant  hired  to  wait  on  the  occasion.  Becoming  conscious  at  ( 
last  of  a  titter  from  his  sisters,  and  a  queer  grin  on  the  features  of  John  Polwick  I 
hinoself,  he  turned  with  confusion  to  his  own  refreshment,  and,  I  am  bound  to  say,  r 
with  no  apparent  loss  of  appetite.  I 

Susan’s  new  home  was  a  pretty,  lightsome  little  house,  with  gay  paper  on  the  ^ 
walls,  a  sweetly-smelling  garden  and  small  orchard  at  the  back,  and  a  neat  shop  in  I 
front,  pervaded  by  a  fresh  flavour  of  beans,  peas,  and  new  hay.  Breakfast  over,  I 
it  was  announced  that  John  and  his  wife  were  going  for  a  drive,  and  that  Mrs.  f 
Alurtey  would  bear  them  company  with  me  in  another  coach — an  announcement  | 
which  pleased  me  the  more  as  1  had  no  desire  to  be  left,  after  the  departure  of  my  I 
friends,  to  the  long  sitting  whic'a  would  only  lead  to  a  still  longer  talk  of  matters  I 
which  possessed  but  little  interest.  Besides,  the  day  was  bright  and  balmy,  and  the  | 
carriages  already  at  the  door ;  so,  with  a  great  deal  of  leave-taking,  in  which  Mr.  ‘ 
Simms  once  offered  to  kiss  the  bride,  but  thought  better  of  it  and  sat  down,  f 
we  drove  away  through  the  country  lanes.  Arrived  at  the  road  which  led  back  to  i 
Loudon,  I  saw  Mr.  Polwick  stop  his  driver  to  wait  till  we  came  up,  upon  which  | 

I  conjectured  we  were  about  to  separate,  and,  when  we  had  overtaken  them,  E 
jumped  out  to  say  my  last  farewells.  [ 

“  Good-bye,  dear,  dear  Miss  Wayfey,”  said  Susan,  holding  me  in  her  arms,  and  * 
crushing  her  white  bonnet  out  of  all  shape;  “and  if  ever  you  want  to  go  for  a  " 
little  while  in  the  country,  or  if  ever  you  should  want  to  stay  somewhere  for  a  ^ 
time,  or  1  can  do  anything  for  you,  do  you  come  here  to  us.  John  kuovvs  what  t 
I’m  saying,  a:;d  he  means  it  all  the  same.”  | 

“  That’s  gosjxd  truth,  that  is,”  responded  John,  warmly ;  “  for  w'eal  or  for  woe,  I 
for  richer  or  poorer,  for  better  or  worse,”  he  continued,  the  marriage  service  f 
running  in  his  head.  “  You  come,  an’  you  shall  be  as  welcome  as  the  flowers  in  I 
spring.”  j 

1  could  only  thank  them  by  tears,  and,  hurrying  back  to  the  coach,  where  Mrs.  J 
Murtey  was  already  '.vaiting,  rode  back  to  town,  not  without  a  feeling  of  loss  and  I 
separation.  ; 

My  companion  exerted  her  powers  of  conversation  on  the  road  to  the  extent  of 
informing  me  that  both  she  and  Susan  had  been  left  orphans,  that  she  had  endea¬ 
voured  always  to  perform  the  part  of  a  sister,  and  that,  let  what  would  happen,  she 
found  comfort  iu  the  fact ;  the  latter  disclosure  appearing  to  indicate  that  she 
regarded  the  event  of  the  day  as  an  assertion  of  independence  to  which  she  had 
not  become  quite  reconciled ;  indeed,  she  concluded  this  portion  of  her  subject  by 
remarking,  not  without  a  certain  gloom,  that  young  people  never  did  know  when 
they  were  well  off,  aud  that  the  sagacity  implied  by  such  knowledge  was,  all  ^ 
things  considered,  not  to  be  expected.  'I'his,  by  an  easy  and  natural  transition,  f 
led  to  certain  confidences,  almost  in  the  nature  of  a  soliloquy,  respecting  the 
exactions  and  eccentricities  of  Mr.  Murtey,  w'bo  was  not  easily  satisfied,  although 
she  (Mrs.  ilurtey)  had  “  toiled  and  moile<l  from  morning  to  night”  to  keep  | 
together  a  thriving  business  in  the  sheep’s-head,  cow-heel,  and  trotter  line ;  that 
he  too  frequently  quitted  the  domestic  hearth  and  the  society  of  his  wife  and  . 
children  for  the  attractions  of  a  club  called  the  “United  Harmonists;”  that,  I 
though  not  what  would  be  called  a  drinking  man,  he  wa.s  surely  not  in  good  I 
company  if  it  kept  him  away  from  his  natural  duties ;  and  llua’.Iy,  that,  after  all,  I 
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there  were  many  worse  fathers  of  families — goodness  forbid  she  should  say  there 
wasn’t — but  still  what  changes  did  women  ever  have  but  nussiu’  and  slavin’ 
continually  ?  At  this  point  hor  good-humour — soured,  perhaps,  for  the  moment  by 
the  recollections  of  her  own  wedding-day  and  tlie  realities  which  had  come  after 
it  so  suddenly — was  restored. 

“An’  here  am  I  a-goin’  on,  miss,  to  you,  as  you  must  thiuk  I’m  I  don’t  know 
what ;  an’  you  a  young  lady  with  the  world  all  afore  you,  as  the  sayin’  is,  where 
to  choose.  An’  if  here  aint  your  owu  street,  too!  Alight  I  take  the  liberty  of 
one  kiss,  dear,  to  say  good  night  ?  I’m  a  mother  myself,  and  my  eldest  girl’s 
nearly  thirteen  years  old,  if  you’ll  believe  me.” 

I  returned  the  good  crojiture's  salute — not  without  a  certain  feeling  of  envy 
directed  towards  the  eldest  Miss  Murtcy — and  tho  coach  having  stopped  before  Air. 
Willmott’s  door,  prepared  to  alight. 

The  evening  was  still  light  i’.3  I  ran  up  the  steps,  so  that  I  saw  a  stranger 
standing  at  the  open  door  to  receive  me.  It  was  the  new  servant,  and  I  involun¬ 
tarily  glanced  at  her  face,  and  as  involuntarily  passed  her  without  repeating  my 
scrutiny. 

“  Oh,  you’re  the  young  lady  that  was  expected  home,  miss,  I  suppose  ?”  she 
said,  looking  at  me  with  a  disagreeable  smile  which  extended  tlio  corners  of  her 
mouth  with  a  sort  of  grim  derision.  “  You’ve  enjoyed  yourself,  I  hope?” 

I  looked  at  her  again  now ;  for,  notwithstanding  my  strange  experiences — 
perhaps  in  consequcoce  of  them — it  was  no  part  of  my  nature  to  shrink  from  any 
face  or  eye.  By  wliat  occult  reasoning  is  it — or  is  it  from  some  subtle  instinct — 
that  we  reach  an  almost  momentary  estimate  of  character  from  a  face  ?  I  have 
endeavoured  in  vain  to  analyse  the  process,  or  even  to  distinguish  what  particular 
feature  is  answerable  for  the  result.  It  is  a  question  to  be  solved,  I  thiuk,  neither 
by  Lavater  nor  Spitrzheim,  since  both  systems  are  discredited  by  constant  expe¬ 
rience,  although  each  may  be  partially,  though  only  partially,  true.  Something 
wanting  in  the  general  harmony  whic’a  belongs  to  goodness,  much  iu  the  pervading 
expression  which  may  influence  features,  however  regularly  beautiful  in  themselves, 
without  permanently  .altering  their  shape.  AVhatever  may  bo  the  influence,  its 
warnings  are  often  sure,  even  though  they  may  be,  at  first,  dismissed  as  unjust 
suspicious. 

The  woman  who  stood  before  me  now  had  nothing  peculiar  in  her  features,  save 
that  grim  smile,  and  au  eye  which,  returning  my  glance  with  a  look  of  defiance 
that  seemed  to  challenge  iny  ill  opinion  and  to  return  it,  looked  at  me,  as  I 
turned  to  go  up-stairs,  from  uuder  a  half-close<l  lid.  For  the  rest,  she  was  appa¬ 
rently  about  thirty  years  old,  with  a  pale  but  not  luihealthy-looking  f  ice,  and  a 
profusion  of  rather  coarse  black  hair  carelessly  iiushed  back  into  her  cap.  Her 
whole  appearance  struck  me  at  ouce  as  being  so  ill-suited  to  her  situation,  that  I 
said,  in  answer  to  her  greeting — 

“  You  have  been  engaged  by  Airs.  White  to  supply  Susan’s  place,  I  believe?” 

“  Yes,  miss ;  I’m  the  new  servant,  at  present.  You  seem  to  have  been  all  very 
fond  of  Susan,  I  must  say ;  you’ve  been  to  her  wedding,  I  hear?” 

There  was  something  so  offensive  in  her  words,  or  more,  perhaps,  in  the  defiant 
tone  ill  which  they  were  uttered,  that  I  gave  no  reply,  except  to  inquire  if  Airs. 
White  was  up-staire ;  aud,  hearing  that  she  was,  ran  up  imuie<liately,  and  found 
her  sitting  thoughtfully  at  the  window  iu  her  rocm. 
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“  I'm  very  glad  you're  at  home,  dear,”  she  said  as  I  went  in.  “  And  how  did  P 
the  interesting  ceremony  go  off?  1  hope  you  had  as  good  a  breakfast  as  Mr.  | 
Polwick  promised.”  I 

I  gave  her  such  particulars  of  the  whole  proceedings  as  I  could  remember,  not  f 
even  omitting  the  performances  of  poor  Mr.  Simms ;  but  she  still  looked  so  I 
thoughtful,  that  I  ventured  at  last  to  ask  her  if  anything  had  happened  to  f 
disturb  her. 

She  had  just  had  a  letter  from  her  son,  who  was  shortly  coming  to  London  as  a 
candidate  for  a  medical  appointment  in  some  public  company,  she  said ;  further 
than  this  there  was  nothing  to  disturb  her,  except  that  she  had  had  some  dilficulty 
iu  obtaining  a  servant  to  fill  Susan’s  place. 

“That  was  the  new  servant  who  let  me  in,  of  course?”  I  said.  AVithout 
knowing  why,  I  spoke  in  a  low  tone.  | 

“  Yes,”  replied  Mrs.  White ;  and,  turning  round  to  look  into  my  face,  she 
Jiiust  have  seen  some  lingering  aversion  expressed  there.  “  Do  you  think  she  will 
suit  us  ?” 

“  I  don’t  like  her,”  I  answered ;  “  but  I  can’t  tell  why.  She  is  a  respectable  1 
woman,  of  course  ?” 

“  Well,  I  had  a  written  character  with  her,  and  a  recommendation  from  a 
West-End  shopkeeper ;  but,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Wayfe,  I  can’t  overcome  some  i 
sort  of  prejudice  I  formed  against  the  girl  lierself.  Still,  it  would  be  very  wrong  i 
to  give  way  to  groundless  impressions  to  the  injury  of  another.”  I 

“  I  don’t  know,  dear  Mrs.  White ;  I  only  saw  her  for  a  minute,  but  I  began  to 
dislike  her  directly.  It’s  very  unfortunate.  Do  you  really  think  it  is  wrong  to  I 
act  upon  these  impressions  ?  because  I  can’t  help  it.”  i 

“  I  think  it  would  scarcely  be  sufficient  reason  for  refusing  her  a  trial,  Wayfe.  I 
She  may  be  able  to  overcome  our  hasty  opinions  by  her  conduct."  | 

“  Perhaps  so,  ma’am  ;  but  I’d  rather  not  have  her  wait  much  'upon  me,  if  you  I 
please.  She  needn’t  quite  do  as  Susan  used,  I  think — need  she  ?”  | 

Mrs.  White  laughed  and  shook  her  head,  and  1  jumped  up  to  go  and  take  off  1 
my  dress.  | 

“  1  can’t  help  it,  indeed,”  I  said,  as  I  ran  to  the  door;  “  I’ve  always  had  these  ■ 
strange  first  impressions  about  people  whom  I  ever  liked  or  disliked.”  I 

As  I  opened  the  door  I  heard  a  faint  rustling  on  the  landing,  and  a  shadow  P 
glided  down  the  staircase  wall.  | 

1  don’t  think  even  the  worst  ghost  of  my  childish  days  ever  affected  me  as  i 
much  as  this  indication  of  a  repulsive  living  presence.  I  felt  my  heart  stop — the  [ 
blood  rushed  from  my  face — and  I  thought  I  should  have  choked.  I  reflected,  I 
however,  that  she  might  have  come  from  one  of  the  other  rooms — that  I  had  no  E 
right  to  assume  that  she  was  listening — which  I  had,  at  first,  accepted  as  the  | 
only  explanation  of  her  sudden  disappearance — and  determined  to  keep  my  own  i 
counsel.  t 

I  could  not  repress  a  sickening  feeling  of  dread,  however,  as  I  shut  myself  into  | 
my  own  room,  and  began  to  take  off  my  shawl  and  bonnet.  Some  faint  shadow  - 
of  old  sensations  came  over  me  as  I  went  stealthily  to  the  door  and  re-opened  it,  to 
make  sure  that  she  was  not  outside.  | 

The  strangest  p.art  of  my  sensations  was  the  almost  certainty  that,  in  the  event 
of  my  discoveribg  her  there,  she  would  be  cither  crouching  dow'n  or  standing  bolt  \ 
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upright  behind  it— the  certainty,  also,  that  I  should  be  impelled,  through  very 
terror,  to  seize  upon  her,  and  at  once  commence  an  attack  with  all  iny  force.  I 
was  in  no  particular  dread  of  the  woman  herself,  except  in  her  character  as  a 
listener,  which  had  in  it  something  so  stealthy  that  I  felt  as  though  she  carried  a 
concealed  weapon,  and  sought  to  take  me  at  a  disadvantage. 

I  saw  no  more  of  her,  however,  until  she  brought  tea  into  Mrs.  White’s  room, 
and  then  her  manner  was  sufficiently  respectful ;  although,  once  looking  up  while 
Mrs.  White  was  busy  at  the  caddy,  I  noticed  that  she  greeted  me  with  the  same 
defiant  smile  which  had  so  disagreeably  impressed  me  at  first. 

This  sort  of  recognition  was  exercised  whenever  1  happened  to  meet  her  alone 
in  any  part  of  the  house  ;  and  it  was  so  frecxuently  accompanied  by  an  assumed 
familiarity,  that  I  was  compelled,  at  last,  to  ask  her  why  she  thought  it  necessary 
to  speak  to  me  so  differently  when  iu  Mrs.  AVhite’s  presence,  or  in  that  of  ray 
guardian — at  the  same  time  disclaiming  any  wish  to  offend  her  feelings  by  my 
question. 

I  had  become  accustomed  to  her  now ;  and  even  though  I  had  two  or  three 
times  run  against  her  in  the  passage,  on  the  sudden  opening  of  the  door,  her  pro¬ 
pensity  had  faded,  in  my  mind,  from  the  regions  of  dread  to  the  common-place  of 
dislike.  There  came  an  occasion,  however,  when  her  manner  changed  to  down¬ 
right  hostility. 

Mr.  Willmott  had  been  a  great  deal  from  home,  and  we  had,  consequently, 
seen  little  company ;  my  studies  continued,  however,  with  their  usual  regularity ; 
and  I  was  wondering  whether  any  change  Avould  come  to  me  now  that  their  course 
was  so  nearly  completed — wondering,  too,  as  I  looked  back  at  my  former  self,  and 
saw  how  great  an  alteration  my  long  refreshing  rest  had  wrought.  One  evening 
Mr.  Goodward  had  come  in  to  tea  with  us,  and  1  had  been  reading  to  him  my  last 
letter  from  my  mother,  who  wrote  to  me  regularly,  and  with  such  cheerful  confi¬ 
dence  as  I  felt  could  only  be  the  result  of  useful  and  salutary  occupation.  The 
school  had  improved  under  her  guidance— she  had  received  an  increase  of  salary — 
and  an  influence  had  been  established  amongst  the  children  almost  maternal. 

She  carried  to  them  some  of  that  love  which  was  still  all  mine,  she  said,  and  it 
was  sorely  needed  by  some  of  them,  who  had,  perhaps,  been  suddenly  bereft  of  all 
the  love  and  kindness  of  their  childish  world. 

In  this  letter  she  mentioned  my  father,  for  the  only  time  either  in  speaking  or 
writing  to  me  ;  it  was  but  a  line,  and  contained  a  warning.  “  Should  he  ever  see 
you,  and  speak  to  you  in  the  street,”  she  wrote,  “  get  away  from  him ;  if  you  meet 
a  stranger  whom  you  think  resembles  him  (for  you  told  me  you  had  seen  him 
twice),  go  any  other  road  than  his,  for  I  know  he  would  not  scruple  to  injure  you 
if  he  thought  he  could,  by  so  doing,  either  annoy  or  injure  Mr.  Willmott,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  gain  anything  for  himself.” 

After  finishing  this  letter,  at  which,  and  esjiecially  at  this  part  of  it,  both  Mrs. 
White  and  Mr.  Goodward  became  thoughtful,  I  got  up  to  go  into  my  own  room. 
It  was  nearly  dark,  and,  as  1  passed  out,  the  light  from  the  lamp  upon  the  table 
shone  through  the  door — shone  full  upon  the  crouching  figure  I  had  so  long  expected 
to  see,  w'hich  now  gathered  itself  up  and  confronted  me.  I  had  shut  the  door 
again  without  a  word,  and  stood  before  her  undismayed,  for  the  i)rcsence  of 
Mr.  Goodward  seemed  for  me  a  protectiou  against  evil  both  spiritual  and 
temporal. 


211 


WAYFE  SUMMERS. 


“  WLy  do  you  continually  listen  at  that  door  ?”  1  said.  “  Are  you  not  ashamed 
to  play  the  part  of  a  spy  ?  or  do  you  think  you  are  always  the  subject  of  con- 
vcrsation  ?”  ‘ 

Her  bold  face  darkened,  and  the  eye,  which  quivered  for  a  moment,  looked  at 
me  with  hard  defiance  and  hatred. 

“  Xo,  Miss  Willmolt — no.  I  have  been  listening  to  a  much  better  subject,”  she 
replietl,  hissing  the  words  in  a  whisper — “  to  your  m  t‘s  letter.  AVhat  is  it  she  say* 
about  your  father  ?”  she  added,  attempting  to  lay  hold  of  my  arm. 

I  had  stepped  back  into  the  shadow  of  tlie  passage,  and  eluded  her  hand. 

“  Dare  to  touch  me,”  I  said,  suddenly  roused  to  unusual  passion,  “  and  I’ll  call 
out;  not  because  I  am  afraid,  but  because  I  do  not  choose  to  struggle  with 
you.” 

The  woman  seemed  surprised.  I  believe  she  had  fancied  that  my  disposition 
was  one  of  those  pliable  ones  which  would  yield  to  the  force  of  her  coarse  manner, 
and  to  her  knowledge  of  my  relationship  to  my  guardian,  and  all  that  it  implied. 
She  was  mistaken. 

“  Now,”  I  said,  “  whatever  you  may  have  learnt  by  listening,  keeji  it  for  what 
it  is  worth  ;  but  go  down-stairs  instantly,  or  I’ll  speak  loud  enough  to  bring  every, 
body  in  the  house  up  here.” 

“  Don’t  say  anything  about  this,  then,”  she  said,  hoarsely.  “  Swear  you  wont 
say  anything.  I  know  more  than  you  think  for,  perhaps.” 

“  I  make  no  promise,  and  care  nothing  about  you.  do !” 

And  she  went  down,  shaking  her  hand  at  me  over  the  stair-rail. 

Mrs.  White  called  me  to  her  the  next  morning  into  the  library. 

“My  dear  Wayfe,  what  has  happened  between  you  and  Anne?”  she  said. 
“  Cook  came  up  to  me  this  morning  to  say  that  she  couldn’t  stay  in  the  house,  for 
Anne  had  come  down  last  night,  looking  so  white  and  evil  that  she  asked  her 
what  was  the  matter,  and  she  broke  out  into  a  torrent  of  bad  language — cook  says 
cursing  and  swearing — against  you,  and  threatening  all  sorts  of  disclosures  about 
something  she  is  suppose<l  to  know.” 

Then  I  told  Mrs.  White  of  the  occurrence  of  the  evening,  little  thinking  how 
soon  1  should  again  encounter  my  late  antagonist. 

lily  French  lefsons  were  nearly  concluded,  and  much  of  my  time  was  occupied 
in  reading  such  books  as  Mrs.  Wiuthrop  had  advised  me  to  master  for  the  purpose 
of  consolidating  my  knowledge ;  indeed,  although  my  time  W'as  fully  occupied,  I 
felt  vaguely  that  1  was  approaching  some  change  fur  which  iny  avocations  were 
but  the  preparation — felt  it,  too,  not  without  a  sense  of  uneasiness  lest  the  life  I 
had  led  so  long  should  altogether  be  broken  up,  and  some  sort  of  bondage — not 
harsh,  but  cold  and  unsympathising — be  my  lot. 

Mr.  Willmott  began  to  receive  company  again,  and  I  was  conscious  that  he 
frequently  sought  opprjrtunities  of  drawing  me  into  conversation — an  ordeal  to 
which  1  was  particularly  averse ;  but  it  was  evident  that  he  took  some  strange 
sort  of  pride  in  my  acquirements,  poor  as  they  were,  as  being,  in  a  manner,  con¬ 
nected  with  himself,  and  reflecting  credit  upon  his  judgment. 

The  society  at  my  guardian’s  table  was  never  particularly  lively,  however,  and 
conversation,  on  any  other  than  ordinary  topics,  languished  after  a  few  attempts. 

I  was  surprised,  early  one  morning,  by  being  summoned  to  the  library,  where 
Mr.  Willmott  stood  at  the  window,  with  an  open  letter  in  bis  band. 
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imod  “  Come  iu,  puss,"  lio  saiJ,  as  I  stood  at  the  door ;  “  vre  shall  have  company  to 

con-  I  dinner ;  and  who  do  you  think  it  is  ?” 

I  mentioned  two  or  three  names  of  our  less  frequent  guests,  but  he  only  shook 
sd  at  ;  his  head. 

“  You  know  that  I  have  a  daughter,  I  suppose,  Wayfe  ?” 

"she  “A  daughter,  sir!"  I  repeated.  “Pardon  me,  I  don’t  understand  you, 

sajt  although,  of  course,  you  are  jesting  about  something.” 

“Kot  at  all,  child.  Has  Mrs.  White  never  mentioned  jMts.  Donhead  to 
you?” 

I  call  “I  have  heard  the  name,  certainly ;  but  she  isn’t  your  daughter ;  she’s  the 

with  tdfe  of  a  clergyman  somewhere  in  Cornwall,  I  think ;  and  ilr.  Donhead  was  hero 
a  few  days  ago." 

ition  “  Indeed  but  she  is  my  daughter,  and  her  husband’s  waiting  for  her  at  an 

mer,  hotel  in  the  city.  When  she  arrives  they’ll  both  take  up  their  quarters  here  for 

died.  a  week.  AVhat’s  the  matter,  child?" 

I  couldn’t  have  told  him,  but  a  chill  shadow  seemed  to  fall  upon  me  as  I  stood, 
arhat  I  had  believed  that,  notwithstanding  the  distance  he  maintained  with  regard  to  my 

ery.  relationship,  I  w’as  yet  the  creature  who  was  nearest  to  his  heart,  if  only  by  the 

unalterable  tie  of  kindred,  when  here  was  a  superior  claim  of  which  I  had  never 
root  heard.  Struggle  against  it  as  I  would,  my  eyes  brimmed  over,  and  my  lips 
L  trembled. 

lie  looked  at  me  rather  sternly  at  first,  then  smiled  satirically,  frowned,  and 
finally  held  out  both  his  hands  as  the  rigid  lints  in  his  face  softened.  Strangely 
enough,  he  always  looked  older  under  this  aspect,  or,  if  not  older,  weaker,  and  less 
laid.  soetained  by  the  effort  of  a  strong  will. 

,  for  “  Tut,  tut,  silly  child  I  you  thought  I  had  no  love  to  spare  for  you,  I  suppose, 

her  IVhy,  Sophy  h:i8  been  married  these  ten  years,  and  I’ve  only  seen  her  twice  iu  all 
says  that  time,  though  she  has  three  children  who  wouldn’t  know  their  grandfather  if 

jout  they  saw  him  on  the  top  of  the  Monument.  Do  you  remember  what  I  told  you  so 

long  ago?" 

how  “  I  remember  the  directions  you  impressed  upon  me  when  I  first  came  here,  sir. 

I  should  scarcely  be  likely  to  forget  them.” 
pied  “  You  have  been  so  harshly  treated,  you  mean,  I  suppose  ?" 

pose  “  You  know  I  don’t  mean  that ;  but  they  seemed  intended  to  make  any  claim 

d,  I  of  relationship  between  us  quite  hopeless.” 

rere  “  Quite,”  he  repeated,  with  Lis  lace  set  seriously  again  ;  “  but  remember,  too, 

fe  I  that  I  said  Wayfe  Summers  might  have  a  very  definite  place  in  my  regard.  Now 

not  kiss  me,  and  run  away  to  help  Mrs.  White  in  getting  the  large  spare  bedroom 

i  ready.  You  w'ont  dislike  Sophy,  believe  me.” 

“One  question,  sir.  You  said  I  might  have  some  place  in  your  regard — 
have  I?” 

nge  "  “  Come  here,”  he  replied ;  and,  as  I  stood  beside  him,  he  took  a  gold  chain  from 

on-  a  drawer  in  his  table,  and  threw  it  over  my  neck.  There  w'as  a  little  watch 
attached  to  it,  on  which  was  engraved — “  From  Richard  Willmott,  as  a  token  of 
ind  affection  to  his  ward,  Wayfe  Summers.” 

ts.  As  I  bent  to  kiss  his  hand,  with  mingled  feelings  of  grief  and  pleasure,  he  once 

icre  more  encircled  me  with  an  arm  which  trembled  as  it  had  done  on  the  night  when 
i  he  had  first  adopted  me  at  Mrs.  Bradley’s. 
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Ik  a  inaa  is  never  a  hero  to  his  valet,  to  what  domestic  servant  is  her  young  f 
mistress  ever  a  sylphide,  au  ethereal  being,  a  thing  of  beauty  which  is  a  joy  for 
over  ? 

“  To  see  the  way  that  Miss  Angelina  do  screw  herself  in  is  raly  sick’nlu’,  cook."  I 

“  Well,  whatever  the  capt’iu  were  about  when  he  took  up  with  Miss  Halice  u  | 
a  inyst’ry — she's  regular  made  up,  like  a  figger  in  a  ’airdresser’s.” 

“  There  may  be  some  that  thinks  her  pretty,  and  I  don’t  say  she  aint,  but  she  I 
knows  how  to  make  the  most  of  her  good  looks,  does  Miss  Arybella — fine  feathers  f 
makes  tine  birds.”  | 

That  these  are  the  too-jnst criticisms  of  the  people  who  luive  ample  opportunity  r 
for  contemplating  the  mysteries  of  modern  fashionable  toilets  is  scarcely  to  be 
wondered  at.  Even  as  one  who  Inis  passed  through  the  necessary  term  of  bondage 
to  imperial  fashion,  I  can  do  nothing  more  than  submit  when  I  hear  a  cry  ou 
behalf  of  liberty. 

Cruel  was  my  own  slavish  subjection  in  my  younger  days — the  days  of  wooden 
and  steel  busks,  of  short  waists,  of  scanty  skirts,  of  overwhelming  sleeves,  of 
general  suffering  and  barbarous  torture.  I'hat  old  lady  in  the  picture  is  siniUng 
grimly  lienevolent  as  she  remembers  the  horrors  by  which  her  own  youth  was 
encompassed — pangs  endured  with  a  smiling  face.  lias  she  not  recollections  of 
staylaces  tied  to  bedposts  for  better  purchase,  and  breaking  at  the  very  moment 
when  the  refractory  hooks  and  eyes  were  likely  to  approach  each  other  V  Does  she 
forget  the  consequences  of  a  too-rapid  dance,  the  fainting-tit  likely  to  ensue,  the 
rapid  retirement,  the  ultimate  fainting,  the  sal  volatile,  unconsciousness,  a  sudden 
report  sounding  in  the  ears  like  a  pistol-shot,  a  glorious  sense  of  expansion,  of 
recovered  breath,  of  life,  and  then  the  awful  discovery  that  the  lace  had  been  cut, 
and  it  was  necessary  to  go  home,  from  the  sheer  impossibility  of  fastening  the  dress 
again?  I  believe  that  hundreds  of  women  have  smiled  and  flirted,  and  pretended 
to  be  indifferent  and  at  ease,  while  they  felt  that  they  were  dying  in  the  torture  of 
an  attempt  to  carry  on  vital  functions  under  the  pressure  of  iron,  and  whalebone, 
and  whipcord.  AVell,  they  did  die,  many  of  them — died  slowly,  jjerhaps,  but  died. 
Fashion  demands  a  more  rapid  supply  of  victims  now-a-days,  though  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  they  are  quite  so  numerous.  Death  a  In  mode  is  effected  at 
present  by  the  combustion  of  crinoline  skirts.  The  abolition  of  some 
portions  of  the  crippling  machinery  for  the  manufacture  of  a  perfect  figure  may 
have  given  greater  impunity  to  the  staylace,  but  the  skirts  make  speedy  end  of 
their  votaries,  who  are  offered  up  upon  a  funeral  pyre  of  silk  and  muslin,  stretched 
upon  a  ghastly  skeleton  altar  devoted  to  their  insatiable  deity. 

“Determination!”  Never  was  work  more  awfully  earnest  than  that  of  the 
woman  who  sacrifices  to  this  goddess.  Ridicule,  contempt,  ay,  even  persecution, 
would  be  futile.  Serenely  she  marches  onward,  death  for  the  goal,  sickness  as  the 
attendant  on  the  way.  Beauty  waning  soon  after  the  journey  has  begun  fails  to 
warn  her — debt  and  disgrace  loom  large,  but  she  is  dauntless.  When  did  either 
physical  or  moral  considerations  ever  make  the  true  votary  of  fashion  pause,  or, 
once  forced  upon  her  consideration,  when  succeed  in  interjwsing  more  than  a 
temporary  obstacle  ? 
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It  is  strange  how,  in  this  matter,  extremes  meet — I  mean  extremes  of  civilisation. 
The  religion  of  the  great  goddess  embraces  alike  the  savage  barbarian  and  the 
elegant  visitor  at  the  latest  “  kettledrum”  of  the  season.  Sitting  at  the  Crystal 
Palace  at  Sydenham,  near  the  screen  of  kings,  and  watching  the  company  flutter¬ 
ing  hither  and  thither  near  the  refreshment  tables,  I  have  been  forcibly  struck 
with  this  great  truth.  There  stand  the  effigies  representing  the  inhabitants  of 
nations  suuk  in  barbarism,  of  regions  where  the  light  of  civilisation  has  only 


dawned  and  set,  of  territories  claimed  but  yesterday  from  the  possession  of  savage 
tribes  who  would  show  to  advantage  only  beside  the  gorilla  prottgi'cs  of  M.  du 
Chaillu. 

In  all,  some  indication  of  the  universal  devotion  to  the  cruel  goddess  links  them 
to  the  fair  forms  which  shudder  as  they  stand  before  the  flerce  and  warlike  groups. 
To  be  candid,  there  may  be  another  side  to  this  question,  and  the  devotion  to 
fashion  may  be  regarded  as  the  great  bond  which,  while  it  distingu’shes  the  lowest 
tribe  of  human  kind  from  the  ape  or  the  great  gorilla,  joins  it  indissolubly  to  the 
Hashing  beauty  of  Eurojx»n  aristocracy — to  the  elegant  indifference  of  the  West- 
End  swell.” 

Not  to  dwell  upon  so  old  and  unrecognised  a  detail  as  paint,  of  which  it  may 
be  said  that  whether  it  be  put  on  in  streaks  or  patches  is  a  mere  matter  of 
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custom,  while  blue,  bla-'k,  or  red  is,  ot  course,  as  truly  a  matter  of  choice  as  is 
the  particular  shade  of  hair-dye  purchased  at  an  advertising  perfumer’s — there  is 
the  much-abused  nose-ring.  It  needs  only  to  submit  the  claims  for  superiority  of 
ncse  and  ear  as  decorative  features  to  serious  argument,  to  discover  that  the 
savage  is,  in  that  custom  of  hers,  at  all  events  quite  equal  to  hercivilisetl  sisterhood. 

Those  frizzly-haired,  lank-liaired,  twisted-locked,  topknotted  foreigners  are 
actual  antetypes  of  many  of  their  dear  fellow-worshippers  who  have  peopled  the 
polite  circles  fur  the  last  century.  Not  to  grow  tedious,  let  anybody  examine 
with  an  uiq)rejudiced  eye  the  fjishion-books  which  have  partially  devoted  them¬ 
selves  to  the  development  of  the  coiffure,  and  if  he  or  she  does  not  discover  therein 
almost  every  variety  of  so-calletl  savage  hair-dressing,  1  am  much  mistaken. 

That  the  shape  of  the  head  should  be  influenced  by  the  constant  pressure  of 
flat  pieces  of  wood,  bound  on  from  early  infancy,  may  be  an  evidence  of  utter  dis- 
regard  for  the  principles  of  phrenology  ;  but  it  may  be  contended  that,  while  phre¬ 
nology  is,  at  best,  a  disputed  science,  physiology  and  certain  rudimental  ficts  of 
medical  discovery  are  established  beyond  contradiction  ;  so  that  pressure  affecting 
the  organs  of  respiration  aud  digestion  is  certain  to  produce  functional  derauge- 
lueiit,  affecting  not  only  the  general  health,  but  the  social  graces,  the  mental 
capacity,  and  jjerhaps  even  the  moral  condition. 

Criuoline  seems  to  me  to  have  been  handed  down  by  tradition  from  some  savage 
belle,  and  I  can  remember  having  seen  a  picture  of  her  somewhere — I  think  in 
“  Captain  Cook’s  Voyages” — where  the  elaboration  of  skirt  and  its  enormous 
amplitude  of  extension  are,  if  possible,  more  perfect  than  they  have  yet  become 
amongst  ourselves.  1  take  it  to  be  a  proof  of  the  close  connexion  between  the  two 
state-3  of  society  in  the  matler  of  dress  that  the  exjtansive  petticoats  of  the  “  belle 
sauvage”  are  not  acconqianied  by  any  remarkable  fulness  of  material  in  the  body 
of  the  dress,  the  neck  and  shoulders  being  left,  if  I  remember  rightly,  to  the  full 
amount  of  exposure. 

Ic  is  unnecc.'Sary  to  mul'iply  prorfs  of  the  proposition  with  which  I  started— 
they  can  be  dbcovei'ed  almost  without  seeking. 

Tliere  have  l>een  all  sorts  of  caricatures — none  so  absurd  ss  the  originals,  though 
— all  sorts  of  reiiioustrunces,  aU  sorts  of  dangers,  several  police  cases,  aud  a  number 
of  terrible  deaths,  brought  against  this  monstrous  and  humiliating  savagery  of  dress, 
aud  the  result  hiw  l>cen  that  the  wearers  of  it  have  assumed  the  position  and  exem- 
jililied  the  deteroiinationof  luirtyrdom — martyniomfor  the  steel,  horsehair,  whale¬ 
bone  skeleton,  w  hich  stand.s  like  the  Egyptian  warning  at  the  great  feast  of  social 
life,  pointing  to  the  end  of  all  folly,  the  ultimate  destiny  of  woman. 

It  is  this  consideration  wliich  has  led  me  so  far  from  the  apparent  subject  of  the 
picture.  Since  my  own  young  and  foolish  worship,  the  goddess  has  changed  her 
rites.  New  inventions  of  the  priests  ministering  at  her  altar  have,  perhaps,  re- 
moveil  some  of  the  dreadful  penances  once  iuflicteil  iu  her  name.  “  Corsets," 

“  bxlices,”  aud  all  the  rest  of  the  substitutes  for  “  stays,”  may  have  alleviated  the 
ruthless  inflictions  insisted  on  in  the  days  when  I  discovered  the  wonderful  adapta¬ 
bility  of  the  fourth  string  of  a  violin  for  the  purposes  of  a  lace.  Hut  crinoliu* 
stands  alone — both  literally  aud  metaphorically  stands  alone — in  the  annals  of  the  I 
religion  of  fashion,  as  marking  a  period  when  women,  in  tlieir  desire  to  claim  their  | 
just  meutal  and  mural  equality,  choose  tliis  vast  and  yet  developing  theme  as  an  | 
evidence  alike  of  their  siqK-riority  aud  their  determination.  | 
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THE  WOMEN  OF  GREECE. 

The  women  of  Greece  have  long  since  become  the  women  of  the  world.  They 
hsveblende<l  into  all  love,  poetry,  and  art,  giving  w'arra  words  to  passion,  beautiful 
names  and  images  to  song,  and  clustering  around  the  dreamy  eyes  of  painter  and 
sculptor  with  a  winsome,  overbrimming  loveliness. 

There  has,  imleed,  been  one  remove  from  this  romanticism  in  what  historians — 
hard-headtxl  men,  with  strong,  image-breaking  fists — have  written  concerning 
their  degradation  in  later  ages.  But  even  these  have  only  made  poetic  hearts  fold 
more  closely  around  them  the  web  of  their  fancy,  lest  the  fairy  orb,  wh  ch  they 
delight  to  visit  and  exult  over,  should  be  swung  fiom  its  orbit,  desecrated,  and  d  b- 
enchanted.  1  have  no  wish  to  lift  this  beautiful  ideal  drapery  with  any  such 
intent,  nor  yet  to  dwell  in  any  way  upon  coarser  and  darker  shades ;  all  I  propose 
to  myself  here  is  the  simple  collection  and  focalisation  of  many  scattered  facts, 
alluiions,  and  comments,  that  may  help  to  make  the  reader  more  familiar  with  the 
women  of  Greece  in  some  few  of  their  various  relationships. 

The  Greeks  had  some  queer  notions  concerning  woman  and  her  creation,  to 
begin  with.  They  were  by  no  means  so  reverential  as  the  primitive  Hind  bus,  who 
sang  of  woman  as  the  “  hetter-half  of  man,  the  source  of  redemption,  and  the  friend 
of  the  solitary.”  I’hilosophically,  as  well  as  poetically,  the  Greeks  were  evidently 
»t  fault.  As  lords  of  creation,  they  imagined  there  must  have  been  some  punish¬ 
ment  iu  the  birth  of  woman,  and  no  compensation  save  that  of  offspring.  That 
she  was  created  after  man,  the  broad -browed,  melancholy  Plato  surmised  iu  a 
somewhat  mystical  manner ;  but  that  she  was  made  iu  the  fullest  sense  a  help-meet 
for  him  seems  to  have  needed  a  revelation  to  teach  the  wise  and  prudent,  although 
such  hihes  in  mind  as  cultivated  the  land  and  fed  their  pastoral  herds  must  have 
been  many  centuries  ahead  of  the  philosophers.  It  will  sometimes  happen  that  the 
common  sense  of  the  many  antieipaU's  the  wisdom  of  the  few,  as  we  find  here  the 
rude  dwellers  Li  tlie  forests  of  Germany  and  the  vales  of  Greece  carrying  out  in 
their  daily  lives  what  did  net  even  enter  into  the  specidations  of  others,  and 
attaining  a  stage  iu  moral  progress  superior  even  to  the  idealities  of  a  Bepublic. 
Even  the  fervour  and  generosity  of  the  fiieiidships  so  common  between  man  and 
man,  lighting  up  the  darkness  of  many  pitges  in  Grecian  history,  have  been 
attributed  by  some  to  the  sujiposed  degradation  of  women.  But  it  were  wiser  to 
regard  tliem  as  the  offspring  of  a  noble  nature,  such  as  could  meet  death  for  a 
friend,  and  picture  an  ideal  love  so  warm  and  so  divine,  that  we  catch  its  radiance 
even  now,  acrosi  some  twenty  centuries. 

But  these  ideas  were  rather  a  reflex  of  the  middle  period  in  Grecian  history 
than  of  their  starting-point.  The  ne;(r«r  we  approach  the  heroic  ages,  the  more 
pledging  are  the  domestic  manners  of  the  women,  and  the  greater  is  the  esteem  in 
which  they  are  held.  Helen  and  Hecuba,  Andromache  and  Penelope,  Arete, 
Ndusieaa,  and  Antigone,  are  all  lovely,  respected,  and  eminent  in  their  appropriate 
positions.  They  are  neither  crcaturi'sof  luxurious  show  nor  victims  of  overbearing 
tyr.inny.  In  puhl  c,  as  well  as  in  private,  they  were  re.-^pected  aud  esteemed,  and 
■U  home  they  I uled  with  qu'et  ease  aud  undividc<l  sway.  All  the  matters  of  the 
honsehohl  came  under  their  direct  coguizaucj.  It. was  the  housewife  who  woke 
the  family  slaves  in  the  morning,  aud  set  each  his  fitting  task.  The  rudiments  of 
moral  and  intellectual  culture  were  also  imparted  by  her  to  her  children,  aud  in 
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the  earlier  ages  it  vras  deemed  inbuman,  even  ia  a  queen  or  princess,  not  to  nurse 
her  own  children.  It  is  even  recorded  of  the  illustrious  Hercules  that  he  grew 
into  manhood  almost  beneath  his  mother's  eye.  Appropriate  symbols — as  an  oUve 
crown  suspended  on  the  street-door  if  a  boy,  and  a  lock  of  wool  if  a  girl- 
announced  to  passers-by  the  birth  of  a  child ;  and  festivities  of  various  kinds  within 
made  known  the  joy  of  its  parents.  The  child  received  its  name  on  the  tenth  day, 
when  there  were  both  a  sacrifice  and  a  feast. 

The  nursery  of  a  Greek  woman  was  fitted  up  much  as  ours,  only  that  the  cradle 
mostly  swung  from  the  ceiling,  like  our  baby -jumpers.  The  nurses  sang  the  babes 
to  sleep  with  rude  and  pensive  ditties,  so  that  it  is  said  Chrysippos  wished  to  have 
the  songs  of  nurses  properly  regulated,  and  Quintilian  would  have  the  boy  intended 
for  an  orator  brought  up  under  the  care  of  a  nurse  of  quick  parts  and  refined 
language.  Theocritus  has  given  us  a  brief  specimen  of  these  songs.  When 
Alcmena  had  washed  and  fed  her  twins,  Alcides  and  Iphiclus,  she  laid  them  on 
the  brazen  shield  which  had  been  won  from  Pterilus,  and,  placing  her  fair  handi 
upon  their  Leads,  sang — 

“  Sleep,  sleep  secure,  my  boys,  the  night  away ; 

Ssreet  be  your  sleep  till  dawning  day.” 

The  word  hahia,  a  baby,  was  in  use  in  the  Syrian  dialect  some  thousand  yean 
ago;  and  talla,  pappa,  aud  mamma  were  the  first  words  lisped  by  infant  Greeks. 
Their  childhood  was  like  our  own.  Around  their  necks  they  sometimes  wore  a 
piece  of  jasj  er,  to  protect  them  from  the  boguey  Einpusa,  or  Ouoskalon,  a  monster 
witb  one  foot  of  brass  and  one  of  flesh,  who  delighted  in  terrifying  aud  devouring 
little  children.  As  they  grew  older  they  whipped  the  hemhyx,  or  top,  bowled 
their  hoops,  and  were  amused  by  marionettes  very  nearly  resembling  our  Punch 
and  Judy,  which  were  carried  about  by  women  from  place  to  place.  Fond  of 
sunshine,  whenever  the  sun  was  hidden  by  a  cloud,  they  cried'  out,  in  affectionate 
accents,  “  Come  forth,  beloved  sun  !  come  forth  !”  Through  their  children  the 
Athenian  women  often  exercised  great  influence.  Themistocles  is  recorded  as 
having  said  of  his  infant  son,  'i'his  little  fellow  is  the  most  influential  person  1 
know.  Why  ?  He  completely  governs  his  mother,  while  she  governs  me,  and  1  the 
whale  of  Greece.”  Aristotle,  indeed,  has  asked,  when  alluding  to  the  political 
power  possessed  by  Spartan  women,  what  it  signified,  whether  women  govern,  or 
the  men  were  governed  by  women.  But  we  are  not  to  infer  from  this  that  petti¬ 
coat  government  was  very  prevalent.  It  is  true  that  Python,  a  Byzantine  orator, 
once  quelled  an  insurrection  by  a  jocular  allusion  to  the  fact  that,  although  he  had 
a  fat  wife,  one  small  bed  would  hold  them  when  they  agreed,  but  the  whole 
house  would  not  when  they  quarrelled  ;  still  we  are  not  to  imagine  that  Xantippe 
was  a  type  of  character,  either  common  or  tolerated. 

It  was  only  in  later  ages  that  the  Greek  woman  deputed  all  domestic  matten 
to  slaves.  She  was  most  assiduous  at  the  loom.  Helen,  the  frail  and  beautiful 
woman,  whose  name  hangs  like  a  rune  in  Arabic  above  the  blaze  of  Troy,  ii 
pictured  by  Homer  plying  her  shuttle  or  golden  distaff  amidst  a  group  of  maids; 
the  wife  tf  Odysseus  spins  at  her  own  door  the  purple  thread ;  and  to  the  loom 
Hector  urges  Ins  wife  to  resort  soomr  than  keep  him  from  his  duty  elsewhere. 
The  pi^et  .Mu.-ch(is  has  given  a  niarvcll  us  pieiure  of  i  ne  of  the  work-baskets  iu 
u.-<e  am  iigst  these  qiiei-nly  woiiitu.  There  were  figures  of  lo  and  Jove,  of  the 
Nile,  of  Hermes,  and  of  Argus,  whilst  a  splendid  peacock  unfurled  his  purpk 
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plumage  near  its  circling  silver  rim.  Into  these  elegantly-chased  work-baskets 
tbeir  purple  balls  were  cast  when  spun.  But  they  did  not  neglect  other  duties. 
Xeaophon  has  alTurded  us  an  interesting  glimpse  into  Athenian  household  economy. 
“Now,  my  love,”  he  makes  Ischomachus say  to  his  young  wife  of  fifteen,  “you 
must  consider  yourself  the^uurdian  of  our  domestic  commonwealth,  and  dispose  of 
all  its  resources  as  the  commander  of  a  garrison  disposes  of  the  soldiers  under  lus 
command.  With  you  it  entirely  rests  to  determine  respecting  the  conduct  of 
every  individual  in  the  household,  and,  like  a  queen,  to  bestow  praise  and  reward 
on  the  dutiful  and  obedient,  while  you  keep  in  check  the  refractory  by  punishment 
and  reproof.”  The  endearing  relationships  of  home  were  very  strong.  Odysseus  pre¬ 
ferred  the  sunshine  of  a  wife's  affection  to  immortality,  and  between  all  members 
of  the  family  great  love  prevailed.  In  the  memoirs  of  M.  Guy,  the  distress  of  a 
modern  Greek  lady  on  the  death  of  her  brother  rises  into  a  pitch  and  a  fervour 
that  carry  us  at  once  into  a  romantic  poetic  life,  so  deep  and  so  natural  are  her 
elegiac  complaints. 

In  the  “  Syracusan  Gossips”  of  Theocritus  we  have  a  somewhat  opposite  picture 
in  domestic  life.  Mrs.  Gorgo  and  Mrs.  Praxiuoe  will  go  to  the  feast  of  Adonis 
during  the  absence  of  their  husbands ;  and  the  whole  flutter  of  getting  dressed, 
being  jostled  in  the  streets,  and  crushing  into  the  palace,  is  exceedingly  well  told. 
Zopy,  Mrs.  Gorgo’s  little  boy,  is  to  be  left  behind  ;  and,  beginning  to  cry,  he  is 
threatened  by  Mrs.  Praxinoe  with  a  visit  from  the  goblin  in  the  course  of  the 
evening.  Such  fierce,  brisk  women  as  these  were  not  to  he  restrained  in  the 
expression  of  their  opinions  as  the  various  scenes  and  ceremonies  were  witnessed. 
At  length  they  are  reprimanded  by  a  stranger,  who  compares  their  talking  to  the 
coarse  prattle  of  pigeons. 

Gorgo. — Indeed  1  who  are  yon  ?  thoogh  we  talk,  shall  yon  curb  ns  ? 

Seek  those  who  will  listen,  nor  dare  to  disturb  ua  ! 

Dost  think  Syracusans  will  tamely  knock  under 
That  can  trare  to  the  city  of  Corinth  tbeir  founder? 

No,  Master  Officious,  ’ti'i  seldom  yen  bear  of  one 
A  slave,  that’s  descended  from  mighty  Beilerophon. 

And  as  to  onr  tongue,  you've  no  reason  to  tease  ns : 

'Tie  your  own  mother-language  of  Peloponnesus. 

Praxinoe. — We  have  husbands,  besides,  that  will  bluster  and  cuff  t 
One  tyrant,  be  sure,  is  in  conscience  enough. 

It  is  unnecessary  here  to  enter  into  details  respecting  the  arrangement  and 
construction  of  Grecian  dwelling-houses,  as  they  will  be  familiar  to  most  readers 
of  Bulwer's  “  Last  Days  of  Pompeii  sufiice  it,  therefore,  if  I  state  that  at  the 
extremity  of  the  interior  court  a  flight  of  steps  led  to  an  elevated  basement  and 
doorway,  which  formed  the  entrance  into  the  Thalamos,  or  female  apartment, 
sometimes  called  Gynseconitis,  or  the  harem.  It  was  here  that  Hector  found  Paris 
polishing  his  arms,  and  Helen  and  her  maids  weaving  beside  him.  In  Sparta  these 
rooms  were  called  by  a  word  signifying  eggs  (od),  which,  according  to  one  authority, 
gave  rise  to  the  myth  that  describes  Helen  as  proceeding  from  an  egg.  They  were 
umetimes  guarded  with  excessive  jealousy,  and  have  been  thought  especially  appro¬ 
priated  to  unmarried  women,  whose  bedchambers  flanked  its  central  luill,  and 
whose  slaves  slept  in  small  recesses  near  their  chamber-doors ;  but,  as  Helen  and 
Penelope  are  mentioned  as  living  in  this  part  of  the  house,  and  even  the  male  sex 
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were  not  excluded,  not  even  young  suitors,  the  well-locked  Thalamoi  of  which 
Phoclides  speaks  belongs  more  to  imagination  than  to  reality.  In  this  part  of  the 
house  the  general  wardrobe  was  kept,  as  well  as  the  jdate,  a’ul  even  the  oil  and 
wine,  as  we  find  it  in  the  before-mentioned  model  establishment  of  Ischomachus. 

In  public  the  Spartan  dames  wore  veils,  but  the  tfnmarried  women  did  not; 
for,  as  Charillus  observe  I,  the  former  ha<l  only  to  keep  their  husbands,  w  hereas  > 
the  latter  had  to  find  them.  The  veil,  white  or  purple,  as  it  came  from  Coe  or  I 
Laconia,  was  thrown  gracefully  over  the  head,  and  a  kind  of  comb  was  useil  to  ? 
raise  it  in  the  front,  whilst  it  hung  about  the  shoulders  in  the  most  graceful  folds.  I 
The  Dorian  maidens  mostly  wore  the  chiton,  or  himation,  a  sleeveless  woollen  { 
robe,  fastened  on  either  shoulder  by  a  clii.«p,  and  gathered  upon  the  breast  hy  a  j 
kind  of  brooch,  the  shirt  being  cleft  iu  two  and  flying  open,  and  displaying  their  I 
plump  limbs  as  they  walked,  something  like  the  blue  chemise  of  modern  Egyptian  I 
women.  In  addition  to  this  robe,  the  Spartan  housewives  wore  a  second  garment  P 
when  they  apiieared  in  public.  The  Athenian  dress  was  more  complex  and  less  I 
rude.  Besides  the  primary  robe  manufactured  at  home  of  the  finest  Egyptian  ! 
cotton  or  Tarentum  muslin,  or  imported  from  Tyre,  Egypt,  and  Sidon — which,  I 
when  worn  sleeveless,  was  fastened  on  the  shoulders  with  buttons,  or  the  loose  I 
sleeves  were  brought  together  at  intervals  in  the  descent  to  the  wrist  by  golden  or 
silver  agr<iffes — they  also  wtre  a  shorter  robe  confined  above  the  loins  and  more 
extensively  embroidered.  To  this  we  must  add  the  magnificent  mantle,  em¬ 
broidered  w'ith  gold,  and  thrown  with  studied  negligence  over  the  shoulders  as 
they  walke<l  abroad  to  the  theatre,  the  festival,  or  more  private  promenade,  and 
the  splendid  shoes  or  sandals  which  all  the  arts  of  l\rsia  had  been  exhausted  to 
make  brilliant  and  graceful. 

Of  their  beauty  on  such  occasions  who  shall  write?  Did  not  Ihnisymedes  I 
become  so  enamoured  of  the  daughter  of  Tisistratus,  when  she  moved  iu  a  I 
religious  procession,  as  to  kiss  her  openly  iu  the  street,  to  the  danger  of  h-s  hfe?  I 
Fattca  verba  !  Neither  large  ncr  tall,  the  whole  figure  of  a  Greeian  woman  was  f 
round,  jdump,  comely,  and  full  of  the  most  exquisite  curves.  The  forehe;id  was 
gem  rally  small,  but  beautiful'y  white,  and  the  eyes  were  languishiiigly  blue  as 
well  as  luxuriously  black.  Minerva's  eyes  were  a  tpaikling  azure,  whilst  those  of 
"S'enus  are  desi  ribed  as  languishiiigly  daik.  Great  ehann  was  supposed  to  reside 
in  the  eyebrows  when  they  were  arched  and  sable,  but  when  they  were  continuous 
they  drew-  forth  loudest  praises  and  deepest  love.  Both  Anacreon  and  'l  ibullus 
have  sung  the  praises  of  the  eyebrows  whose  “  arches  nicely  blend.”  The  nose 
was  straight  and  finely  chiselled,  the  mouth  sweet  and  persuasive,  and  the  chin  a 
model  of  exquisite  beauty  that  one  might  ivs  naturally  write  sonnets  to  as  the  eye¬ 
brow.  The  comjdexion  was  generally  brilliant,  but  not  always  blonde.  Battus 
exclaims,  in  Theocritus — 

“  Sweet  girl  I  so  sunhnrnt,  and  so  tliin,  ’tis  said,  i 

Yet,  ill  niy  eyes,  a  honey-coloured  inuid!” 

The  hair  was  of  various  hues  and  different  degrees  of  profusion  ;  but  iiubum 
and  myrrh-colour,  as  the  lighter  tint  was  called,  were  the  favourites  with  both 
men  and  women,  and  various  herbal  dyes  were  employed  to  give  it  the  desired 
colour,  w  hiLst  jiomades  of  great  richness  disjwsed  their  hair  in  tin  se  wavy  rings 
and  glcssy  curls  so  observable  in  Grecian  sculpture.  Tiny  Eugenie  curls  were  also  \ 
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tery  common,  and  small  bunches  of  hair  were  brought  over  the  forehead  in  the 
front,  the  more  luxuriant  locks  floating  in  fragrance  behind.  To  cut  the  hair  was 
always  a  symbol  of  grief ;  and  when  a  Grecian  woman  strewed  tlie  tomb  of  her 
husband  with  what  might  have  charmed  him  in  liis  lifetime,  it  was  at  once  the 
most  precious  and  fitting  memorial  she  could  render  of  her  affectionate  grief.  The 
face  also  was  veiled  with  long  veils  similar  to  those  worn  by  slaves.  Thus 
Andromache  complains,  in  Euripides,  that  she  was  conducted  from  her  husbantl’s 
bed  to  the  strand,  “  her  face  covered  with  the  veil  of  a  captive and  in  one  of 
the  epigrams  of  Sappho  even  the  companions  of  Tunar  place  upon  her  tomb  the 
graceful  curls  shorn  from  their  beautiful  heads. 

The  whole  of  the  morning  would  be  sjicnt  by  an  Athenian  belle  in  the  luxuries 
of  the  toilette — fitting  on  her  jewelled  colhu's,  armlets,  ear-rings,  and  bracelets,  and 
chatting  and  coquetting  with  her  numerous  attendants.  'J’he  use  of  cosmetics  was 
very  extensive ;  and  all  Greece,  Asia,  and  the  Aegean  Isles  were  ransacked  for 
pomades  and  dyes,  dentifrices  and  i)cif  nines.  Teeth  of  pearly  whiteness  were  kept  in 
spotless  purity  by  burnt  purple  fish  and  calcined  Arabic  stone,  and  carcanets  of  rose 
pastilles,  composed  of  nard,  myrrh,  costus,  lllyriau  iris,  honey,  and  Chian  wine, 
were  worn  almut  the  bosom  as  necklaces  to  shed  an  aroma  upon  their  persons. 
The  forehead  was  whitened  with  psiinmythion,  or  white  lead,  and  the  eyebrows 
blackened  with  the  soot  of  Ladanum,  and  pasted  into  contour  I'y  various  bandolines. 
So  much  paint  was  used  amongst  Greek  women  in  later  ages,  that,  in  hot  weather, 
dusky  streamlets  flowed  from  the  corners  of  their  eyes,  and  roses  melted  into  their 
bosoms.  Rouge,  indeed,  was  so  extravagantly  used,  that,  with  advancing  luxury, 
natural  charms  decayed,  and  it  passed  into  a  proverb  of  a  painted  beauty — “She 
plaiits  roses  in  her  cheeks,  which,  like  those  of  Locris,  wiil  bloom  in  an  hour  and 
fade  in  less.”  After  a  dialogue  on  the  subject  of  natural  and  unnatural  beauties,  it 
will  not  surprise  the  reader  to  be  told  that  the  winsome  wife  of  Iscliomachus  deter¬ 
mined  ever  after  to  trust  to  her  own  graces  and  her  native  chai  n's. 

Without  the  cities  there  was  not  so  much  vanity.  Rosy  as  Hebe,  and  as 
smiling,  the  farmer’s  wife  and  her  daughters  had  goats  to  milk,  curds  to  jiress, 
geese  to  feed,  bacon  to  cure,  bees  to  keep,  figs  and  olives  to  gather,  and  orchards 
of  apple,  pear,  and  quince  to  superintend.  Tripping  forih  to  draw  water,  the 
merry  maidens  pressed,  with  comely  limbs,  the  sweet-smelling  thyme,  stayetl  awliilc 
to  hear  lark,  thrush,  or  uighting.ale  rain  fortli  its  little  thi.u<Ucii:  upon  the  world, 
or  disported  in  the  brook,  or  wandered  in  the  shade  of  the  murmuring  silver  firs — 
their  life  an  unsung  poem,  their  country  a  veritable  Arcadia  and  Happy  Valley. 
Song,  flute,  and  dance  were  not  forgotten,  and  often  the  hill-side  or  the  neigli- 
bourhood  of  some  rural  temple  saw  scenes  of  festive  mirth  and  happy  sport.  As 
soon  as  the  magistrate  had  declared  that  the  season  of  the  vintage  was  come,  the 
servants  of  llacchus  sought  the  sacred  inclosures  amidst  the  grocii-wreathed  hills, 
followed  by  troops  of  vintagers,  conqjosed  of  youths  and  inaiilens,  crowi  ed  with 
ivy,  and  dancing  along  to  the  sweet  breathings  of  the  flute,  or  the  melody  of  the 
phorminx.  T  he  gold  and  purple  clusters  were  seveied  from  their  stems,  piled  in 
plaited  baskets  of  osier  and  retni,  and  borne  gladly  to  tlie  n  iue-prciS.  Loud  and 
clear  then  rose  the  song  of  Bacchus,  “  lo  !  lo  !  Broiuius,  Evoe  !”  and  mirth  and 
music  rang  from  terrace  to  terrace  until  it  fell  in  rich  cascadis  upon  ihe  ji  iirneyer 
in  the  plain  below.  Bright  eyes  beamed  love,  and  soft  smiles  answered  back 
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The  employments  of  the  women  were  not  generally  very  laborious,  but  pleasant 
and  healthful.  And  when  Demosthenes  enables  us  to  see  the  wife  of  Tisiaa  and 
the  mother  of  Callicles,  occupiers  of  contiguous  farms,  visiting  each  other  in  horodj 
attire,  and  discoursing  about  the  crops  and  domestic  affairs,  we  can  hardly  fancy 
we  read  of  classic  Greece,  the  picture  is  so  familiar  and  so  English.  The  country 
damsels  were  almost  as  coquettish  as  those  of  the  cities,  teasing  their  lovers  into 
madness,  and  sometimes  desperation.  When  not  at  work  at  the  loom,  or  embroi¬ 
dering  in-doors,  they  would  sometimes  tend  the  sheep  or  goats,  weaving  locojt. 
traps  of  tender  shoots  to  while  away  the  time,  or  saunter  by  the  stream  to  admire 
their  own  grace  and  beauty  ;  and  making  confessions  of  love  whenever  they  bound 
their  foreheads  with  ch.aplets,  and  by  this  sweet  telegraphy  attracting  the  attentic# 
of  the  object  of  their  love,  though  he  might  be  some  miles  away.  The  enamoured 
swain,  also,  who  dared  not  whisper  of  his  affection,  piped  it  to  the  winds  and 
rocks  on  his  simple  donax,  or  river-reed,  carved  his  love’s  name  on  smilax,  pine,  or 
beech,  sacrificed  before  her  door,  or  crowned  the  pillars  of  her  dwelling  with  i 
wreath  of  flowers.  Woman  was  thus  the  charm  and  the  disquietude  of  this  serene 
and  healthful  country  life,  and  many  a  legend  and  many  a  lyric  have  floated  down 
to  us  fraught  with  the  pathos  and  tragedy  of  melting  hearts  and  broken  vows. 

Concerning  the  term  of  courtship  we  know  little,  and  that  little  is  disconnected 
and  unsatisfactory.  A  curie  us  kind  of  kiss  seems  to  have  been  common  in  the 
country.  The  damsel  took  the  swain  by  both  ears,  and  then  kissed  him,  as  modem 
Greeks  ^till  continue  to  do  when  they  kiss  the  eyes.  Suidas  has  called  this  the 
pot-kiss,  because  the  person  saluted  was  taken  up  like  an  earthen  vessel.  A 
similar  salutation  was  very  recently  common  in  Italy,  under  the  name  of  the 
Florentine  kiss;  and  in  a  like  manner,  except  the  holding  of  the  ears.  King 
Redwald  kisses  his  daughter  in  Mr.  Smith's  “  Edwin  of  Deira”  : — 

“  He  clasp'd  his  wither’d  hands 
Fondly  upon  her  head,  and  bent  it  back, 

As  one  might  bend  a  downward-looking  flower 
To  make  its  perfect  beauty  visible, 

Then  kiss'd  her  cheek  and  mouth.” 

As  soon  as  the  nuptials  drew  on,  the  young  virgin  was  presented  to  Diana, 
and  basketfuls  of  curious  offerings  were  presented  to  gain  the  goddess's  permission 
to  leave  her  train  and  change  her  state  in  life.  The  nymphs  also  were  pro¬ 
pitiated,  and  the  future  bride  was  conveyed  in  pomp  to  the  citadel  to  offer  prayen 
to  the  tutelary  goddess  for  happiness  and  wisdom.  Upon  the  altars  of  Hera  and 
the  Fates  she  deposited  a  lock  of  her  hair,  as  a  symbol  that  she  was  no  longer  to 
trust  to  the  arts  of  the  toilet.  The  wedding  ceremony  was  complex,  lengthy, 
and  magnificent.  One  whole  day  was  occupied  with  rites,  sacrifices,  and 
prayers. 

The  dress  of  the  bride  was  superb,  and  almost  Eastern  in  its  richness.  A 
chaplet  of  flowers  was  placed  upon  her  head  by  her  mother,  her  fingers  were  ringed, 
strings  of  Red  Sea  pearls  circled  her  snowy  arms  and  neck,  gorgeous  pendanti 
twinkled  in  her  ears,  and  gold-thonged  sandals,  crusted  with  gems,  flashed  from 
beneath  her  gauzy  robe ;  whilst  through  her  trembling  veil,  beauty  and  bliss,  youth 
and  hope,  shone  like  a  ro-sy  suudawii.  Crowns  of  wild  flowers  adorned  the  brow 
of  the  bridegroom ;  and  in  long  and  majestic  procession,  amiilst  scattered  flowen, 
sprinkled  perfumes,  and  joyful  exclamations,  they  moved  on  to  the  temple. 
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After  numerous  ceremonies  were  gone  througli,  and  favourable  omens  secured, 
the  bride  cut  off  one  of  her  tresses  and  turned  it  on  a  spindle,  as  an  offering  ou  the 
liter  of  Athena ;  and  the  bridegroom,  as  a  similar  sacriiice  to  Apollo,  and  as  a 
symbol  of  his  out-door  life,  bound  round  a  handful  of  grass  and  herbs.  The  gods 
of  marriage  were  then  invoked,  and  the  father,  placing  the  hand  of  the  bridegr^iom 
in  that  of  the  bride,  said,  “  1  bestow  on  thee  my  daughter,  that  thine  eyes  may  be 
gladdened  by  legitimate  offspring.”  Returning  at  dusk,  whi  st  singers  sang 
around  them  what  was  called  the  carriajfe  melody — the  bride  was  called  “  a 
tramper”  if  she  walked  home — she  was  introduced  to  her  home  and  the  various 
ijmbols  of  her  office,  the  Epitbalamium  was  sung,  and  the  festivities  were  con¬ 
tinued  far  into  the  night.  Early  on  the  morrow  a  new  marriage-song  was  sung 
beneath  their  chamber,  and  when  they  descended  the  various  presents  were  made 
—the  wife  in  particular  presenting  her  husband  with  a  rich  woollen  cloak,  the 
produce  of  her  own  labour. 

There  were  several  more  peculiar  circumstances  in  connexion  with  marriage. 
In  Sparta,  as  at  Athens,  portionless  girls  found  few  admirers ;  and  it  is  said  that 
Lycurgus  hit  upon  a  plan  whereby  they  might  be  provided  with  husbands.  The 
damsels  were  shut  up  in  a  spacious  ediffce,  and  the  young  men  were  introduced  to 
scramble  each  one  for  himself,  with  the  proviso  that  he  must  remain  satisffed  with 
bis  choice.  We  only  read  of  Lysander  who  abandoned  a  wife  thus  chosen,  and 
then  he  was  fined  by  the  Ephori.  'i  he  marriage  ceremony  was  a  Quaker  one ; 
and  for  some  time,  according  to  several  authorities,  hiuband  and  wife  only  met  by 
stealth.  Yet,  in  spite  of  this  claiuhstine  life,  all  bachelors  were  detested,  for¬ 
bidden  admittance  to  some  of  the  public  games,  and  even  fined  for  marrying  late 
or  unwisely.  King  Archidamus  was,  in  fact,  fined  for  marrying  a  woman  of  small 
stature.  The  Spartan  women  were  generally  so  robust  that  they  eug.tged  in  gym¬ 
nastic  exercises,  somciimes  boxing  with  their  future  husbands,  and,  when  they 
were  viragoes,  did  not  forget  to  swear  by  Castor  and  Pollux.  Half  soldii^rs,  they 
ruled  their  husbands  somewhat  sharply;  and  one  poet,  in  his  praises,  writes 
ironically — 

“  Beloved  Laconian,  welcome! 

How  glorious  is  tliy  beauty,  love !  How  ruddy 
The  tint  of  thy  coinplexion  I  Vigour  and  health 
So  brace  tby  frame  that  thou  a  bull  couldst  throttle.” 

With  such  brave  spirits  and  hardy  frames,  the  Spartan  women  were  as  remark¬ 
able  for  their  heroism  as  the  Athenians  for  their  wit  and  rcfinunent;  and  there 
are  facts  about  them  on  record  that  shame  even  Persian  romances  and  antique 
fables. 

Such  are  some  of  the  interesting  facts  connected  with  the  women  of  Greece. 
They  must  deepen  our  admiration  of  them,  and  gratify  our  curiosity.  In  the 
graceful  vivacity  of  Helen,  the  matronly  dignity  of  Arete,  the  industry  and  thrift 
of  Penelope,  the  maiden  modesty  and  virtuous  beauty  of  Nausicaa,  and  the 
ethereal  and  untainted  womablincss  of  the  ideal  Athena,  there  is  surely  enough  to 
win  our  love,  unfetter  our  fancy,  and  purify  our  ambition.  Let  the  women  of 
England  think  often  and  deeply  of  the  best  and  truest  women  of  Greece,  and  there 
is  no  fear  that  we  shall  lack  realities  for  our  artists,  and  objects  for  our  inspira¬ 
tion,  treasures  for  our  households,  and  heroines  for  our  histories. 
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V'. — THE  1.EAF 

Phtli.otaxis,  or  Leaf-Arraxgemext — Leaves  can  only  arise  from  the 
stem  and  branches,  though,  in  ^\'hat  is  called  an  cicauksceut  or  a  stemless  plant 
— the  Primrose,  for  instance — they  may  appear  to  spring  directly  from  the  root. 
Such  a  plant,  however,  is  not  really  stemless,  for  the  jKirt  which  gives  rise  to  the 
leaves,  and  which  is  usually  call  d  the  crown  of  the  root,  is  simply  a  shortened 
stem.  To  leaves  thus  situatetl  the  term  radical  is  applied.  Leaves  growing  on  the 
main  stem  are  said  to  he  cauline ;  those  on  the  branches,  ramal ;  and  those  on 
the  flower-stalks,  floral  hares  or  bracts.  The  first  leaves  developed  are  the  coly- 
hdoiis,  which  may  generally  be  distinguished  from  the  ordinary  leaves  l  y  their 
peculiar  shape.  In  the  Lupin,  for  insUince,  the  difference  between  the  st^ed  leaves, 
which  are  thick  and  fieshy,  and  of  a  very  simple  form — and  the  delicate  multi- 
foliate  leaves  which  succeed  them,  is  very  striking.  The  first  leaves  which  appear 
after  the  cotyledons  are  termed  primordial. 

In  our  general  descrijition  of  the  leaf  we  explained  the  common  mode  of  growth, 
and  the  difference  between  stalked  and  sessile  leaves.  We  have  now’  to  consider 
the  arrangement  of  leaves  on  the  stem,  a  branch  of  Botany  /  ^ 

to  which  the  term  phtjllotax'is  has  been  applied.  But  before 
we  expound  the  beautiful  laws  of  leaf-arrangement  we  must  /'  \  A ' 
briefly  describe  certain  forms  of  leaves  which  depend  upon  the  ’\j  V".  q 

manner  in  which  these  organs  arise  from  the  stem.  When  a  ftfV  ' 

leaf  is  enlarged  at  the  base,  and  clasps  the  stem  from  which  it  ^  1  r  v  ^ 

springs,  as  in  the  Angelica  or  Fool's  Parsley,  it  is  said  to  be  % m 

ampUxicaul  or  embracing.  When  a  leaf  forms  a  complete  sheath  ' 

around  the  stem,  as  in  the  Grasses  generally,  it  is  sheathing. 

When  a  h-af  is  prolonged,  as  it  were,  from  the  base,  so  as  to  ll  ' 

form  a  leafy  appendage  down  the  stem,  as  in  the  Common  Amii.xi-M.i  i.cifof 
Thistle,  it  is  decurrent.  When  the  two  sides  of  the  bise  Aau  Uca. 
project  beyond  the  stem  and  unite,  as  in  the  Hare's  Ear,  the  Ic.'if  is  said  to 
be  ptrfoliate,  because  the  stem  appears  to  p.ss  thr...ugh  it.  ^^’hen  two  leaves 
placed  on  opposite  sides  of  the  stem  unite  by  their  bases  so 
i  as  to  appear  almost  like  a  single  ixufoliate  leaf,  as  in  the 

V.  .  -  Teasels  and  some  species  of  Honeysuckle,  they  are  said  to  be 

V; "  connate. 

'  J  We  have  already  stated  that  there  are  regular  notlcs  or 
points  on  the  stem  at  which  leaves  appear,  and  that  the  spaces 
%  between  these  points  are  called  iuternodes.  Each  node  is 

\  only  capable  of  giving  origin  to  a  leaf,  but  several  no  les  may 

F«rfoini«  i...f  .f  be  a{iproxiiiiated  so  as  to  form,  as  it  were,  one,  and  then  several 
leaves  may  be  produced  at  the  same  height  on  the  stem.  AVhen 
two  leaves  are  thus  produced,  one  on  each  side  of  the  stem  or  ..  ^ 

axis,  and  at  the  same  level,  they  are  called  opposite ;  when  more  sSSflfefe'*' 
than  two  are  produced  they  are  tchorhd,  and  each  circle  of  ^ 
leaves  is  termed  a  verticil  or  whorl.  The  Goose  grass  and  Nl’ild  I  f 

Madder  furnish  good  examples  of  whorled  leaves.  When  leaves  Sr  \ 

are  opposite,  the  pairs  which  are  next  each  other,  but  separateti  ,f  nav.t 
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by  an  int«rnode,  ofttn  cross  at  right  angles,  in  which  case  they  are  said  to 
decussate.  A  somewhat  similar  arrangement  frequently  occurs  with  whorls,  the 
leaves  of  each  circle  lieing  alternate  with  those  of  the  circle  next  to  it ;  or,  in  other 
vronis,  each  leaf  in  a  whorl  occupying  the  space  between  tw'o  leaves  of  the  whorl 
next  to  it,  either  above  or  below.  'J'here  are  considerable  irregularities,  however, 
in  this  respect,  ami  the  number  of  leaves  in  different  whorls  is  not  always  uniform. 
It  frequently  happens  that  the  internodes  of  a  branch  are  shortened  so  that  it  is 
difficult  or  impossible  to  distinguish  them.  The  bases  of  all  the  le<avos  of  such  a 
branch  are  accordingly  brought  together,  and  a  tii/t  or  Jiiscicle  of  Icives  is  pro¬ 
duced.  This  arrangement  is  well  seen  in  the  B.»rbeiry  and  the  Larch. 

When  a  single  leaf  is  produced  at  a  node,  and  t  he  norles  are  separated  so  that 
each  leaf  occurs  at  a  different  height  on  the  stem,  f  lic  leaves  are  (lUtriiale.  'J'ho 
relative  position  of  alternate  leaves  varies  in  different  plants,  but  it  is  tolerably 
uniform  in  each  species. 

The  laws  which  regulate  the  development  of  leaves  have  been  carefully 
investigated,  and  botanists  have  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  all  leaves  and 
tbeir  modi  tie  itioiis  have  norina'ly  a  spiral  aiTangenieut  on  the  stem.  This 
arrangement  is  not  evident  wlien  the  iutcniodes  are  suppressed,  but  in  plants 
with  alternate  leaves  it  can  generally  be  made  out.  'J'he  spiral  growth  of  leaves 
mi  the  stem  was  first  noticed  by  Bonnet  nearly  a  century  since,  lie  observed  that, 
if  a  line  were  drawn  from  the  bottom  to  the  top  of  a  stem,  s)  as  to  touch  in  suc¬ 
cession  the  bases  of  the  different  leaves,  it  would  describe  a  spiral ;  he  found,  also, 
that  the  relation  of  the  leaves  to  each  other  was  constant,  each  being  separ.ited 
from  the  other  by  an  equal  distance ;  so  that  if  he  started  with  any  particular  leaf, 
and  waited  till  another  leaf  was  reached  which  corresponded  vertically  with  it,  the 
next  would  also  corrosixmd  vertically  with  the  one  next  above  that  from  which  he 
startaii,  and  so  on  each  leif  in  succession  above  wouhl  be  placed  in  a  vertical  line 
over  one  of  the  successive  leaves  below.  Suppose  we  take  a  branch  of  Apple  or 
Cherry  Tree  to  illustrate  this  beautiful  law.  AVe  commence  with  any  particular 
leaf,  which  we  number  1,  ami  then  we  proceed  upwards, 
numbering  the  successive  leaves,  and  connecting  in  our 
coiuse  the  jmints  from  w  hich  they'  arise  by  .a  iiiece  of 
thread  or  a  iiiaiktd  line.  AVe  .shall  find  that  we  shall 
j)a.es  leaves  2,  .‘5,  4,  o,  but  that,  when  wc  reach  leaf  C, 
thLs  w  ill  corrcsixuid  vertically  with  1.  Proceeding  up¬ 
wards,  we  shall  find  that  7  will  be  directly  ovtr  2,  8  over. 
3,  and  so  on  till  w  e  get  to  leaf  11,  which  will  bo  in  a 
direct  line  with  both  G  and  1,  the  starting  loaf.  It  is, 
therefore,  evident  that,  in  the  case  of  the  Apide  or  Cherry  1  rcc,  live  leavi's  arc 
required  to  com[>lete  a  series  or  cycle.  In  the  annexed  wood-cut  only  four  leaves 
are  shown  ou  the  branch,  and  therefore  the  cyelo  is  not  complete.  The  left-hand 
figure  rcjire’sciits  a  portion  of  the  br.inch  with  a  line  passing  rcund  it  and  con¬ 
necting  the  points  of  insertion  of  the  loaves.  '1  liisuirai  gement  of  cychs  of  five  is 
by  f^r  the  most  common  in  Dicotyledonous  Plants.  It  is  termeil  by  botanists 
loving  hard  words,  the  peutastichous,  and  by  those  who  prefer  homely  names,  the 
Jicc-rnnktd,  arrangement. 

AVheii  the  cycle  consists  of  only  two  leave.'',  as  in  the  Lime-tree,  the  arrungc- 
tnent  is  disiichtui  or  tuo-ranked.  Here  the  second  leaf  is  above  ami  directly 
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opposite  to  the  first,  and  the  third  being,  in  like  manner, 
opposite  to  the  second,  is,  consequently,  in  a  vertical  line 
with  the  first.  This  arrangement  is  the  normal  one  in  the 
Grasses  and  many  other  monocotyledonous  plants.  It  may 
be  observed  also  in  many  dicotyledonous  plants,  as  instanced 
by  the  Lime-tree.  The  tristichous  or  three-ranked  arrange¬ 
ment  may  be  noticed  in  the  greater  number  of  monocoty¬ 
ledonous  plants.  In  this  arrangement,  if  we  start  with  any 
leaf  and  mark  it  1,  and  then  pass  to  2,  3,  and  4,  we  shall 
find  that  w'e  shall  make  one  turn  round  the  stem,  and 
that  leaf  4  will  be  directly  over  leaf  1,  and  therefore  commences  a  new  cycle. 
In  the  oetaslichous  or  eight-ranked  arrangement,  which  occurs  in  the  Holly,  the 
ninth  leaf  is  over  the  first,  the  tenth  over  the  second,  and  so  on.  There  are  many 
other  kinds  of  leaf-arrangement,  but  the  four  which  we  have  described  are  by  far 
the  more  common.  In  a  cose  where  a  cycle  is  composed  of  a  great  number  of 
leaves,  or  modifications  of  leaves,  placed  close  to  each  other,  as  in  the  Fine-apple 
or  the  Fir-cone,  the  spiral  arrangement  is  at  once  evident. 

The  above  details  may  appear  very  dry  ;  but  if  our  fair  students  will  study 
Phyllotaxis  in  nature  they  will  soon  get  familiar  with  the  various  modes  of  leaf- 
arrangement,  and  with  this  knowledge  they  will  be  able  to  account  for  the  sym¬ 
metry  of  the  whole  plant,  for  all  the  organs  which  succeed  the  leaves  are  modifi¬ 
cations  of  them,  and  are  governed  by  the  same  laws. 

Lk.xk-buds,  Thorns,  Tkndrils,  and  Prickles. — Leaf-buds  contain  the 
rudiments  of  branches,  and  are  developed  in  the  axils  of  previously  formed  leaves. 
A  leaf-bud  may  be  removed,  in  a  young  state,  from  one  plant  and  grafted  upon 
another  by  the  process  of  budding,  and  in  some  instances  it  may  even  be  made 
to  grow  in  the  soil  immediately  after  removal.  In  the  trees  of  temperate  and 
cold  climates,  the  buds  which  ate  developed  during  one  season  lie 
dormant  through  the  winter,  ready  to  burst  out  under  the  geui;d 
warmth  of  spring.  They  are  generally  protected  by  external 
modified  leaves  in  the  form  of  scales,  which  are  of  a  firmer  and 
coarser  texture  than  the  leaves  themselves.  In  the  axils  of  some 
plants  little  conical  or  rounded  bodies,  called  bulbkts,  are  pro¬ 
duced.  'I'liey  resemble  bulbs  in  appearance,  are  easily  detached, 
and  are  capable  of  producing  young  plants  when  placed  in  fa¬ 
vourable  circumstances.  These  bulblets  arc  merely  transformed 
leaf-buds. 

Spines  or  tlwrns  arc  undeveloped  branches,  ending  in  more  or  less  pointed 
extremities,  as  in  the  Hawthorn.  J‘rii-kks  or  avuki  differ  from  these  in  origin 
us  Will  as  in  character,  and  are  to  be  regarded 
merely  as  hardened  hairs  connected  w  ith  the  skin 
or  epidermis  of  the  stem. 

A  leaf-bud  is  sometimes  developed  as  a  slender 
spiral  or  twisted  branch,  called  a  tendril  or  cirrhus. 

Tendrils  enable  plants  to  make  use  of  the  support 
of  stronger  plants  by  twining  round  their  stems. 

In  the  Vine  the  lower  part  of  the  stem  is  strong, 
and  needs  no  additional  support ;  th«  tendrils,  therefore,  only  occur  in  the  upper 
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part,  where  the  branches  are  soft,  and  require  aid  to  enable  them  to  support  the 
clusters  of  fruit.  Any  part  of  the  leaf  may  become  transformed  into  a  spine  or  a 
tendril ;  thus,  for  instance,  the  stipules  of  the  false  Acacia  are  in  the  form  of 
spines,  and  those  of  the  Smilax  appear  as  delicate  tendrils.  The  most  remarkable 
of  all  the  anomalous  fornus  presented  by  leaves  are  the  Ascidiu  or  PUchtrs,  which 


Piwhcr. 

are  seen  in  many  plants,  but  particularly  in  the  genus  Nepenthes.  Tbe  pitcher  is 
regarded  as  an  extraordinary  transformation  of  the  petiole  or  leaf-stalk,  and  the 
little  lid  or  operculum  as  an  equally  curious  modification  of  the  blade. 

J.  C.  B. 
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These  to  his  memory— since  he  held  them 
dear. 

Perchance  as  finding  there  nnconsciously 
Some  image  of  himself— I  dedicate, 

I  dedicate,  I  consecrate  with  tears — 

These  Idylls. 

And  indeed  he  seems  to  me 
Scarce  other  than  my  own  ideal  knight, 

"Who  rererecced  his  conscience  as  bis  king; 
W'bose  glory  was  redressing  human  wrong; 
Who  spake  no  slander,  no,  nor  listen'd  to  it ; 
Who  loved  one  only,  and  who  clave  to  her” — 
Her— over  all  whose  realms  to  their  last  isle, 
Commingled  with  the  gloom  of  imminent  war. 
The  shadow  of  bis  loss  moved  like  eclipse. 
Darkening  the  world.  We  have  lost  him — he 
is  gone; 

W’e  know  him  now;  all  narrow  jealousies 
Are  silent ;  and  we  see  him  as  he  moved. 

How  modest,  kind’y,  all-accomplish'd,  wise. 
With  what  sublime  repression  of  himself. 

And  in  what  limits,  and  how  tenderly; 

Mot  swaying  to  this  faction  or  to  that; 

Mot  making  his  high  place  the  lawless  perch 
Of  wing’d  ambitions,  nor  a  vantage-ground 
For  pleasure  ;  but  thro’  all  this  tract  of  years 
Wearing  the  white  flower  of  a  blameless  life. 
Before  a  thousand  peering  littlenesses. 

In  that  fierce  light  which  beats  upon  a  throne. 


And  blackens  every  blot :  for  where  is  he 
W’ho  dares  foreshadow  for  an  only  son 
A  lovelier  life,  a  more  unstain'd  than  his? 

Or  how  should  England,  dreaming  of  his  sons, 
Hope  more  for  these  than  some  inheritance 
Of  such  a  life,  a  heart,  a  mind  as  thine. 

Thou  noble  Father  of  her  Kings  to  be. 
Laborious  for  her  pei'ple  and  her  poor— 

V'oice  in  the  rich  dawn  of  an  ampler  day — 
Far-sighted  summoner  of  war  and  waste 
To  fruitful  strifes  and  rivalries  of  peace — 
Sweet  nature  gilded  by  the  gracious  gleam 
Of  letters,  dear  to  Science,  de-r  to  Art, 

Dear  to  thy  land  and  ours— a  Prince  indeed. 
Beyond  all  titles,  and  a  household  name. 
Hereafter,  through  all  times,  Albert  the  Gocd. 

Break  not,  0  woman's  heart,  but  still  endure  ; 
Break  not,  for  thou  art  Royal,  but  endure, 
Remembering  all  the  beauty  of  that  star 
Which  shone  so  close  beside  thee,  that  ye  made 
One  light  together,  but  has  pass’d  and  left 
The  Crown  a  lonely  splendour. 

May  all  love. 

His  love,  unseen  but  felt,  o'ershadow  thee; 

The  love  of  all  thy  sons  encompass  thee, 

The  love  of  all  thy  daughters  cl  erish  thee. 

The  love  of  all  thy  people  comfort  thee. 

Till  God’s  love  set  thee  at  his  side  again ! 

Tennysox. 


*  This  beantifUl  production  of  tbe  Poet  Laureate  prefaces  the  most  recent  edition  of  bis  "  Idylls  of 
the  Klag.” 


We  wondfr  bow  many  people  yet  survive  who  believe  in  Spring,  even  if  there  be  any  who 
will  not  echo  Hood's  sentiments  when  be  says — 

“  Come,  ffen(/e  Spring!  ethereal  hiilJnesf,  come! 

Ob,  Ihuinsiin!  Void  ot  rht me  as  well  a-:  reason, 

How  eouldst  thou  thus  p  >or  human  nature  hum? 

There's  no  such  season.” 

How  striking  is  the  contrast  between  the  implicit  faith  placed  by  our  forefathers  in  the  asser¬ 
tions  of  their  poets  concerning  vernal  delights,  and  the  incredulity  with  which  we  listen  to  the 
breathings  of  the  inspired  upon  the  subject  in  the  present  day !  For  the  must  part,  our  progeni¬ 
tors  seem  to  have  perused  uumurniuringly  the  laudatory  odes  and  sonnets  in  which  every  scrib¬ 
bler's  pen  was  prolific,  and  seldom,  if  ever,  does  it  appear  to  have  entered  into  t!icir  iunoceut 
heads  that  though,  iu  poetical  composition,  when 

“.lolly  Spring  doth  enter 
Svvi  et  young  sunbeams  do  subdue 
Angry,  aged  Winter; 

Winds  are  mild  and  seas  are  calm ; 

Hvery  meadow  flows  with  halm; 

Tlie  earth  wears  all  her  riches ; 

Harmonious  birds  sing  smli  a  psalm 
As  ear  and  heart  bewitches'^ 

— this  is  not  a  true  portrait  of  Mature— not  a  photographic  likeness,  hut  a  pleasing  oil  painting 
where  everything  disparaging  to  the  sitter  is  skiltully  softened  down,  and  defects  are  either 
quietly  ignored  or  so  transmogrified  that  they  are  converted  into  absolute  beauties.  But  wa 
must  make  every  excuse  fur  our  credulous  grandlathers  and  grandmothers.  The  Mctecr.ilogical 
Society  was  not  established  until  lijol,  and  as  former  geuerutions  ha.l  trusted  to  the  bards  for 
history,  the  eighteenth  century  was,  probably,  induced  to  corlllde  in  its  poets  ns  wo  (some  of  us) 
do  now  iu  the  scientific  weather-wise.  Then,  perhaps,  there  is  some  truth  in  the  notion  that  we 
are  not  so  har.ly  as  our  ancestors,  who  may  have  been  so  happ.ly  constituted  as  to  he  able  to 
mistake  a  blow  from  “rude  Boie-is'’  for  the  kisses  of  Zepliyrus.  Or  were  they— and  this  wo 
whisper  in  your  ear,  0  reader!  lest  we  should  be  pulled  up  with  “l)e  morluis  nil  nisi  bonum"— 
were  they  in  unholy  league  with  the  wooers  of  the  Muses?  and  did  they  enter  into  an  agreement 
to  connive  at  anything  and  everUhing  aiming  at  iinmor:a1ity',  provided  only  th^t  its  tendency 
were  to  inoculate  posterity  with  the  idea  that  the  very  climate  had  grown  less  genial  since  that 
mythic  age  known  as  “the  good  old  times?'’ 

Perhapi,  however,  at;er  all,  we  cannot  come  to  a  wiser  conclusion  than  to  embrace  the  opinion 
lately  promu'gated,  that  the  northern  hemisphere  is  gradually  cooling,  the  commencement  of  the 
diminution  of  heat  dating  from  l.'4a.  Of  course  we  do  not  wish  to  force  any  to  adopt  this  theory 
who  can  furnisll  us  with  another  and  a  better  solution  of  the  mystery  we  have  been  attempting 
to  utirave' ;  hut  until  they  da  60—faute  <le  mieux — we  shall  he  true  to  this  last  hypothesis,  and 
shall  advise  all  our  friends  to  make  thcmrclvcs  acquainted  with  Alphonse  Joseph  Adhdmar. 

But  blustering  March  will  not  give  us  an  opportunity  to  indulge  in  prosy  speculations,  if  he 
com.*  in  like  a  lien,  as  lie  is  proverbially  said  to  do.  Biglitly  is  he  na’i'.ed  after  Mars,  the  god  of 
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war,  reputed  father  of  Romulus,  of  him  who  divided  the  year  into  ten  months,  and  called  the 
first  of  them  in  honour  of  his  immortal  sire.  Yes,  with  his  mighty,  invisible  weapon — wind — 
the  world  knows  thit  he  is  well-nigh  invincible;  and  though,  when  he  forces  lordly  trees  to  bend 
het'ore  him,  and  davhes  off  the  br inches  of  even  England's  oaks;  and  though  great  landed 
propiietors  may  groan  at  the  dest  uction  of  their  timber,  gnaw  their  nails,  and  aver  “This  mutt 
be  put  a  stop  to"  (as  a  noble  duke  is  said  to  have  done  during  the  gales  of  la&t  Spring),  he  howls 
at  them  in  scorn,  and  bloweth  where  he  listeth,  as  before.  And  yet  March  has  mure  loveable 
attributes  thau  these.  VVe  still  hail  him  in  the  words  of  the  poet*  : — 

“Ipse  vides,  manibus  peragi  ferat  bells  Minervai 
non  minus  ingenuis  artibus  iila  vaoat 
Palladia  exeinplo  p  menda:  trinpora  sume 
cu-pidis :  iuveuies  et  quid  iueruiis  agas ;” 

and  soon  shall  we  behold  the  bellicose  March  engaged  in  superintending  agricultural  operations, 
or  granting  precious,  health-giving  breezes,  which  may  make  us  wonder  that,  in  this  age  of 
universal  teitiimnialUm,  some  grateful  sanitary  commissioner  does  nut  move  th  it  a  driiiking- 
louiitaiu  be  erected  in  his  honour,  that  being  one  fashionable  way  of  recognising  superior  merit, 
and  one  to  which  we  wish  every  success,  as  such  monuments  are,  generally  speaking,  admirably 
csiculsted  to  throw  cold  water  upon  the  system. 

With  the  dawn  of  March  coincs  the  memory  of  the  patron  saint  of  Wales,  the  celebrated 
St.  David,  who  had  ruy»l  as  well  as  British  blood  in  his  veins,  being  the  son  of  Xantbus, 
Prince  of  Wales,  and — what,  perhaps,  may  endue  him  with  more  interest  in  our  eyes — uncle  of 
our  never-to-be-forg  itten  hero.  King  Arthur.  He  was  born  in  Cardiganshire,  but  on  attaining 
manho  d  he  left  the  pLice  of  his  nativity,  and  re'.ired  to  the  Iile  of  Wight,  where  he  practised  the 
Strictest  abstinence,  and  gained  a  high  reputation  fur  sanctity  whilst  be  attended  on  the  instruc¬ 
tions  of  St.  Paulinus,  and  did  good  service  ti  the  Church  by  his  ministritions.  When  David 
returned  to  W  Jes  he  proved  the  most  furinidahle  opponent  of  his  cjuiitrymzn,  Pelagias  (who  was 
then  encaged  in  the  disseiniiiatiim  of  his  heretical  doctrines),  and  eminently  distinguished  him¬ 
self  at  the  Synod  oi  Brevy,  where  his  “  learning,  eloquence,  and  miracles’’  proved  all-convincing. 
Of  c  urse  so  remarkable  a  man  deserved  a  mitre,  and,  ere  long,  the  resignation  oi  Dubritius 
enabled  the  Church  to  upp  .int  him  to  the  archbishopric  of  Caerleun,  which  see  he  afterwards 
removed  to  Mynyw,  a  place  which  is  now  called  by  hia  name.  St.  David  died  at  the  advanced 
age  of  8:1.  Bale  would  lain  persuade  us  that  his  longevi  y  extended  to  14G  years. 

Every  one  h.ts  heard  tint  Taffy  wears  a  leek  upon  ■*  St.  Tavy’s  Day,"  but  we  doubt  if  every  one 
knows  the  rcaso.i  of  this,  or  even  if  any  one  can  go  beyond  a  supposition  on  the  subject.  One 
wiiter  thinks  that  it  origin  del  in  Diuioic  times,  and  that  the  plant  was  a  eym'iol  of  Ceudven, 
the  British  Cer.s;  others  nialntiin  that  it  was  the  sign  under  which  the  Welsh  gained  a  victory 
over  ti  e  Saxons,  St.  David  having  advised  them  to  assume  the  badge.  How  this  version  may  be 
received  by  le.arned  histuri.aiiS  we  know  not,  but  certain  it  is  that  the  rose,  shamrock,  and  thistle 
arc  nut  more  honoured  in  the  countries  which  have  adopted  them  as  emblems  than  is  the  odorous 
p  jt-herh  of  which  one  lias  declared — 

“  I  like  ttic  I.eeke  above  all  herbes  and  fliwres; 

W  ben  lir.-t  we  wore  the  same  the  field  was  ours. 

The  I.  eke  is  white  and  greerie,  whereby  is  meut 
'l  h.tt  Bntaii.s  are  both  stout  and  em.ueut; 

Next  to  tlic  l.i'Oi  and  the  V'nicorn, 

Tlie  Lteke  tue  fairest  emblym  that  is  worn.” 

It  will  he  rememhfred  flint  Fluellen  is  careful  to  remind  King  Henry  V.  that  his  ancestors 
who  fought  under  the  Black  Prince  •*  did  g  lOt  service  in  a  garden  where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing 
leeks  in  their  Moninnutli  caps,  which  vour  majesty  kiiows  is  an  honourable  padge  of  the  service;” 
and  the  speaker  bimsilf  decorated  h  s  headpiece  in  like  manner  upon  the  occasion  of  ti  e  fainoua 
liittle  of  .X^iiiiourt,  fought  upon  the  2oth  of  October,  1415.  Heme  it  appears  that,  although  the 
1st  of  .llarch  was  specially  Set  apart  lot  the  exaUatiou  of  that  propitious  vegetable  in  a  way  which 
Would  have  d. lighted  au  ancient  Egyptian,  it  was  called  into  requisition  on  the  occasion  of  any 

•  Th.  u  thy-clf  seest  that  fiirce  battto.s  arc  waged  by  the  bands  of  Minerva;  lias  slic,  on  that  account, 
less  leisure  f  T  the  liberal  arts  f  After  the  example  of  Tullas  do  tliou  take  an  opporiuiiity  fur  laying  asile 
tUy  lance ;  even  vlieu  uuurmcd  thou  wilt  funi  somewhat  fir  thee  to  do.” — Clriii  Irantlaltd _ Uilty. 
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hostile  engagement,  in  whatever  month  it  might  happen  to  take  place.  Before  we  take  leave  of 
the  8U*'ject  we  would  auk,  Can  leeks  be  in  any  way  stiiimUnts  to  pugnacity  ?  Oysters  are  said  to 
he.  The  o<luur  of  valerian  incites  cats  to  perform  uiihe  ird-of  antics.  Had  the  powerful  smell 
which  must  have  arisen  tirom  “a  garden  where  Iteks  did  grow,'’ or  from  the  one  which  graced 
the  bonnet  of  Fluellen,  any  peculiar  efiect  on  the  combativeness  of  the  brave  Welshmen  who 
fought  in  England's  ranks? 

A  signal  example  of  humility  is  presented  to  us  in  the  life  of  St.  Chad,  or  Ctador  (March  2), 
who  from  the  recesses  of  the  monastery  of  Lastingham  was  called  to  the  Bishopric  of  York, 
A.D.  Gl>6.  lie  obeyed  the  summons,  and  conscieLtiously  fulfilled  the  duties  of  his  ofiice  until 
Tbeodorus,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  decided  that  his  appointment  was  illegal,  and  induced  him 
to  resign  the  see,  which  he  transferred  to  St.  Wilfrid,  who  had  been  to  Paris  for  consecration. 
Chad  returned  unmnrmuringly  to  bis  place  of  retirement,  declaring  that  he  ever  thought  himself 
unworthy  of  the  dignity,  and  only  consented  to  take  it  out  of  obedience  to  the  king.  Such 
lights,  however,  are  not  permitted  to  burn  under  a  bushel,  and  alter  a  short  time  the  mitre  of 
Lichfield  was  conferred  upon  him ;  and  it  is  related  that,  when  the  primate  suggested  that 
the  bishop  designate  should  avail  him- elf  of  a  mode  of  conveyance  more  expeditious,  and,  as  he 
asserted,  more  dignified,  than  Chad's  usual  manner  of  progression,  which  was  on  foot,  he  received 
the  memorable  reply — “  Father,  1  thank  thee  fur  thy  care;  but  it  becomes  not  me  to  journey  in 
luxury  and  ease  when  my  Saviour  went  about  on  foot,  in  sickness  and  poverty,  in  freezing  cold 
and  burning  beat,  even  knowing  not  where  to  lay  his  head!"  This  humble  servant  of  Christ 
was  exalted  A.l>.  V72. 

The  few  days  next  preceding  the  solemn  season  of  Lent,  which  is  now  so  nigh  at  hand,  are 
signalised  by  several  domestic  observances  too  generally  known  to  need  recapitulation.  It  may 
be  observed,  however,  that  CoUop  Monday  owes  its  distinctive  appellation  to  the  fact  that  on  it 
our  ancestors  cut  up  their  meat  into  cotlops,  or  steaks,  that  it  might  be  the  more  easily  salted  and 
preserved  until  the  expiration  of  the  fast  brought  animal  food  again  into  requisition.* 

The  confession  of  sins  made  by  Bomanists  before  they  received  the  Euchaiist,  and  prepared  to 
perform  the  religious  duties  appointed  for  the  term  of  humiliation,  gave  Shrove  Tuesday  its  name, 
as  the  old  Saxon  word  s/tn've,  coirupted  into  s/trove,  signifies  confession.  The  bell  which  still 
rings  in  many  towns  on  the  morning  of  this  day  was  not  originally  sounded  as  a  warning  to  house¬ 
wives  to  make  ready  their  pancake  batter,  as  some  seem  to  suppose,  but  as  an  invitation  to  the 
penitent  to  enter  the  churches,  where  the  priests  were  in  readiness  to  listen  to  the  catalogue  of 
their  offences  and  to  grant  them  absolution. 

The  French  call  this  day  Mardi  Gras— not  a  bad  ides  when  we  think  of  the  tables  which 
would  groan,  if  they  could,  under  the  weight  of  pancakes  usually  imposed  upon  them.  It  appears 
that  depraved  human  nature  will,  soor.er  or  later,  “make  up”  to  itself  for  any  self-denial  which 
religion  may  think  fit  to  prescribe — witness  the  feasts  which  follow  Ramadan  amongst  the 
Mahometans,  and  the  riot  and  excess  which  exist  during  the  Carnivals  (i.e.,  cane  vale)  in  Roman 
Catholic  countries,  when  the  people  are  supposed  to  be  taking  a  (fond)  farewell  ot  fleshy  enjoy¬ 
ments  before  they  enter  upon  the  term  of  abstinence. 

Shrove  Tuesday  must  be  gladly  hailed  by  all  Westminster  scholars,  since  it  is  “the  cook’s 
duty  to  throw  a  pancake  of  very  subs' antial  make  over  a  high  bar,  from  which  a  curtain  formerly 
bung,  dividing  the  Upper  School  from  the  Lower.  ....  The  boys  scramble  among  themselves 
for  the  pancake  as  it  falls.  If  it  le  ctught  and  kept  whole  before  it  touches  the  ground,  after 
being  duly  thrown  over  the  bar,  the  fortunate  possessor  claims,  by  old  usage,  a  guinea  from  the 
dean.”  At  least,  such  was  the  law  in  former  times,  but  the  lenity  and  liberality  of  the  moderns 
permit  that  even  Lis  prowess  should  l  e  rewarded  who  has  secured  the  precious  morsel  by  throwing, 
his  body  over  it  as  a  shield  when  it  is  on  the  ground.  This  is,  at  any  rate,  a  more  innocent  mods 
of  amusement  thau  the  cock  tin  owing  and  fighting  which  schoolmasters  allowed  their  pupils  to 
witness  and  encourage  in  the  olden  time. 

The  first  day  of  the  Lenten  (i.e.  Spring)  Fast  is  called  Ash  Wednesday,  from  a  custom  which 
prevailed  amongst  the  early  Christians  of  strewing  ashes  upon  their  heads  as  a  token  of  their 
contrition  and  penitence.  Very  eevere  things  have  been  said  against  the  service  with  which  the 


*  In  the  North  of  England,  eggs  and  collops  of  bacon  arc  very  commonly  eaten  on  this  day. 
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Anglictn  Churoh  sees  good  to  admonish  her  sons  at  this  season  of  humiliation.  Now,  this  is  no 
place  for  controversy  of  any  kind,  least  of  all  for  religious  disputation,  but  those  of  our  readers 
who  do  not  like  to  be  accused  of  “cursing  their  neighbours,”  and  who  do  not  know  what  to  say  in 
self-defence,  may  be  reminded  that  the  solemn  “  Amen,"  uttered  after  the  publication  of  each  de¬ 
nunciation  against  sinners,  does  not  mean  “  So  be  it,”  as  it  does  at  the  end  of  prayers,  but  “  So 
it  is,”  as  when  placed  at  the  termination  of  creeds,  <kc.  It  is,  in  fact,  equivalent  to  the  solemn 
affirmation,  “Verily,  verily,”  so  often  employed  by  our  Saviour,  and  is  nothing  more  than  a  con¬ 
fession  on  our  part  that  we  believe  that  God  has  cursed  the  impenitent  sinners  who  do  such  and 
such  things. 

Again,  in  the  beaten  track  of  immoveable  feasts,  we  must  speak  of  St.  Perpetua  (March  7th), 
a  young  married  woman,  who  was  put  to  death  with  five  of  her  companions,  cir.  a.d.  203.  The 
mode  of  their  martyrdom  was  worthy  of  the  tyrant  who  instigated  it.  Thoy  were  cast  into  the 
spacious  amphitheatre,  and  there,  whilst  Rome  looked  on  and  made  no  effort  in  their  defence, 
were  they  exposed  to  the  furious  attacks  of  wild  animals,  and  fearfully  mangled,  until  the  origi¬ 
nators  of  the  spectacle  had  gazed  to  satiety,  and  inexperienced  gladiators  were  permitted  to  wet 
their  prentice  swords  in  the  blood  of  those  “of  whom  the  world  was  not  worthy.” 

The  name  of  St.  Gregory  (March  12tb)  is  familiar  to  every  one;  for,  of  course,  we  are  all  too 
much  flattered  by  his  punning  comparison  between  Angels  and  Angles  to  allow  ourselves  to  be 
ignorant  of  bis  history.  Therefore  it  would  be  lost  time  which  we  should  consume  in  telling  of 
his  acts;  only  we  would  beg  to  remind  churchmen,  that  they  are  indebted  to  him  fur  several  of 
the  prayers  in  their  Liturgy — lovers  of  music,  that  he  compiled  and  arranged  some  beantifnl 
chants  which  bear  his  name ;  and  it  is,  perhaps,  better  to  remark  that  be  was  not  the  original  pro¬ 
prietor  of  the  valuable  domestic  medicine  known  as  “  Gregory's  powders.” 

Edward  the  Martyr  (March  IStb)  owes  bis  title  rather  to  the  compassion  which  is  excited  in 
our  breasts  by  the  treacherous  manner  of  bis  death  than  to  bis  being  in  any  way  therein  a  witness 
to  the  truth  of  Christianity.  He  was  stabbed  by  order  of  bis  cruel  stepmother,  Elfrida,  as  he  was 
emptying  a  stirrupncup  previous  to  his  departure  from  her  residence,  Corfe  Castle,  whither  he  had 
wandered  in  a  bunting  excursion.  Lthelred,  son  of  the  murderess,  reigned  in  his  stead,  the 
innocence  and  sanctity  of  Edward  being  made  evident  to  the  most  incredulous  by  the  lights  which 
were  seen,  and  the  miracles  which  were  wrought,  at  his  tomb,  in  the  Church  of  VVarehain. 

St.  Benedict  (March  21st),  who  is  known  as  the  founder  of  the  order  of  Renedictine  Monks, 
fled,  when  yet  a  yonth,  to  the  desert  of  Subiaco,  so  shocked  was  ho  at  the  vicious  habits  of  bis 
fellow-pupils  at  Rome.  Thence  went  forth  the  fame  of  his  sanctity,  and,  in  time,  numbers  flocked 
from  all  parts  and  offered  to  rule  their  lives  according  to  his  directions.  There  were  many  dis¬ 
putes,  many  calumnies,  many  schisms,  and  Benedict  was  often  sick  at  heart  at  the  result  of  his 
undertaking;  but  he  eventually  succeeded  in  founding  twelve  monasteries,  which  were  in  a 
flourishing  condition  when  Death  claimed  him  for  bis  own,  a.d.  543. 

On  the  25th  of  March  the  Church  commemorates  the  Annunciation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary — on  that  occasion  when  Gabriel  revealed  to  the  lowly  maiden  what  was  the  will  of  God 
concerning  her,  and  told  of  the  Saviour  which  should  be  born.  Is  it  necessary  to  remind  our 
readers  that  this  is  Lady  Dayf  For  the  sake  of  their  landlords,  we  hope  not  I 

St.  SvviTHtN. 


Gkeen  Paper. — The  effect  of  the  spring  is  felt  as  much  in  the  interior  of  our  household  as 
in  the  gardens  and  fields.  The  same  benefleial  influence  which  makes  the  dove’s  neck  become 
iridescent  with  bright  hues  as  the  sun  enters  the  vernal  equinox,  makes  your  young  wife,  good 
reader,  look  out  fur  some  cheerful  paper  for  her  drawing-room ;  or  yourself,  possibly  a  bachelor, 
to  rejuvenate  yonr  study  in  the  same  manner.  We  can  have  no  possible  objection  to  your  doing 
so ;  but  we  wish  to  speak  one  word  of  warning.  The  most  seductive  of  all  colours,  and  the  one 
best  calculated  to  attract  a  jaded  eye,  is  green — bright  and  vivid  green,  such  as  we  see  flushing 
the  meadow  grass  at  this  season  of  the  year.  Beware  of  that  paper  I  Green  eyes  represent 
jealousy,  and  the  fabled  dragon  of  old  was  always  pictured  preen  ;  but,  permit  us  to  add,  that  not 
one  of  these  greens  was  half  so  deadly  as  the  roll  of  apple-green  paper  which  the  decorator  unfolds 
before  your  eager  eyes.  Put  it  upon  your  walls,  and  you  are  lining  your  r  mins  with  pure  death. 
The  doctor  wid  treat  you  for  some  hidden  malady,  and  the  six  ounce  phials  will  accumulate  by 
scores;  but  you  will  be  no  better;  your  strength  will  fail,  your  head  will  ache,  your  n  <se  will  run, 
and  your  eyes  will  water,  your  throat  will  be  .sore,  for  all  the  doctors’ stuff.  Go  away,  and  your 
vigour  returns;  come  again  within  the  green  embraces  of  your  snuggery,  and  again  you  will 
be  bewitched. 
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We  cannot  overlook  in  these  columns — 
inde-d,  it  will  not  Kiitler  itself  to  be  overlooked 
— The  Lady  of  La  Uaraye,  by  the  Hon.  Mrs. 
XoitTON  (Macmillsn  and  Co.)— a  narrative 
poem,  in  tile  oli  “  heroic”  measure,  chalieiij'in ; 
attention  by  i’s  own  intrinsic  interest,  as  we  1 
as  by  that  which  clings  to  the  name  of  the 
authoress.  To  get  rid  at  once  of  all  that  is  on 
the  outside,  we  will  just  say  that  it  is  beauti¬ 
fully  got  up  in  small  quarto  size,  and  is  en¬ 
riched  with  a  portrait  of  the  heroine,  and  other 
illustrations,  carefully  engraved  from  drawings 
by  the  authoress  herself,  who  appears  to  have 
fallen  in  with  the  storv  of  the  poem  when 
travelling  in  the  nciglibourhood  of  Dinan, 
in  18C0. 

Not  the  least  pleasing  part  of  the  volume 
is  tbe  Dedication,  to  the  Marquis  of  Lans- 
downe,  whom  the  authoress  addresses  as  a 

“  Friend  of  old  days  .... 
Patient  and  kind  throu^’h  many  a  wild  ai>i>eal; 
In  the  arena  of  a  brilliant  life 
Never  too  bu^y  or  too  cold  to  feel." 

Then,  after  a  few  ver^es  of  lamentation  over 
the  death  of  her  son,  and  the  ever-narrowing 
circle  of  her  friends  (of  wnieh  we  are  mrry  to 
bear),  .Mrs.  Norton  gives  us  the  fo.lowing  tine 
verses ; — 

“Oh  I  little  now  remains  of  all  that  wasl 

Even  tor  ilil.  gift  ol  linking  ineasureii  words. 
My  licart  nfl  qinstions,  \vi  h  dmciii  sged  p.iuse, 
Does  music  linger  in  the  slackening  cliurdst 

“Yet,  friend.  I  feel  n”t  that  all  jioa-er  is  fled. 

While  olT.-rnig  to  tiiee.  tor  tlio  kindly  years, 

Tlie  in'ang  blc  gift  of  tlionglir  whose  silver  thread 
Heaven  keeps  uiitariiislied  by  our  bitterest  tears. 
'  So.  in  tile  brooding  calm  tliat  fullowa  woe, 
rills  tale  of  La  tiAiiATh  1  fain  would  tell — 

As,  when  some  tarilily  storm  Hath  ceu..  d  to  blow, 
And  the  huge  mounting  sea  hath  ceased  to 
swell ; 

“  After  the  maddening  wrecking  and  the  roar, 

Tbe  a  lid  liigli  dasii,  tlie  iiioaii  iig  sad  letnat. 
Some  odd  slow  »avu  ciee|ia  taintly  to  the  a'-urc. 
And  leaves  a  wliile  shell  at  the  gaier's  feet. 
“Take,  then,  the  |UH>r  gilt  in  tliy  fiiiliful  li.md; 
Measure  its  worth  n  t  inert  ly  liy  niy  own. 

But  hold  it  d'  ar  as  gatlieied  tr  nil  ilio  sand 

Where  ao  iiiucli  wreck  of  youtli  and  liupc  lies 
strowii.” 

.This  is  truly  ptithetic  writing;  and  there  are 
not  wauling  in  the  p  >e.ii  il.self  examples  of  a 
power  which  should  make  the  singer  take  hack 
doubts  which  she  shares  in  comuion  with  all 
who  sing  in  a  cents  worth  liste  dng  to.  There 
is  a  well-known  passage  i  i  which  the  late  Mrs. 
Browning  expresses  similar  doubts. 

The  p  trtrait  of  the  Couulevsde  la  Garaye  is 
copie  I  Irim  an  authentic  pielure  still  preserved, 
Mrs.  Nor  on  tells  ns,  m  oiie  of  the  re  igious 
houses ot  Diiian.in  llriita  iy.  where  the  Hospital 
for  liu  urahles  founded  ny  the  cmiitess  and  her 
husband  st'll  exi.'ts.  Th-  easlle  ot  the  G  .tayes 
is,  it  seems,  in  ruins;  but  tlie  go.  d  cceos  id  tlie 
noble  aiid  unfortunate  couple  are  st  ll  fresh  in 
the  memory  ■  f  the  people.  M  e  are  informed 
that  they  died  withiu  two  years  of  each  other, 


and  were  buried  among  their  own  poor,  having 
bequeathed  (as  they  had  during  their  livea 
given)  the  greater  part  of  their  wea'th  to 
charitable  uses.  Tbe  count  left  a  large  sun 
of  money  to  the  pris  mersof  Rennes  and  Dinun, 
who  were  principady  English  solditrs — a  be¬ 
quest  which  Ls,  as  ^lrs.  Norton  truly  observea; 
the  more  noticeable  us  tbe  count  had  in  him  all 
the  instincts  of  a  warrior,  and,  when  more  than 
seve.ity  years  old,  “  was  patriotic  enough  to 
insist  on  marching  to  oppose  the  landing  of  the 
English  on  the  coast  of  France  in  the  year 
His  wife  was  .Mademoiselle  de  la  Mutte- 
I’iquet,  “niece  of  the  Chevalier  de  la  Motte- 
Fiquet,  who  so  great'y  distinguished  himself  in 
the  American  war.”  Having  added  that  the 
count  was  as  handsome  ana  ticcoiiiplished  u 
bis  wife,  and  that  both  were  fond  of  open-air 
sports,  we  may  proceed  to  the  poem. 

I'lie  “ Frulogue,”  about  “luins,”  and  the 
interjected  “  I  hrcnody,”  ab.iut  "  memory,"  are, 
beyond  queslion,  as  impertinent  to  the  main 
design  as  thry  are  fauitv  in  a  poetic  point  of 
view.  1  he  “  Ihreiiody,'’  it  is  true,  containa 
some  ready  lieautilul  and  powerful  wilting; 
hut  the  authoress  is  signally  wanting  in  lytic 
freeilom  and  puaer  of  inudulttion,  and  suc¬ 
ceeds  imieli  the  best  when  sue  is  fetterel  hyan 
uni  hanging  rhythm,  as  in  the  body  of  the  work. 
El’,  ry  reader  with  a  true  ear  will  say  the  same 
thing;  and,  fortimately,  all  the  faults  we  have 
to  iiieiition  lie  on  the  sur’a  e,  and  fall  obviuualy 
under  critical  canons.  \Vu  cannot,  ter  instance, 
feel  the  slightest  hesitation  in  saying  tnat  the 
whole  «f  the  moralising  about  Aoum  ai  d  Eve, 
and  tainted  plcnsuies,  on  pages  iiU  and  4U,  is  a 
blunder,  and  shou  d  be  turned  out  in  the  next 
ediiinii.  'I  be  same  remark  applies  to  tbe 
moralising  on  pagts  44  and  4o;  and  on  tbe 
latter  p.ige  we  may  observe  that  the  “child- 
soul”  in  the  t.ftea  uu  line  is,  dou'dle-is,  a  mis¬ 
print  for  “i  hiid-beer" — the  reference  being  to 
Samuel.  On  pa^e  4J,  the  exp  ession  “wealth 
of  cuils"  is  a  downright  album  coiiimon-place. 
O  1  page  41),  llic  reflrctions  iiilerposid  lietwecu 
the  fad  of  the  lady  and  the  tll'irti  of  her  tus- 
Im  .d  to  save  her  are  mere  “  padding"  in  the 
wrong  place.  Once  again,  the  “  moralising’’ 
which  begins  at  the  bottom  of  page  1)2  and 
ends  on  page  %  is,  with  the  exeepltnn  of  two 
or  t'niee  tine  couplets,  a  tedious  interruption. 
In  general,  the  poem  wants  fusion.  The  versi- 
lication  is  frequently  pro.saie.  Tbe  Alexan¬ 
drine  on  page  41)  (line  six)  is  only  shirking  a 
point  in  the  tale  that  rquires  immense  el >bo- 
ratioii  tor  etfeetire  telling.  The  simile  of  tho 
“  wild  ape”  III  the  last  line  hut  one  is  very  un- 
hick  V.  And  tli  it  is  all  we  care  to  say  in  the  way 
of  literary  criticism.  If  is  qmte'within  tlio 
power  Ilf  a  woman  ■  f  Mrs.  Norton’s  gilts  to 
stultify  it  in  a  second  edition. 

“  I  lieLidyot  Lh  Garaye”  is  in  four  parts.  In 
tin  first  (art  we  have  the  I  appine  s  of  tho 
V’  uiig  couple  sketel  cd  lor  us,  and  a  e  told  li  w 
I  lie  liilv  wid,  nut  ol  mere  line  and  high  spirits, 
go  a  lianting  with  her  lord.  One  Uav  she  h.as 
a  fall,  ill  w  Inch  her  horse  is  kil.ed ;  an  1  she  is 
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borne  hack  to  the  castle  the  wreck  ot  a  woman, 
with  her  hushand,  who  had  been  unable  to  help 
her.  moviiip,  crushed  in  heart,  beside  the  lit’.er 
on  wnic'h  she  wm  barne  home. 

In  the  tecond  part  we  learn  w/iat  a  wreck 
the  poor  girl  had  become.  Sin  was  much 
worse  tlian  crippled.  A  cherished  invalid  she 
ini,;tit  be  as  long  as  she  lived— a  wife  never 
again.  And  Her  beauty  was  irrevocably 
gone 

“Are  tliose  ber  eyes,  those  eyes  so  full  of  pain  f 
Her  resta  ss  locks  that  liuiil  Idr  ease  in  vain  ? 

I«  that  licr  otc|i,  iliat  ball,  uneven  tread? 

Is  tliat  her  Idi  (iiniluc  clieek,  an  pale  and  dead  ? 

Is  that-  the  querulous  ai.xinii'  mind  that  tells 
Its  little  ilia,  and  on  eaeh  ailment  dwells— 

The  spirit  alert  wliieh  early  moriiiiif'  stirred 
Even  as  it  rouses  evvy  ({ladsoine  bird, 

Whose  ehorns  of  irregular  music  rocs 
Up  witti  ttio  dew  that  leaves  the  sun-touched 
rose? 

“Oh:  a  icred,  altered;  even  the  smile  Is  Rono, 
Wh'Oh,  like  asuiilieain,  onee  cxultiiiR  shone  I 
Smiles  have  returned ;  but  not  tlie  smiles  of  yore; 
The  joy.  tiie  youth,  the  trinmpli,  are  no  more. 

An  anxious  snide  remains,  that  disconnects 
S.niliiiR  troiii  pladness." 

Then  came  the  torritile  question.  Will  my 
bus  ami’s  love  temain  to  me?  Can  it  so  re¬ 
main  ill  the  very  nature  of  things?  In  vain 
Claiti  avsured  the  ill-starred  woman  of  the 
till. lily  i;f  his  heart:  she  could  not  rise  to  the 
Ltigiit  of  lu.s  trust  in  l.iiiiself,  m  yuodiiesn, 
an  1  ill  (iod,  wh  >  iiispiier  th**  good.  I  he  words 
cf  liis  ie|.lv  to  her  doubts  are  beautiful  cuough 
to  drserve  qu  ding;  — 

“‘(111!  tlioii  ndsfaken  and  unhappy  cld  d, 

.‘'till  tliy  coni|dalniiiRa.  f.ir  thy  words  are  wild. 
Try  Uetiity.  thoiiph  so  pelf  .'t.  w.  s  hut  one 
tif  the  hriglit  ripples  dsiieiiiR  lo  the  sun. 

hleh.  Ironi  the  hour  I  hoped  lo  call  thee  wife, 
(daiieeil  down  the  silv  r  siroam  of  liappy  1  fe 
M  haiev'er  ehaiiae  1  ime’sln  avy  cloiois  may  make, 
Thus  are  the  waters  whieli  iny  t'nrst  nhall  slake; 
■liver  ol  all  iiiy  hopes  ilnui  vert  iiiid  iiit: 
liie  enr  ent  of  lliy  hi  iiiR  bears  my  lieart; 
Wretlier  it  sweep  alone  in  slpiie  or  sliude, 

Hv  b.irr.  n  ris  ks,  or  banks  in  fl.iwem  a  la.cd, 
l  oon  ttiti'  till-  -t  Tin.  or  plide  in  soft  repose- 
III  ihat  die;,  eliamiel,  love  unwverv.iie  H  .ws! 

Ilow  r  .list  llion  dri  am  oftieaiity  as  a  tliniR 
till  wliieli  del  ends  toe  lie.irt's  own  wiiheriiiR? 
Li.'s  l.udilmR  red  vvi'li  lints  ot  ve'i.al  years. 

And  delica'e  hds  of  eyes  tliat  shed  no  tears. 

All. I  lieht  iliat  f  ills  upon  t  o  sl.inioR  liair 
As  ihoiieh  it  loiiiid  ii  seeond  simbeaiii  tliere — 
These  most  ro  I.v,  my  (ierHude — n.iist  ro  by; 
Tile  leaf  must  with  r  and  llie  flower  must  cie; 
The  rose  can  only  have  a  rose's  bloom  ; 

Age  would  have  wrought  tliy  wondrous  beauty’s 
doom  ; 

A  litile  so mer  dul  that  beaii'y  ro— 

A  little  sooner— HarliiiR.  'ake  It  so; 

X'lr  add  a  stiitnite  itesp.iir  to  all  tins  woe; 

And  take  niv  f.dtii,  by  eliHiiees  unremoveit. 

To  tliy  last  lio.ir  of  aRe  and  bllRlit,  beloved  1'  ” 

At  last,  (i  rtrude  confesses  that  she  has 
sinn -d  i'l  wisbinato  die,  and  theeloud  over  her 
soul  is  lilted  f.  r  a  time.  In  tie  third  part, 
howevei,  we  ti  l  l  it  has  retumed; — 
spell  is  I II  tile  I  ff  .rts  e.icli  would  make, 

W  th  VI mil  R  S|ilii'.  lor  tlie  ntln  r's  sake; 

Tliroiieli  v.ime  new'  paili  of  llioiiRlit  tie  fain  W'OulJ 
inov.  — 

Aii'l  slie  lo  r  iaiiRUid  hour-  would  fain  employ — 
I’.tit  biller  Rrows  the  sweetro  ss  ol  ihetr  love— 
And  a  lament  lies  under  all  tbe.r  joy." 


In  the  fourth  part  the  husband  brings  a 
noble  Benedictine  I’rior  to  preach  comfort  and 
peace  to  the  sufferer,  and  both  the  men  ply  her 
with  the  trite  and  illogical  argument  that  there 
are  worse  sufferings  in  the  world  than  hers. 
This  “vacant  chaff,  well  meant  tor  grain”  (see 
“  In  Metnorirm,”  Sec.  vi ),  is  not  only  success- 
;  ful  in  soothing  the  lady's  mind,  but  she  and 
her  husband  determine  to  devote  tbeniaelves  to 
‘  the  Service  of  th  e  suffering  for  the  rest  of  their 
i  lives.  Accordingly,  they  turn  the  castle  into 
I  an  hospital,  and  become,  side  by  side,  the 
I  ministering  angels  of  the  wretched : — 

I  “  \iit  in  a  day  sncIi  happy  chango  was  brought : 

!  Not  in  a  day  the  works  of  mercy  wrought: 

Hut  in  Uod's  gradual  time.  As  Winter's  chain 
Melts  rroiii  the  eai  tli  and  leaves  it  green  agwiii: 

I  As  tlic  fresh  bud  a  crimsoning  beauty  sliovrs 
I  From  tlir  black  briars  of  a  last  yearns  rose: 

So  the  full  ae.ason  of  her  love  maturea, 

And  Iter  one  illneia  breeds  a  tliousaiid  curea 
•  •  *  •  • 

And  Cland,  her  eager  Claud,  with  fervent  heart. 
Earnest  in  all  things,  nobly  doea  bis  part.” 

And  the  poem  clores,  as  to  its  essential  part 
(there  are  some  concluding  couplets  to  the 
II  emory  of  Lord  Herbert  of  Lea),  with  the 
following  stanzas : — 

“.‘=1111  thrives  tlio  noble  llnspital  that  gave 
Shelter  to  thnso  whom  none  from  p  ihi  could  save; 
Still  to  the  Sclioiils  the  ancient  clinninR  cluck 
Calls  tne  poor  veanlines  of  a  slinple  It  ck: 

Still  the  I  aim  IIi  Iiirc  for  the  fal'en  and  lost 
(Whom  love  a  lillght  and  not  a  olessmR  cross'd) 
Semis  out  a  voice  to  woo  the  griprlnR  lireast — 
Co  lie  nnio  me,  ye  weary,  and  find  rest! 

And  still  the  Retille  Nurses— vowed  to  give 
Tlieir  aid  to  all  who  suffer  and  yet  live  — 

On  torth  In  snow.whi’e  cap  and  satilc  pown, 
Tendin'.' the  siek  and  hunpry  In  the  town. 

And  show  diin'pleiiires  on  tiieir  quiet  walls 
Ot  those  who  dwelt  in  Uaraye's  ruined  liallsl* 

Ve  think  a  largs  tri'ptife  of  gratitude  is  due 
ti  tlie  writer  who  upholds  in  such  a  stoir,  re¬ 
told  in  pi),  tic  form,  the  highest  ide.al  of  love 
between  u  man  and  woman.  True,  Mrs. Norton 
has  n  it  dnscerned  the  teal  unity  of  life,  or  she 
Would  not  have  spoken  of  “  the  gross”  and 
"eaithly,”  as  she  has  done  in  page  103;  and 
she  has  not  made  love  carry  on  its  work 
ill  the  hearts  t.f  the  hiisban't  and  wife  as  it 
coulU  have  done.  We  cann  d  help  wi  lung  that 
monk  away — not  becau-e  hi  was  a  monk,  but 
because  lie  was  an  interloper.  Love  ought  to 
have  found  out,  for  it.self,  what  it  wanted,  and 
set  alaiut  its  works  of  mercy  without  clerical 
rompting.  But  the  story,  as  it  stands,  is  so 
eautilul  that  we  may  well  congratulate  the 

iioetess  who  has  been  the  first  to  tell  it  to 
■i  glisli  readers,  and  may  all  the  more  earnestly 
urge  upon  ber  su'  h  elaboration  ss  her  work 
serins  to  us  to  require.  Wc  have  read  “  I'he 
L:ii  y  of  La  Garave”  with  thr  keene.vt  end  most 
re-pectftil  svnipathy  for  the  authi  rrss,  and 
sliotild  n  t  have  ventured  on  the  little  cri  i- 
cisiiis  wbivh  have  sscaped  us  if  we  had  not 
thought  Some  adliiionai  psins  might  make 
til  ■  poem  certain  to  live,  and  as  worthy  of  the 
name  of  Caki  I.ink  Noiitdx  in  one  sphere 
of  literature  as  “  Siuart  of  Hunleath”  is  in 
anottier. 
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TiiR  namerons  evening  parties  which  now 
succeed  each  other  cause  an  increase  of  busi¬ 
ness  iu  all  trades  connected  with  fashionable 
toilets ;  and.  as  we  have  seen  several  ver^  tasty 
and  elegant  Evkmno  DuessKS  at  a  fashionable 
mauon  de  modes,  we  will  attempt  a  description 
of  a  few  of  them.  The  materials  generally 
used  for  evening  dre  ses  are  tulle,  crepe,  and 
tarlatane,  many  of  the  latter  being  manufac¬ 
tured  with  gold  or  silver  spangles;  plain  glacd 
silks  are  also  in  great  favour. 

_  A  very  pretty  maize  coloured  dress  in  glacd 
silk  was  ornamented  on  the  skirt  with  blonde 
o'lillings,  put  on  in  diamonds,  the  centre  of  the 
diamonds  being  finished  off  with  a  small  silk 
rosette.  Quillings  and  ruches  trimmed  the 
body,  and  the  sleeves  consisted  of  one  large 
puff  confined  at  the  bottom  by  a  band  covered 
with  a  silk  ruche. 

Another  pretty  evening  dress  was  composed 
of  white  tarlatane,  made  with  two  skirts,  and 
trimmed  with  white  lace  and  cerise  ribbon,  the 
upper  skirt  being  cut  to  form  a  tunic.  Three 
rows  of  lace  were  placed  on  the  bottom,  and 
two  rows  on  the  upper  skirt,  each  row  of  lace 
being  beaded  with  a  cerise  ruche.  The  body 
was  cut  sufficiently  low  and  pointed  in  front 
to  admit  of  a  little  stomacher  being  worn,  and 
was  tiimmed  with  lace  and  cerise  ruches  to 
correspond  with  the  skirt.  A  broad  sash,  fast¬ 
ened  on  the  left  side,  was  worn  with  this  dress. 

Another  preity  evening  dress  was  made  of 
blue  satin,  cov.red  with  a  blue  tulle  skirt, 
trimmed  with  blue  silk  ruchings,  and  looped 
up  with  bunches  of  apple-blossom;  and  another, 
of  pink  satin,  was  trimmed  with  white  pleated 
tulle  laid  over  pink  ribbon. 

We  will  conclude  our  remarks  on  evening 
toilets  by  noticing  one  more,  destined  for  a 
Parisian  lady  of  distinction,  and  the  effect  of 
which  was  most  pleasing.  The  dress  was  made 
of  blue  and  silver  brocaded  satin,  with  a  short 
train  behind,  and  was  ornamented  in  front 
with  a  tabller  of  white  sitin.  The  front  of  the 
body  had  also  a  piece  of  white  satin  let  in  in  a 
pointed  form,  and  was  trimmed  with  white 
satin  ruches  laid  over  white  blonde.  The  dress 
was  accompanied  by  a  co  ffure  of  blonde  mixed 
with  black  velvet  aud  silver  ornaments. 

We  have  lately  seen,  in  the  course  of  prepa¬ 
ration  for  a  Wedding,  some  very  pretty  and 
stylish  costumes.  Ttie  bride’s  dre'S  was  o  m- 
posed  of  white  satin,  trimmed  on  the  skirt  with 
one  deep  lace  flounce.  The  satin  skirt  was 
gored,  and  was  made  exceedingly  long  behind, 
to  form  a  demi- train.  The  body  was  high 
behind,  and  cut  square  in  front,  trimmed  round 
the  square  with  satiii  niching.  The  sleeve  was 
very  wide  and  op  n.  trimmed  with  lace  to 
match  that  on  the  skirt;  and  the  entire  dress 
was,  of  course,  further  enriched  by  orange- 
blossoms  and  j  tsmine.  arranged  on  toe  skirt  in 
one  lung  garland.  The  wreath  was  made  very 
high  in  front,  the  veil  being  fastened  by  sprays 
of  flowers  crossed  on  the  top  of  the  head. 

Eight  bridesmaids'  dresses  were  prepared  fur 
this  occasion,  all  of  them  being  made  of  white 


g1ac6  silk — four  trimmed  with  blue,  and  fou  j 
with  cerioe.  The  skirts  of  these  dresses  wtrs  , 
trimmed  with  ruches  pot  on  in  diamonds,  and 
the  bodies  were  made  plain,  with  demi-opia 
sleeves,  also  ornamented  with  ruches.  Whits 
French  merino  Colleen  Bawn  mantles,  boand 
with  coloured  silk  appropriate  to  the  dress,  and 
white  drawn  silk  bonnets,  with  tulle  fronts; 
and  trimmed  with  coloured  flowers,  were  ths 
accompaniments  to  these  pretty  toilets. 

Amongst  the  numerous  dresses  that  were  ts 
be  worn  on  the  same  occasion  we  must  mentua 
a  very  pretty  one  in  pale  mauve  glacd  silk, 
trimmed  with  narrow  flounces  and  black  lass. 
The  black  lace  was  arranged  to  imitate  a  tunic, 
and  was  surmounted  by  three  very  narrow 
pleated  flounces  of  mauve  silk.  The  body  wm 
made  with  revere,  with  a  gigot  sleeve,  elabo¬ 
rately  trimmed  with  ruching  and  lace. 

Another  dre>s  was  of  pale  green  glacd  silk, 
made  with  one  deep  flounce,  headed  by  two 
frills,  put  on  in  festoons.  The  bod^  was  cnt 
square,  for  a  full  muslin  and  lace  chemisette,  and 
the  sleeve  was  open  and  slashed  to  the  elbow,  . 

A  very  charming  costume,  introducing  the 
veite  Rus»e,  was  of  blue  glacd  silk,  the  skirt 
being  trimmed  down  the  seams  with  ruchings 
of  blue  silk.  With  this  skirt  was  worn  a  whits 
silk  veite  Husie,  ornamented  on  each  side  with 
a  design  in  blue  velvet,  and  over  this  a  Zouave 
jacket,  made  of  the  same  silk  as  the  skirt. 

The  .Mkuici  Ckintukks  appear  to  be  now, 
with  many  persons,  an  inuispensable  article  of 
dress.  They  are  made  in  a  variety  of  ways, 
and  are  trimmed  in  so  many  different  styles 
that  it  would  be  impossible  to  describe  all  we 
have  seen.  The  ceiutures  are  all  made  with 
pointed  bands  round  the  waist,  and  have  two 
ends  falhng  down  the  skirt  on  each  side  of  the 
point.  Small  trimmed  pockets  are  generally 
inserted  in  the  ends,  or  a  trimming  to  imitate 
them  is  substituted. 

We  have  noticed  these  sashes  in  plain  silk, 
with  cross-bars  of  velvet,  fastened  by  beads,  u 
an  orn  <ment  for  the  bottom.  Others  havo  an 
end  of  embroidered  net,  and  others  are  merely 
trimmed  with  ruches;  but  the  pointed  band  is 
invariably  ornamented  to  correspond  with  ths 
two  ends. 

or  Fichus,  and  black  and  white  net  Zouavi 
•  Jackkts,  for  evening  wear,  we  can  only  say 
that  they  are  as  much  worn  as  ever,  as  are  alas 
velvet  jackets,  embroidered  in  steel  or  black. 

Bali.  Cloaks  are  now  being  made  of  ex¬ 
ceedingly  rich  and  handsome  mateiials,  and 
are  no  longer  intended  simply  as  an  article  to 
be  merely  thrown  down  in  any  corner  of  the 
room,  but  really  form  part  of  the  evening  toilet, 
and  are  made  to  coi  respond  with  the  dress. 
We  have  seen  some  in  white  silk,  bordered 
with  ermine,  and  some  trimmed  wiih  black  and 
gold  bands,  and  others  spatted  with  gold. 

To  those  of  our  readers  who  are  industriously 
inclined,  we  may  mention  that  Collekn  Baws 
Maktlks,  in  crochet,  have  lately  appeared. 
These  are  composed  of  the  simple  treble  stitch, 

orked  in  thrici,  and  have  a  pretty  effect 
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crocheted  in  bright  scarlet  wool,  with  a  black 
border.  We  liave  also  seen  them  in  white, 
with  bright-coloured  borders ;  but  these  are  not 
aearlj  so  effective. 

Bright  colours  are  now  being  very  much 
worn  fur  under-garments,  in  the  shape  of 
LaoiKs'  K.mcks.kbockeks,  Fla.nkel  Ptri'i- 
COATS,  and  Petticoat  liouias,  all  of  which 
articles  are  composed  of  the  must  brillinnt 
scarlet  flannel. 

The  knickerbockers  are  admirably  adapted 
for  the  cold  weather,  as  they  are  cuntiiied  just 
below  the  knee  by  a  piece  ut  elastic  run  in  the 
hem,  and,  consequently,  are  an  extremely  com¬ 
fortable  and  warm  article  of  clothing.  Those 
of  our  readers  who  are  fund  of  gardening,  and 
standing  about  in  the  open  air,  will  find  these 
most  judicious  things  to  we.ir. 

The  scarlet  flannel  petticoats  which  we  have 
jut  mentioned  are  usually  scalloped  at  the 
bottom  with  white  wool  or  white  purse-silk. 
The  silk  has  the  prettiest  effect  before  being 
washed,  but  the  wool  is  the  must  durable,  as  it 
does  not  discolour  in  the  process  of  the  laundry. 

Talking  of  under-linen,  we  must  nut  forget 
the  pretty  white  petticoats  that  will  be  so  much 
worn  during  the  coming  summer,  and  which 
should  now  be  prepared  in  readiness  fur  the 
warm  weather.  They  are  trimiiiea  with  frills 
at  the  bottom,  which,  when  gauffered,  have  an 
exceedingly  neat  and  natty  appearance,  and 
may  be  headed  by  an  insertion,  or  may  be 
made  quite  p:ain.  The  material  of  which  the 
petticoat  should  be  made  may  be  of  cambric, 
tine  lung-cloth,  cambric  muslin,  or  jaconet,  and 
the  width  of  the  trills  three  or  four  inches,  tao 
frills  being  quite  sufficient  for  one  garment. 
Messrs.  Cash  and  Co.'s  Coventry  Cambric 
Frilling,  which  requires  no  heininiiig  or  whip¬ 
ping,  we  can  recommend  for  this  purpose,  us 
they  manufacture  it  expressly  for  trimming 
petticoats. 

A  nice  little  novelty  has  appeared  in  the 
way  of  Nightcaps  fur  ladies,  very  coquettish 
and  dainty  m  their  appearance.  They  are 
made  with  a  round  crown,  whipped  on  to  a 
piece  of  insertion  and  frilling,  and  are  not  tied 
tsndtr  the  chin,  but  somewhat  resemble  the  shape 
ot  anet.  The  caps  are  usually  made  of  spotted 
or  figured  muslin,  and  trimmed  with  work  or 
fnlling.  A  piece  of  elastic  is  someiiines  put  iu 
to  draw  it  to  the  required  size,  or  a  piece  of  rib¬ 
bon  may  be  used  instead  of  elastic.  \N  e  hope  soon 
to  give  our  readers  a  ptttern  of  one  ot  these 
nice  little  capi,  so  suilaole  for  summer  wear. 

The  velvet  Tukbam  Hats  that  are  being 
worn  by  little  boys  aie  extremely  stylish, 
trimmed  with  brighi-colsured  ostrich  feathers. 
Little  girls’  hats  are  also  composed  of  black 
velvet;  but  these  are  made  pointed  behind,  with 
a  high  turned-up  brim  in  front. 

We  noticed  a  little  boy,  the  other  day,  so 
prettily  a'  tired,  that  we  must,  before  concluding, 
tell  our  readers  wbat  tuis  litlle  fellow  had  on. 
HU  dress  was  of  very  rich  black  velvet,  urna- 
meuted  at  tne  bottom  with  a  row  of  Maltese 
lave,  turned  up  and  tacked  like  a  tucker,  with 
rich  steel  buitu  is  down  the  trunt.  A  velvet 
pale  or,  wii  nuut  criiiin.iiig,  a  d  a  velvet  hat,  i  he 
brim  trnamruted  with  wh  te  .Maltese  la^e,  with 
s  (qft  of  scarlet  ostrich  feathers— accompanied 


the  dress ;  and  bright  scarlet  stockings,  patent 
leather  boots,  and  tiny  kid  gloves,  completed 
this  elegant  child's  costume. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COLOURED 
PLATE. 

Dressing-Gown  ok  SIorniso  Wrapper. 
— This  ro6e  de  chambre,  d  la  LuuU  XV^.,  may 
be  composed  of  poplin,  llama,  French  merino, 
or  muusseliiie- de-lame,  and  is  made  in  the  new 
colour  called  Orpheliun,  derived  from  Orpheus. 
Tills  shade  of  red  is  extremely  brilliant,  and 
would  be  exceedingly  becoming  to  a  brunette. 
The  shape  of  the  diessiiig-guwn  is  now  very 
fa  hionable.  It  is  made  loose  behind,  and 
drawn  in  to  the  waist  in  front  by  means  of  a 
girdle  or  sash,  lastened  to  the  seams  on  each 
side,  under  the  arms.  The  neck-piece  is  per¬ 
fectly  plain,  and  is  cut  in  one  piece;  this  is 
ornamented  with  braiding  like  that  on  the 
skirt.  I'he  back  of  the  garment  is  pleated  in 
three  large  pleats,  fastenea  in  to  toe  neck-piece ; 
these  flow  anil  hang  in  a  very  graceful  manner, 
and  are  not  confined  at  the  waist  at  all.  The 
float  is  slightly  fulled  in  to  the  neck-piece  by 
means  of  very  tiny  pleats,  and  the  sleeve  is  of  a 
simple  bell  shape,  slashed  to  the  elbow.  The 
skirt  is  also  slaslied  on  each  side,  to  allow  the 
embroidered  petticoat  to  be  seen ;  and  the 
dressing-gown  is  ornamented  round  the  bottom 
with  nsnow  black  braid,  run  on  to  form  a 
pretty  design.  The  coiffure  consists  of  a  silk 
net,  made  with  a  roll  in  front  and  bow  behind. 
The  full-sized  paper  pattern  of  this  dressing- 
gown,  tacked  together  and  trimmed,  may  be 
bad  by  inclosing  i‘2  stamps  to  Madame  Adolphe 
Goubaud,  24:1,  Strand,  London,  W.C. 

Walking  Toilet. —  ITie  pardessus  is  com¬ 
posed  of  black  coidrd  silk,  trimmed  with  narrow 
velvet,  gimp,  and  silk  fringe,  and  isa  very  suit¬ 
able  gariiinit  fur  wearing  between  the  seasons. 
It  is  made  with  a  pointed  pelerine,  into  which 
the  mantle  is  pleated  belnod,  underneath  the 
fringe.  Tne  sleeve  is  rather  large,  and  ttiinmed 
at  tbe  bottom  with  gimp  and  fringe,  put  on  in 
points,  to  imitate  a  turned-back  cuff.  The  pockets 
are  of  a  pointed  shape  at  the  bottom,  and  are 
trimmed  to  correspond  with  the  rest  of  the 
pardessus.  A  gimp  trimming  ornaments  each 
side  of  the  garment  down  tbe  front,  whilst 
round  tbe  bottom  both  gimp  and  fringe  are 
used  for  trimming.  Tbediess  is  of  gnea  glac4 
silk,  made  with  a  flounce  at  the  bottom  of  the 
skirt,  headed  with  ruches  of  brown  silk  in 
squares.  The  bonnet  is  of  white  terry  velvet, 
made  with  a  voiletle  of  lace;  a  bandrau,  com¬ 
posed  of  two  mauve  feathers,  fastened  in  tbe 
centre  with  a  gold  ornament,  completes  the 
inside  trimming  of  the  bonnet.  The  full-sized 
paper  pattern  of  the  black  silk  pardessus  illus¬ 
trated  in  this  figure  may  be  had  by  inclosing 
42  stamps  to  Sladame  Adolphe  Goubaud. 

ROUND  BEAD  WATCH  HOOK  IN  RAISED 
LEAVES. 

hfnttrials  required  for  one  pair  of  Watch- 
Ilo'iknare  —  A  piecr.oj  I'enelopecanvans  No.  iS, 
7  inches  by  li  inches  ;  2  oz  of  birge  shed  chalk 
beads;  I  oz.  oj' alabaster  diUo;  ^  bunch  oj' yuld 
beads,  No.  8 ;  i  bunch  of  steel  beads,  the  same 
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tttf;  3  i':ein$  each  nf  two  pretty  shades  oj 
siuyle  green  Berlin  wool ;  |  sheet  of  white 
wadding ;  1  pair  of  watch-hooks. 

The  iibje.'t.  we  liave  selectfil  for  our  coloured 
illustra  ton  thie  month  consh-ts  of  a  peifectly 
nov.l  style  of  watch-hook  in  bead  worK,  which 
ie  coinpoet'd  of  right  raise!  points,  forming  a 
star.  I'he  raised  appearince  is  given  by  means 
of  folded  pieces  of  wadding  laid  on  the  canvass 
before  the  bends  are  tlirraded;  and  the  hoik 
from  which  the  watch  is  suspended  is  placed 
quite  in  the  centre  of  the  s'ltr. 

To  work  one  of  the  hangers,  proceed  in  the 
following  manner: — Lay  the  canvass  over  our 
illustration,  and,  with  a  pen  and  ink,  mark  the  ! 
centre  circle,  and  front  this  circle  eight  radiating 
lines,  which  should  be  again  connected  by 
points;  and  mark  also  the  outer  circle,  to  show  | 
the  size  the  article  is  to  bo.  Eight  points  . 
are  now  traced  on  the  canvass,  and  the 
spat'es  between  the  paints  should  be  ti  led  in 
with  the  two  shades  of  Berlin  wool,  using  the  | 
lighter  shade  for  the  outside  edge.  A  piece  of  j 
stiff  writing-ptper,  cut  to  the  shape  of  the  star,  [ 
should  now  be  tacked  on  the  canvass,  and  a 
small  roll  of  wadding  placed  on  each  p  lint. 
The  wadding  must  be  very  tightly  rolled,  and 
shmUd  feel  quite  hard,  before  the  beads  are  I  lid 
over.  To  keep  these  p  eces  of  wadding  tn  their 
proper  place  they  should  be  tacked  down  at 
each  piint.  Care  must  be  taken  to  have  the 
same  quantity  of  wadding  for  each  leaf  so  that 
they  are  all  of  the  same  height  and  thickness. 
1(1  thieadiug  the  beads,  commence  with  1  chalk, 
which  f  inns  the  extreme  point ;  then  thread  (5 
more  rowsof  coalk,  increasing  2  besds  in  every 
row.  7tb  row. —  I'hread  C  chalk,  1  aiahasttr, 

U  chalk.  8tb  row. — G  chalk,  3  alabaster,  G 
chalk.  9th  row. — o  chalk,  2  alabaster,  1  gold, 

2  alaba  ter,  5  chalk.  10  h  r  w. — 4  chalK.  2 
ala'ias'er,  3  gold,  2  alaba't>-r,  4  chalk.  11th 
row. — 3<  halk,  2  alabasttr,  2  gi  l.l,  1  steel,  2 
gold,  2  alabaster,  3  chalk.  12  h  row. — 2  ch  ilk, 

1  al.a'iaster,  2  gold,  3  ste  1,  2  gold,  1  ala  laster, 

2  chalk.  IGth  row. — 1  chalk,  1  alabasti  r,  2 
gold,  S'steel,  2  gold,  1  alabaster,  1  chalk.  14th 
row. — 1  alabaster,  2  gold,  b  steel,  2  gold,  1 
alaba.'-ter.  15ti  row. —  1  gold,  7  stiel,  2  gold. 

Each  of  these  rows  is  arranged  over  the 
raised  pieces  of  wadding  and  the  needle  drawn 
through  on  the  wrong  side.  When  the  eight 
points  are  completed  in  the  same  manner,  a 
watch -hook  should  be  firmly  sewn  on  m  the  | 
centre,  and  the  canvass  stretched  over  a  round  i 
piece  of  cardboard,  which  thould  he  lined  { 
with  silk.  The  edge  should  be  tinirhed  off 
witt  a  tiny  silk  cord,  or  a  ve  y  nairow  fancy 
gimp — a  piece  of  which  should  be  left  at  the 
top,  to  hang  it  up.  To  eave  time  and  troii'  le, 
a  piece  of  bright- coloured  velvet  or  French 
merino  might  be  u.sed  instead  of  grounding  the 
canvass — an  anging  the  bead  star  in  the  sumo 
manner.  Snould  the  colour  we  have  selecUd 
f  T  the  grounding  not  harmonise  nicely  with 
the  bed  furnitu-e  from  which  the  watch-hook 
is  to  be  suspended,  it  may  be  altered  to  any 
other  brignt  sliade  the  worker  may  fancy.  The 
price  of  mat>  rials  fur  one  pair  of  hangers  is 
21.,  exclusive  of  postage,  which  may  be  had  of 
Mrs.Wilcockson,  44,Uuodge-street,  Tottenham* 
court-road. 


A  WEDDING  XaOUSSEAU. 

Wk  have  been  repeatedly  asked  to  describe, 
at  one  time,  what  hous"-liiien,  at  another  what 
undir-linen,  would  be  con.sidrred  sutlicient  tor 
the  wedding  trousseaux  of  brides  in  the  middle- 
class  ot  society  ;  that  is  to  say.  of  those  who 
may  soon  have  comimnd  of  incomes  ranging 
fnindiiOf  to  GiMIf.  a-year.  For  such  1  di  s  »e 
now  pres*'nt,if  we  may  use  the  term,  acomplets 
“  bridal  out  tit.” 

Undku-Linhv.  —  6  fl  It  It  el  waistcoats  (if 
tlie-e  be  worn);  C  pdr.s  ot  Hunnel  draweis  (if 
these  he  worn);  12  chemises;  12  pairs  of 
drawers;  12  pairs  id' cotton  stockings;  ti  pan 
of  silk  ditto;  G  pairs  of  winter  ditto;  4  pairs 
of  s'ays  ;  4  tlmncl  pcttiioats  f  r  sunnner 
wear;  4  ditto  for  winter  wear;  4  wirm  twill 
pettic  atsfor  wearing  under  criim  ines;  3crino- 
lines;  3  simply-tucsed  petticoats ;  3  with  tucks 
and  insertion ;  2  with  frills  one-eighth  of  t 
yard  deep ;  2  handsome  ditto  witii  work  and 
insertion  ;  4  muslin  petlicjats  for  summer 
dress  s;  1  winter  petticoat;  1  under  di'to; 
(>  jacket  bodies,  triinmed  with  simple  work; 
G  ditto,  trimmed  with  insertion  and  work; 
12  nightdresses,  variously  trimmed;  12  night¬ 
caps— G  simply  trimmed,  ami  G  richly  tiiminei. 

Eto.etikas.  —  1  dozen  pocket-liandae.r- 
chiels,  jilaio;  1  dozen  ditto,  liein-st itched; 
1  dozen  ditto  trimmed  or  em''roid  red  ;  1  I'ridal 
ditto;  12  p'aiii  li..oa  sets  of  m  iming  co  lars 
and  cuffs  ;  12  sets  of  fancy  ditto,  lace  and 
muslin;  1  idsck  lace  fidiu  or  pcieiine;  1  while 
lace  ditto,  ditto;  2  veils. 

l)nKssi:.s,  JIanti.k.s,  — Bridal  dress; 
4  silk  dr(s.ces,  iiicluuing  a  hlack  one;  1  inoirs 
an'ique  ;  2  warm  winter  ilreK.sps ;  2  fancy 
material  ditto  ;  4  suinmer  morning  ilres-es ; 
4  mu'-lin  ditt";  evening  drr>Sf8  accorcing  to 
requir  im  nt;  1  Hiimel  dres.'ing-gown  ;  1  break¬ 
fast  dress;  2  coinbiiii;  jacki  t  ;  Zonaiejs  keU 
and  vestes.  or  cheiiiiseiles;  he-ddri  ssi  s,  if  re¬ 
quir'd;  1  P  i-lry  sawl;  1  bUck  lace  ditto; 

1  tliick  truve  ling  shawl ;  1  di  to.  ditto,  rug; 
silk  msn'lts.  cloth  ditto,  shawls,  Ac.,  tor  out¬ 
door  wear;  2  s  is  of  fur;  1  u  iihrclia;  2  para¬ 
sols;  1  pair  of  goloshes;  hoots,  various;  shoes, 
ditto;  slippers,  2  pairs;  eiciiing  bocts  and 
shoes,  if  required;  12  pairs  of  gloves. 

Ilotsic-I.INF.N.  —  G  pdrs  of  best  sheets; 
G  pairs  of  medium  dit'u;  2  pairs  of  Hue  dilto. 
with  pin-stitched  tops;  4  jiairs  of  lervants’ 
sheets;  12  holster-cases;  (i  pars  of  tiiinmed 
pillow-cases  ;  12  |iairs  of  good  linen  ditto; 
li  pairs  of  serv.Aiits’  pillow- c  isi  s  ;  0  dozen 
chaiiilier  towels  ;  1  dozen  furkish  ditto  ; 

2  dozen  servants’  ditto;  18  t  iiet  covers; 
8  lull-siz^d  dim  er  table-cloths;  8  smaller  ditto, 
for  hreakfett;  G  ditto,  for  kitchen  ii.e;  4  side¬ 
board-cloths;  G  tray-clolhs;  21  fiill-.-iz  d  table 
napkins;  12  hre..kl  .st  ditto;  12frmg<il  d  uy- 
leys;  C  lish  napkins ;  12  gl  ss-clorhs;  12  lea- 
cloths.  24  dusters  — G  fir  ilrawitig-ro  in  u.se ; 
1  dnz  n  rough  I  rown  kitCi.eii  clotiis;  8  round 
towels;  12  k.  ife-cl- ths. 

Pattetns  of  the  newe-t  and  most  fash'onable 
niidei-linen,  including  cln  mi.sc.  drawers,  petti¬ 
coat  band,  pi'ttii  oat  body,  nighi-dreis,  and 
iiight-ca|  ,may  he  had  'or  7s.  ilic  set  ot  .Ma  lame 
Adolphe  (ioubaud,  '248,  .Strand,  London,  W.C. 
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NEW  AND  FASHIONABLE 

NEW  PIANOFORTE  MUSIC. 

We  suppose  it  is  uecessiry  for  the  supply  of 
some  nnaccountalile  demand  tha*.  music  puh- 
lishers  p'irit  the  host  of  pieces  which  we  see 
sd'ertUe.l  in  the  journal-,  and  some  of  which 
come  to  our  hands.  But  we  must  acknowledge 
th<t,  if  those  which  we  receive  are  fa  r  speci¬ 
mens  of  their  class,  then  we  have  every  reason 
to  be  erateful  that  no  prester  number  arrive  at 
the  office  of  the  EngU'Iiwom.vs.  It  was 
onr  original  notion  to  sire  our  readers  some 
idea  of  the  general  character  of  the  New  Music 
published  from  month  to  month,  and,  by  care¬ 
fully  considering  the  merit  of  the  various 
‘‘sheets,"  point  out  those  pieces  which  might 
be  acceptable,  either  as  Songs,  Operatic  or 
Dance  Music,  or  Pianoforte  pieces.  It  is  m  t  a 
pleasant  thing  forwriter  or  reader  that  it  must 
M  declared  that,  out  of  thirty  pieces  of  music 
we  have  gone  over,  we  cannot  tind  it  in  our 
heart  to  give  any  kind  of  praise  except  to  the 
following.  To  the  others  we  shall  not  aff.ird 
the  prominence  of  print.  We  only  trust  that 
ubiishers  have  s  mething  better  in  store  which 
les  not  reacii  us;  for  all  the  finery  of  afronis- 
pieeecrnnot  carry  ofi'  the  intei  se  duliie.ss,  the 
utter  want  of  ori  inality,  and  ti  e  inartistic 
effects  of  the  greater  part  of  the  music  we  have 
tried  and  found  wanting. 

The  Muon  has  Raised  (he  Lamp  Above.  Duet. 
—The  “Colleen  Bawii,”  under  the  title  of  the 
"Lily  of  Killarney,'*  lias  arrived  at  the  dignity 
of  Opera;  and  we  have  no  wish  to  withhold 
praise  from  M.  Benedict,*  its  compo-ser.  The 
dn  t  here  na'ned  is  sung  hy  Me.s  rs  Santley 
and  iluigti,  and,  although  scarcely  Hibernian 
in  style,  must  be  admitted  to  possfSS  a  certiiii 
charm  of  its  own.  An  encore  of  this  duet 
Usually  rewards  the  singers. 

It  is  a  Vhartniug  (lirl  I  Love.  23.  BJ. — 
Mr.  Harrison  sings  this  song  its  the  “  Li  y  of 
Kiilarnev,"  and  with  all  the  characteristics  of 
his  peculiar  style.  The  liish  tone  is  liereinore 
audible  and  the  puMic  proclaims  its  apprecia¬ 
tion  by  encoring  Myles. 

Tm  Alone.  Ballad.  29.  Cl. — There  is  no 
doubt  about  the  excellence  of  tins  charming 
comp  isition.  I  hat  it  will  please  every  company 
where  it  is  sung  is  certain.  True,  it  may  be 
thought  by  some  more  appropriate  fur  the  stage 
than  for  the  salon,  hut  its  meiody  is  so  delicate, 
so  fiesli,  and  touched  with  such  a  feeling  of 
free  nature,  that  all  hearers  will  he  mercome 
by  its  beauty,  if  faithfully  and  efficiently 
rendered.  This  is  a  sung  which  should  be 
bought  and  practised  by  all  who  can  do  it 
justiiie. 

Edy  Mavoumeen.  Ballad.  2s.  Cd. — The 
praiae  we  can  give  to  this  ballad  is  not  very 
great.  Still,  we  are  hound  to  confess  there  ts 
a  Something  in  it  which  we  like,  and  which  we 
imagine  will  rescue  it  fioin  complete  oblivion. 

It  comes,  certainly,  ot  a  long  and  distinguished 
race  of  ancestors,  and  therefore  d  'es  not  strike 
one  as  endued  with  a  too-opprcssive  originality. 

The  above  four  songs  are  published  by  Messrs. 
Chappell  and  Co. 


MUSIC  OF  THE  MONTH. 

La  Priitf  Exnncfe.  3’.  (Oetxmann  and  Co.) 
— Tliecia  Ifi  larzewska  is  gaining  a  fair  and 
deserved  fiin-.  Her  Priire  (Tune  Vierge  (28.), 
whi  h  still  iniinta'iiH  an  h  nnurable  plice  in 
many  a  drawing  room  repertoiit.  gave  occision 
lor  tli“  proituciion  o' “  La  I’rihre  hxauede,” 
in  which  we  have  a  pleasant  expression  and  a 
happy  touch.  We  are  glad  to  see  tliat  it  is  in 
its  eeVenth  t  hons  ind. — Carollings  at  .Mom  (3.3.), 
by  the  san  e  composer,  p.is-sesses  some  merit, 
and.  if  brilliantly  rendered,  w  uld  not  be  con¬ 
sider-:'  altogpllier  unsuccessful. 

R  it./if.  By  Madame  Oury.  4s.  (Metzler 
and  V/,).) — The  charmng  air  of  “  Cosa'io,  the 
I’r.drie  Flower,”  is  admirably  adapted  for  the 
jiiaiio,  and  mak  es  a  showy  and  effective  mnreeau 
de  salon.  It  has  the  recommendation  of  not 
being  too  long,  and  is  not  difficult  to  execute. 


ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

E.  F.  M.  Wliat  you  want  will  ap|iear  anon.— . 
Dkva.  We  know  no  better  mode  than  referring  to 
tlie  columns  of  the  newepipers.- La  Bir.'TAiHKB. 
You  wiite  a  very  c  ear  and  pretty  hand  —  Krancss. 
A  ihlii  fancy  cl  til  is  the  best  thing  to  arear 
between  tl.c  ■Casons.  An  cinhioideicd  Frencli 
incrino  shawl  Is  also  a  very  Bnitable  articia— 
Aiiaminta.  1  he  fasliionsble  mode  of  drtssiiig 
till!  hair  for  evening  parlies  is  with  the  broad 
plait  (or  a  thick  plait  of  three)  on  each  side, 
anil  looped  at  tlie  hack  round  an  ornamental  comb, 
'lliia  is  an  exceedingly  becoinnig  mode  of  drea..ing 
tlie  hair.  Loops  of  hair  dressed  in  the  f  inn  of 
Ihiw's  are  also  fasliionahle.—I.ACBA  Amelia  Rsowk. 
At  an  iron  foundr}’.  Mis-s  Lucas.  .Miss  M  S  Rye's 
address  Is  12,  P.iitogal-sticci,  Liiicol'.’s.lnii-fleldt. 
—  .Mas  Pattkron.  Owens  Renewable  Siockinga 
may  he  piircliased  at  Hitclicock  and  Co  St  Panl  t 
Cliiirrliysrd  — W.  W.  W.  I.  To  restore  t he cnlour  in 
h  aek  silk,  sponge  it  with  gin  and  in  n  immediately. 
*2.  Steep  black  lace  in  milk  lor  lialt-an  hour,  and 
iron  lieiwcen  p.iper — it  A.  J  E.  is  going  to  work 
six  cliuir..,  lor  her  own  sake  we  would  advise  her 
to  do  tliein  all  of  a  different  pii'tern,  for  she  would 
get  ko  very  tired  of  working  six  designs  preci-eljr 
tlie  same.  Ilesides.  it  is  not  cu-toniary  to  embroider 
even  two  cliairs  alike  for  one  room,  liuiiqiiets 
or  stri|ie.  are  most  liisliionalile,  the  latter,  perhaps, 
ladi  g  tile  newest,  mounted  wiili  a  rich  coloured 
velvet  or  cloth  on  hotli  sides.  —  Kils-n  Maria 
(Worce-ter).  We  eaiiiiot  let  yon  have  the  ••  Do¬ 
mestic  llia'ory"  bv  llsclf.— tiaoKOKiTk.,  Milukkd, 
and  E1.11KKSCK.  The  liandwriiing  of  each  is  very 
had;  MiLnitku's  is  iiuist  decidedly  Iwtler  than  the 

others' _ .M.  A  K.  Y.  Nothing  hut  sending  ths 

lable-clolii  to  a  dyer's,  and  having  ll  diipeil.  would 

liiive  tlic  I  ITcct  of  rcstoiiiig  tile  colour _ V14-LXT. 

Ruin  mixed  with  a  liitle  pomade  will  be  found  a 
very  good  thing  for  the  growth  of  the  hair,  and  to 

make  It  thick _ .Maiiuk.  I.  Your  writing  is  only 

middling.  2.  Two  Zouave  Jaekets  hare  appeared 
since  the  comiiiem  emeiit  of  the  new  series  of  the 
KkOLisiiwoMAti's  Domkshc  MAnaZiNR.  .Madame 
Adolphe  (iuuhaiid  will  forwaid  a  liill-slxed  paper 
pattcin  for  eillier  of  these  on  receipt  of  2a.  in 
post  age. ktainps. — Ei.LKv.  bend  up  your  cheque 
will!  a  stamp  and  a  letter,  and  we  will  exelia'igc  it. 
JU1.IK.  Clialk  araw:iiigs.  being  petikhalde,  find  no 
sale.  Pam  lugs  in  water-colours  or  oil  are  pur- 
cliaseil  by  U.  Ruwtiey  and  Co.,  Ratlibuiie-place,  and 
several  others. 

CoNTtllhUTIllNS  RRSPRCTFULLT  DRCLIKKn. — “A 
Tianslatioii  Irom  tlie  tiermsn “.Maud  Morton:” 
‘•Black  Eyes;"  “In  Mcraoriam  Albertus;”  “To 
Absent  Frieudis “  fiounet  by  >L  S.” 
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THE  ENGLISHWOMAN’S  CONVERSAZIONE. 


HKARTAcnE.  "  Indeed 
wo  do  sympothlso  with 
your  troubles,  for  we  have 
been  more  than  once  victimised 
In  the  same  way  by  the  cold  and 
pi  IripsIi  nature  of  our  iroverness 
on  St.  Valentine's  Day,  »hen  that  she- 
drsgon,  more  than  tigiiratirriy,  arrested 
our  liopes  and  happiness  on  the  very 
threshold.  We  did  ihinh,  one  year,  that  our 
St.tieorce,  as  weealled  her— aline,  handsome, 
biich-mettled  girl— would,  on  the  morninc' 
of  the  fourteenth  of  February,  184‘2.  have 
foieibly  taken  possession  of  the  letter-hag, 
and  given  to  each  of  us  our  due.  Itiir,  somehow 
or  other,  old.  wizen  faced  Mrs.  CUwall  cowed  our 
beautiful  Fanny,  and,  whilst  she  lost  her  own 
oeli.respeci,  she  forfeited  our  esteem.  We  no 
longer  regarded  her  as  our  chamuion,  and  we 
re-chrisiened  her  •*  Heartache.”  We  should  not 
have  felt  onr  deprivation  so  keenly  if  JIrs.  C., 
with  her  notions  of  ulrra-proprie'y,  had  consigned 
the  billets,  one  and  all,  inviolate,  to  the  flames; 
but  we  knew  she  would  close  the  door  of  her 
private  room,  and  there,  in  the  meanness  of  her 
mean  spirit,  devour  every  word  that  was  penned  fur 
young  and  ardent  ears.  "We  arc  very  sorry  to  learn 
that  the  race  of  Clawads  is  not  yet  eatinct:  may 
this  Ultleex/iori  help  to  bring  aboutthat  eatinction  1 
MaziFPa  Ahklia  wishes  to  know  the  meaning 
of  a  flirt.  Alter  all  our  research  in  this  matter,  we 
feel  tempted  to  say  that  a  flirt  is— a  flirt  One  of 
our  huinorisis  says  that  when  a  man  or  woman 
says  he  or  she  never  flirts,  he  or  she  is  then 
flirting.  'Ihe  word  is  mostly  given  to  a  woman, 
and  signitics  one  who  lays  herself  open  to 
admiration,  and  is  not  altogether  squeainisti  upon 
the  point  whence  the  admiration  comes.  With  her, 
as  w  ith  the  other  sex,  vanity  is  at  the  bottom  of 
tile  flirt's  activities.  Flirtation  does  not,  however, 
imply  mischief;  and  when  it  is  lialf  recognised.  on 
both  sides,  in  a  mixed  assembly, It  becomes  a  perfect 
revel  of  exuberant  spirits,  into  which  iinmudes'y 
should  never  creep.  'I'he  least,  and  perhaps  tlio 
most,  that  can  be  said  of  a  flirt  is,  that  it  is  a  liuman 
butterfly,  fluttering  fiom  une  point  of  attraction  to 
another,  and  sipping  the  sweets  of  admiration.  ISut 
perhaps  the  best  detiuition  of  flirtation  is— Vanity 
playing  at  love. 

Brssia  S. — The  brothers  Mayhew  wrote  a  pretty 
little  book,  fud  of  fun  and  satire,  called  "The 
Greatest  I’lague  of  Life,"  to  wit,  the  domestic 
servant.  Hut  there  is  a  very  homely  and  somewhat 
Irish  mode  of  explaining  the  dllferciice  between  the 
plague  and  the  plagued  (on  the  score  of  amiabiliiy 
and  domestic  virtue)  by  saying,  ”  There  are  six  of 
one  and  hall-a-duzen  of  the  other.”  Thackeray 
says  servants  are  ever  on  the  alert  to  liear  what 
their  masters  and  mistresses  have,  *'  in  conlidence," 
to  say  about  them;  but,  lor  his  p<rt,  he  would  rather 
not  hear  the  opinions  of  the  kitchen  upon  the 
conduct  of  the  parlour.  However,  no  statistics  will 
ever  prove  the  extent  of  annoyance  which  niisiresses 
ol  Knghsh  households  suffer  from  their  servants, 
nor  vies  vertd.  Uut  let  us  not  shirk  the  truth,  that, 
when  our  homes  are  more  like  little  pandemoniums 
than  anything  else.  It  Is  mostly  because  we  either  do 
not  know,  or  care  to  learn,  how  lo  govern  either 
our  depeiida'its  or  ourselves.  We  know  a  dozen 
ladies,  and  a  few  genilemen,  who  eaniiot  “abide" 
the  false  gi  am  mar  and  unsophisticated  insnners  of 
a  young  wouiaii  tnun  the  country,  and,  ra.her  than 
atieinpt  to  mould  lii-r  lo  their  way  ul  tliinknig, 
eiuageape.t  loau  maid  wh  i  is  up  lo  everytiii  :g 
but  huuesiy  and  vir.ue;  than,  failing  happy  service 
from  that  source,  my  lord  and  lady  rail  against  the 


whole  institution  of  domestie  servitude.  Depenil 
upon  it,  there  is  no  more  certain  proof  of  good 
housewifery  and  order  at  head-quarters  than  where 
the  servants  stay  long,  if  they  do  not  grow  fat.  Let 
us  not  be  unmindful  of  the  false  education  the  lower  • 
classes  receive,  in  scliool  and  out,  the  facilities  now 
afforded  for  travelling  anywhere,  the  indueementi 
to  emigrate,  and  we  shall  understand  their  inde¬ 
pendence  of  locality  for  settling  down :  add  to  these 
things  our  own  petty  tyrannies,  caprices,  and  for- 
getfulnesses  of  our  common  hiimaniiy,  and  we  shill 
account  for  some  of  those  endless  phenomena  which 
disturb  domestic  bliss.  But  we  are  pleased  to  mike 
a  note  ot  the  fact  that,  so  far  as  it  is  possible  under 
existing  circumstances.  Mis.  Page,  of  57,  Great 
I’ortlaiid-street,  undertakes  to  provide  domestic 
servants  who  will  suit  the  requirements  of  almost 
any  household. 

AtTmonass. — We  will  answer  yonr  questions  with 
the  greatest  pleasure.  Firstly,  then,  authors  and 
authoresses  write  on  every  kind  of  paper,  from  ^ 

vellum  note  to  tea-paper,  or  even  the  backs  of  j 
envelopes,  and  are  often  perverse  enough  to  write 
on  both  sides  of  a  sheet,  to  the  perplexity  of  the 
compositors.  Secondly,  writers  think  that  every¬ 
thing  they  write  is  wortli  publishing— publishers 
do  nut  think  anything  of  the  kind.  Nothing  in  . 
the  world  Is  simpler,  when  once  you  have  written 
a  book,  or  enough  for  one,  than  to  ascertain  what 
it  is  worth -if  you  can  get  a  c.'itic  to  read  it:  there 
lies  the  difficulty.  We  may,  with  reference  to  this 
subject,  paraphrase  an  uid  distich,  and  exclaim, 
with  reference  to  reading  bad  manuscript — 

- “  One  had  need  ] 

Be  very  much  a  friend  indeed 
To  pardon  or  to  bear  it.”  E 

But,  if  you  are  only  fourteen  years  old,  and  can  I 
produce  a  story  at  all  comparable  to  your  pretty  I 
letter,  we  will  be  your  impartial  friend  uiid  adviser.  j 

LurriK  Vizriiii  would  feel  obliged  to  us  If  we 
could  tell  her  how  to  reduce  herself  In  sisc.  She  is  ■ 
distressed  at  being  “as  broad  as  she  is  long.”  No  i 
wonder— if  that  were  a  fact.  But,  as  it  is  only  a 
liarmless  hyperbole,  we  can  afford  to  laugh  at  her  I 
flight,  and,  after  prescribing  f^r  her  plenty  of  horse 
and  walking  exercise,  drop  these  gentle  words  ot  ] 
balm  for  her  delectation— that  It  is  only  inside 
crowded  omnibusses  that  fat  ladies  need  suffer  1 
iniich  inconvenience  or  discomfort,  and  there  ladia 
seldom  venture.  Loveliness  and  obesity  are  olten 
in  close  union,  and  we  need  go  no  farther  than  the 
boards  of  the  Dpera  House  to  prove  it.  So  that  the 
sweet  bloom  ot  health  pervades  your  complexion, 
Lottik,  do  not  fret  at  your  carrying  a  little  more 
weight  than  Venua  'Trust  to  your  mind,  your 
eyes,  and  your  manners,  to  command  a  welcome  for 
you  wherever  you  may  go,  and  you  will  be  your 
own  true  friend.  Fat  women  are  generally  light 
and  beautiful  dancers,  and  not  unirequently  the 
sweetest  of  sweet  tempers;  whilst  from  amongst 
them  we  look  fur,  and  And,  the  most  charming 
singers. 


T'Aii  dug  it  published,  price  Zi.  6d., 

BEETON’S  book  of  BIRDS: 

Showing  how  to  Bear  and  Manage  them  in 
Sickness  and  in  Health. 

CONTEHTS. 

The  Blackbird,  Blackcap,  Bullflnch,  Canary, 
Chaffinch,  Cockatoo,  Goldlinch,  Goshawk,  Great 
Shrike  or  Butcher  Bird,  Greenfinch,  Hawfinch, 
Hawking  Birds,  Hubby,  J.ickdaw,  Jay,  Linnet, 
L'lry,  Macaw,  Magpie,  Merlin,  Mocking  Bird.  Nests 
and  Eggs,  Niglitiiiitale.  Uwl,  I’arrakeet,  I'arrot,  I 
Preparing  Birds  and  Siuffiiig  Animals,  Itaveii,  Bed-  f 
b'east,  Itedsiart,  Miylark.  Siskin,  S  arlliig,  Thrush,  i 
Titlark,  Titmice,  Wiwdlark.  Wien,  Yeliuwhammer.  I 
With  Six  Cu.oured  Illus.ratiousand  many  Woodcuts,  t 

London ;  8.  0.  Beetoh,  318,  Strand,  W.C> 
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cnAri'ER  XV. 

We  left  Mrs.  Stanuish,  the  buxom  hostess  of  “  The  Waggoner’s  Rest,”  with 
her  (laughter  Madgic,  in  the  stable-yard,  watching  the  strange  behaviour  of  the 
silent  ostler  as  he  stood  gaping  in  wonder  through  the  sack-room  door. 

Now,  in  a  general  way.  Jemmy  is  not  accustomed  to  indulge  in  the  gesticula¬ 
tions  by  which  those  with  his  infirmity  are  wont  to  express  themselves.  Indeed, 
Jemmy  very  rarely  expresses  himself  at  all.  If  his  mistress  forgets  to  give  him  his 
lunch,  he  never  thinks  of  making  signs  for  it,  but  stumps  straightway  to  the  pantry 
and  helps  himself,  and  the  fear  of  his  dirty  footmarks  across  the  kitchen  keeps  her 
memory  in  pretty  good  order  concerning  the  matter.  Moreover,  it  should  bo 
mentioned  of  Jemmy  that  he  is  never  astonished  at  anything.  The  most  surprising 
events  may  pass  under  his  very  eyes,  yet  he  will  take  no  more  heed  than  if  he  had 
received  private  information  at  Ids  birth  of  every  thing  that  was  coming  to  pass  during 
his  lifetime.  It  was  the  knowledge  of  this  peculiar  trait  of  his  character  that  made 
Mrs.  Standish  exclaim,  when  she  saw  him  pause  at  the  sack  room  door — 

“  What’s  the  matter  with  the  old  fool  now  ?” 

Jemmy  stood  where  he  was  for  more  than  a  minute,  scratching  his  head  and 
staring  before  him  into  the  sack  rcom ;  then  he  turned  and  limped  up  the  yard  at  a 
rate  which  struck  wonder  into  all  the  chickens,  and  caused  them  to  use  their  wings 
as  well  as  their  legs  in  getting  out  of  his  way.  Stopping  close  to  Mrs.  Standish 
and  Madgie,  he  jerked  his  thumb  over  his  shoulder  in  the  direction  of  the  sack 
room  some  seven  or  eight  times  in  a  most  mysterious  and  emphatic  manner. 

“Oh,  goodness  gracious,  mother  I  What's  the  matter  with  him?”  cried 
Madgie,  turning  pale. 

“  Go  and  fetch  your  father  and  cousin  directly,”  said  Mrs.  Standish ;  and, 
grasping  Jemmy  by  the  arm,  she  w'ent  sailing  down  the  yard  with  him.  Madgie  soon 
came  running  back  with  her  father  and  Kit,  and  she  and  her  mother  let  the  men 
go  on  in  advance  and  take  the  first  look. 

“  What  is  it,  father?  Oh !  what  is  it ?”  said  Madgie,  going  behind  him. 

Old  Standish  let  his  pipe  fall  and  smash  to  atoms  as  he  peeped  in  at  the  door. 

“  Why,  here’s  a  couple  of  children  dead  on  the  bass !”  he  exclaimed. 
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A  low,  bnMing  murmur  of  horror  ran  through  the  group,  and  they  all  cama 
crowding  round  the  door. 

“  God  help  us,  father !  what’s  come  on  us  now  ?”  said  Mrs.  Standish,  catching 
hold  of  her  husband's  arm  with  both  hands,  and  trembling  all  over.  “  Are  you 
sure  they’re  dead  ?” 

“  Let’s  get  ’em  to  the  kitchen  fire,  mother,”  said  Madgie,  her  pretty  face  more 
subdued  than  Kit  had  ever  seen  it  before.  “  Make  haste — let’s  get  them  into  the 
warm— perhaps  they’re  only  asleep  or  fainted.” 

At  this  moment.  Jemmy,  who,  instead  of  standing  looking  with  the  others,  had 
been  and  fetched  the  wheelbarrow  from  round  the  corner,  came  up  with  it,  and 
I^gan  to  elbow  his  way  between  his  master  and  mistress  into  the  sack  room, 
Madgie  following  him. 

This  move  aroused  old  Standish  from  his  temporary  fit  of  abstraction.  Seizing 
Jemmy  by  the  collar  of  his  coat,  he  dragged  him  back  out  of  the  shed,  and,  barring 
his  daughter’s  progress  by  half  shutting  the  door,  planted  his  back  against  it,  and 
addressed  them  in  the  following  manner : — 

“  Wait  a  bit — wait  a  bit — hold  off  all  of  you,  and  hear  what  I’ve  got  to  say. 
Look  you  here — there’s  two  sides  to  the  question  about  touching  them  at  all.  They 
may  be  dead,  or  they  may  not ;  but  appeariantly  they  are  dead.  I’d  be  loth  to  [ 
leave  ’em  if  they  wasn’t ;  but  there’s  such  a  thing  as  a  correnor's  inquest ;  and  I've  I 
met  more  than  one  in  my  life  who  has  found  it  turn  out  awk’ard  for  them  I 
touching  dead  bodies.  Now,  how  do  I  know  it  mayn’t  turn  out  awk’ard  for  me,  I 
being  found  on  my  premises  and  all?  No,  no;  I  mean  to  be  on  the  safe  side,  f 
Lesve  ’em  alone,  and  I’ll  go  up  to  Todness  for  Justice  Iluffer,  and  here’s  Kit  to  i 
stand  witness  to  our  not  having  laid  a  finger  on  ’em.”  ' 

“  I’ll  be  hanged  if  there  is,  though !”  cried  Kit.  “  A  pretty  figure  for  a  fellow 
to  cut  in  a  court  of  justice,  standing  witness  to  leaving  two  children  in  a  place 
like  this  without  knowing  if  they’re  dead  or  alive !  Let’s  come  by !”  | 

Jerking  op^  n  the  crazy  door  with  a  force  that  nearly  upet  his  uncle’s  balance,  , 
Kit  stepped  lightly  over  the  sacks  and  rubbish,  and  kneeled  down  beside  the  two 
little  still  forms  lying  on  the  bass. 

The  sunshine  gushing  in  at  the  wide-open  door,  and  meeting  that  which  found 
its  way  through  the  break  in  the  wall,  filled  the  little  place  with  a  sudden  glare  of 
light,  revealing  the  husks  of  barley  on  the  floor,  and  sending  the  spiders,  that  were 
swinging  leisurely  in  mid-air,  rushing  up  invisible  ladders,  to  take  refuge  in  their 
black  waving  haniiuocks  suspended  from  the  roof.  The  only  things  in  the  sack- 
room  as  yet  undisturbed  by  the  light  were  the  children.  The  shadows  of  the  long 
gra.<-s  grow  ing  between  the  road  and  the  shed  waved  fitfully  over  the  light-coloured 
matting  on  which  they  lay ;  and,  as  a  background  to  the  strange  picture,  there 
appeare<l,  through  the  break  in  the  wall,  a  glimpse  of  the  valley,  with  its  silvery, 
winding  river,  and  vivid  spring  folLge  and  pastures,  all  swimming  over  with  April  I 
sunshine. 

But  Kit  did  not  look  towards  this,  for  his  wdiolo  attention  w'as  taken  up  by 
the  strange  travellers.  He  looked  first  at  the  long,  straight  figure  of  the  one,  with 
the  black  frock  f.^lling  scantily  altout  it,  and  the  pale,  careworn,  but  unconscious  ‘ 
little  face,  with  the  short  black  hair  lying  in  rings  upon  the  forehead  ;  and  then  ai  j 
the  fair  small  head  of  the  other  traveller,  whose  hair  was  being  lifted  and  played  j 
with  by  the  sunshine  and  breeze  together,  till  it  soeined  like  a  maze  of  golden  threads,  i 
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He  looked  at  them  both,  and  at  their  travel-soiled  clothes,  and  a  series  of  curious 
expressions  flitted  over  his  face.  He  did  not  say  anything,  but  took  hold  of 
the  little  one’s  arm,  and  shook  it  gently.  The  child  opened  a  pair  of  heavy  blue 
eyes,  and  fixed  them  wonderingly  on  the  young  man’s  face. 

“  Christopher,”  he  said,  “  is  it  you  ?  I  thought  it  was  him  twisting  my  arm 
round.” 

“  Who,  my  little  man  ?”  inquired  the  landlord’s  nephew,  kindly. 

The  boy  did  not  answer,  for  he  was  looking  at  his  sister,  who  lay  as  calm  and 
unconscious  of  the  glaring  daylight  and  the  voices  as  a  graven  image.  Then,  too,  he 
saw  the  strange  faces  clustered  round  the  door,  and  drew  back,  with  a  cold  fear 
creeping  over  him. 

“  What  are  they  looking  at,  Christopher  ?”  he  cried,  trembling  from  head  to 
foot.  “  Is  she — ^is  Conny - ?” 

His  wild  blue  eyes  supplied  that  last  word  of  the  question  which  his  lips  refused 
to  utter.  Christopher  did  not  attempt  to  make  any  answer,  but,  sliding  a  not 
very  steady  arm  under  the  girl,  raised  her  up  gently.  Ilis  arm  shook  still  more, 
and  a  murmur  escaped  Mrs.  Standish  and  Madgie  as  they  saw  her  head  droop  back 
and  her  arms  hanging  stiffly  down. 

“  Make  way,”  said  Kit,  hastily,  and,  raising  her  in  his  arms  like  a  babe,  he  bore 
her  out  into  the  air.  ’Duke  kept  close  to  him,  and  the  rest  followed  him  up  the 
gtable-yard  and  into  the  kitchen. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

When,  on  the  night  before,  Constance  had  taken  refuge,  with  her  little  charge, 
in  the  strange  resting-place  where  Jemmy  found  them,  all  fortitude,  all  hope,  had 
left  her  heart.  She  let  ’Duke  cry  himself  to  sleep  without  uttering  one  word  of  com¬ 
fort,  and,  covering  him  with  her  shawl,  turned  away,  and  sat  with  her  hands  clasped 
in  her  lap,  looking  out  of  the  broken  wall  at  the  two  or  three  solitary  lights  twinkling 
far  away  down  in  the  valley.  She  could  not  sleep,  she  could  not  pray,  for  one 
spectre  was  before  her  eyes  that  held  them  open,  and  one  word  alone  came  to  her 
lips,  and  they  repeated  it  over  and  over,  each  time  with  keener  shame  and  misery 
— “  Beggars !  beggars !”  That  was  all  she  felt ;  they  were  beggars ;  and  if  little 
’Duke  had  found  the  journey  hard  before,  what  would  it  be  for  hiih  now  ?  How 
would  she  find  a  resting-place  for  him  at  night? — how  keep  him  from  that  terrible 
spectre  which  fear  and  hunger  already  brought  near  to  her — slarcation  ?  And  now, 
for  the  first  time,  her  heart  yearned,  for  his  sake,  towards  the  old  home,  and 
became  heavy  with  doubt  as  to  whether  she  had  done  well  in  taking  liim  from  its 
shelter.  Suppose  he  should  die  of  the  journey,  as  the  poor  little  linnet  had !  How 
would  life  lie  endurable  to  her  ever  after?  She  lifteil  her  streaming  face  and 
clasped  hands  heavenwards,  as  if  trying  to  reach  again  that  invisible  guiding  Hand, 
which  seemed  to  have  let  go  of  her  wheu  she  most  needed  its  aid.  It  was  two 
hours  before  she  fell  asleep,  for  the  sack-room  was  not  so  quiet  a  resting-place  as 
might  be,  imagined.  'I'he  water  dripjiiiig  incessantly  from  the  roof,  the  horses 
stamping  in  the  adjoining  stable,  the  yard-dog  jangling  his  heavy  chain,  and  the 
rats  galloping  on  the  grauary-lloor  overhead,  kept  her  awake  till  the  refle<'tion  of 
the  stars  faded  in  the  river,  a  new  light  bi'gan  to  kindle  it,  and  the  dark  valley 
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shaped  itself  into  fields  and  meadows.  Then  she  slept,  and  dreamed  she  was  again  ^ 
in  her  own  little  bed  behind  the  picture-screen  in  the  attic  at  home. 

Her  eyes  had  been  closed  scarcely  an  hour  when  she  was  awakened  by  the  loud 
cackling  of  the  hens  in  the  stable-yard.  Faint  with  hunger  and  weariness,  she  raised 
herself  on  her  elbow,  and  gazed  around  her  in  bewilderment,  perfectly  unconsciooj 
of  where  she  was.  Then,  when  her  eyes  fell  upon  Jemmy’s  extraordinary  face  in 
the  doorway,  a  remembrance  of  all  that  had  befallen  her  flashed  across  her  mind, 
and,  uttering  a  low  moan,  she  fell  back  senseless  on  the  matting. 

When  consciousness  again  returned,  it  seemed  to  the  child  that  she  was  in  another 
world.  The  flrst  thing  she  became  aware  of,  on  opening  her  eyes,  was  a  glare  of 
yellow  crocuses.  She  was  lying  on  the  great  linen-press,  under  the  open  window  of 
the  kitchen ;  and  it  seemed  to  bo  the  fresh  breeze  blowing  on  her  face  that  was 
bringing  her  slowly  and  tranquilly  back  to  life.  She  heard  many  voices  laughing 
and  talking  without,  but  none  inside  the  kitchen  ;  therefore  she  ventured  to  turn 
and  examine  this  new  haven  of  rest,  whither  she  had  been  drifted  as  if  by  magic. 

It  was  a  long,  low  room,  with  a  window  at  the  far  end  looking  out  into  the 
stable-yard.  A  portrait  of  Humphrey  Standish,  in  a  salmon-coloured  waistcoat 
with  a  rose  in  the  button-hole,  graced  the  mantelpiece,  and  round  it  was  ranged  | 
the  brightest  and  least  used  of  Mrs.  Standish's  tin-ware.  Two  fine  bams  and  a  ■ 
string  of  onions  were  suspended  from  the  beam  crossing  the  ceiling.  A  smoky  ; 
oil-painting  of  “  The  Prodigal’s  Return”  filled  up  the  space  between  the  well-stored 
dresser  and  the  door  opening  into  the  little  red-bricked  pass.ige  before  mentioned.  [ 

At  first,  Constance  had  imagined  herself  to  lie  alone ;  but  she  was  mistaken,  I 
for,  ere  long,  she  became  aware  of  a  pair  of  round  black  eyes  being  fixed  upon  her.  ^ 
These  belonged  to  a  little  maid  sitting  on  the  end  of  the  flat  fender,  engaged  in  L 
peeling  potatoes  and  watching  the  sleeping  stranger  left  in  her  care.  ji 

The  girls  stared  at  one  another  silently  for  a  minute ;  then  the  little  maid  rose,  ' 
put  down  her  measure  of  potatoes,  and  went  out  at  the  door.  Constance  knew  at  ~ 
once  that  she  had  gone  to  fetch  some  one,  and  lay  trembling  at  the  thoughts  of  ! 
being  questioned  whilst  her  mind  was  so  weak  and  wandering. 

The  voices  outside  the  house  became  noisier  and  more  riotous  every  instant,  and  ~ 
Constance,  impelled  by  a  childish  curiosity,  endeavoured  to  raise  herself  up  to  a  L 
sitting  posture,  that  she  might  see  what  was  going  on.  She  did  so  with  difficulty, 
and,  leaning  her  head  at  the  side  of  the  window,  looked  over  the  yellow  crocuses. 

There  was  over  her  that  dreamy  half-consciousness  in  which  we  can  see  or 
hear  all  things  without  surprise.  She  looked  out  upon  the  busy  village  picture,  l 
surrounded  by  country  more  beautiful  than  she  had  ever  seen  in  the  whole  course  E 
of  her  dreary  little  life,  and  a  vague  wonder  and  delight  lit  up  her  dark  eyes, 

’’  Somehow,  it  did  not  strike  her  as  anything  remarkable  to  see  ’Duke  standing  [ 
amongst  the  other  children  under  the  chesnuts — no  more  remarkable  than  that  she  f 
should  be  lying  in  that  clean,  homely  old  kitchen. 

At  the  moment  she  looked  out  from  the  window,  Mrs.  Standish  was  once  more  ; 
trying  to  prevail  upon  Jemmy  to  go  for  the  ladder,  and  presently  Constance  heard 
his  hobnailed  boots  grinding  the  bricks  of  the  passage  on  his  way  to  the  stable- 
yard,  and  then  again  on  his  way  back. 

The  apjMjarance  of  Jemmy  and  the  ladder  was  hailed  by  vociferous  cheering  from 
under  the  chesnuts,  for  the  delay  caused  by  the  strange  travellers  in  the  exhibition 
of  the  sign-board  had  occasioned  considerable  impatience.  Jemmy  carried  the  ladder 
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and  sot  it  against  the  iron  suspender  with  a  face  as  perfectly  solemn  and  unmoved 
as  if  he  were  merely  setting  it  by  the  trap-door  of  the  hay-loft,  and  going  up  for 
his  usiud  afternoon  nap. 

Expectation  had  now  reached  its  height.  All  round  the  chesnuts  for  a 
moment  reigned  a  silence  as  complete  as  if  the  birds  were  at  roost  there.  The 
carpenter  in  his  workshop  looked  up  with  his  knee  on  the  plank,  and  his  saw  half 
way  through ;  and  three  lumbering,  high-piled  waggons  stood  still  in  single  file  on 
the  road,  darkening  the  scene.  Even  old  Standish  looked  up  from  his  slate  as  his 
nephew  advanced  towards  the  ladder  with  tho  wonderful  sign-lioard,  and  Mrs. 
Standish  and  Madgie  were  too  much  engrossed  to  take  heed  of  the  little  maid  who 
had  come  out  to  them  with  tidings  of  the  stranger  in  the  kitchen. 

The  only  one  creature  present  who  seemed  to  think  the  ordinary  business  of  life 
of  more  importance  than  the  new  sign -board  was  Jemmy.  lie  was  filling  the  long 
horse-trough  in  front  of  the  house,  and  kept  going  backwards  and  forwards  with 
his  pails  of  water  with  that  air  of  total  unconcern  which  Mrs.  Standish  maintained 
was  neither  more  nor  less  than  his  way  of  showing  impudence  and  disrespect 
—carelessness  regarding  the  doings  of  his  betters. 

Now,  though  the  laudlord's  nephew  went  towards  the  ladder  with  a  careless 
step  and  one  hand  in  his  jacket-pocket,  and  his  mouth  pursed  to  a  whistle  of  un¬ 
concern,  in  reality  his  ears  were  tingling  in  anticipation  of  the  flattering  comments 
about  to  be  lavished  on  his  picture.  He  had  spent  too  many  hours  over  it  up  in  his 
aunt’s  empty  garret — had  allowed  himself  to  indulge  in  too  many  extravagant 
dreams  about  it — to  really  feel  the  unconcern  he  assumed.  Unfortuuatcly,  though 
this  kind  of  behaviour  hail  the  desired  effect  of  raising  him  in  Madgie’s  estimation 
—inasmuch  as  it  showed  him  to  be  above  the  opinion  of  the  vulgar  crowd — for 
precisely  the  same  reason  it  turned  the  feeling  of  that  vulgar  crowd,  whose  fiat  ho 
really  anxiously  awaited,  against  him. 

When,  therefore,  the  sign  was  slung  on  to  the  iron  bar  and  exposed  to  public 
view,  it  did  not  cause  such  a  burst  of  admiration  as  Kit  wiis  prepared  for.  The 
subject  ho  had  chosen  was  an  affable,  pink-cheeked,  blue-eyed  w-aggonor,  in  his 
smock  and  grey-ribbed  stockings,  taking  his  rest  at  sunset.  In  one  hand  he  held 
his  long  whip,  and  in  the  other  a  pot  of  frothy  ale  raised  half-way  to  his  mouth. 
His  first  appearance  was  greeted  by  a  dead  silence,  broken  only  by  the  creaking  of 
the  ehesuut  branches  as  their  several  occui)ants  tried  to  get  a  better  view.  Theu 
followed  a  general  suppressed  tittering,  and  presently  a  fire  of  criticism,  remarkable 
neither  for  sense  nor  delicacy  to  the  artist’s  feelings,  was  aimed  at  it.  This  last 
proceeded  mainly  from  the  boys  up  in  the  branches,  and  each  remark  was  followed 
by  a  roar  from  the  elders  below,  and  suppressed  titters  and  “  Hushes”  from  tho 
women. 

“  Hollo,  Gaffar !  what  part  o’  the  country  coom  yc  from  where  the  roads  be  so 
clean  folk  can  keep  the  Sunday  shine  on  their  work-a-day  boots  ?” 

At  this  remark  Mrs.  Standish  looked  round  as  if  trying  to  single  out  the 
offender ;  then  came  out  into  the  road  and  stood  under  tho  sign-board,  looking 
up  at  it  with  a  critical  eye,  shaded  by  a  large,  fat  hand. 

“  Kit,"  said  she,  after  looking  at  it  for  some  time,  “  it’s  real  beautiful,  and  there 
isn’t  a  fault  in  it,  that  I  do  say ;  but  still,  if  I  was  you,  I  think  I’d  make  a  little 
alteration  in  them  boots.  It’s  best  to  please  everybody  if  you  can.” 

Kit  went  on  whistling.  He  would  have  been  very  glad  to  get  away,  leaving 


M 


XUM 


246 


CONSTANCE  CHORLEY. 


“  GafFar”  to  his  fate,  but  that,  he  feared,  might  make  them  think  he  was 
cut  up ;  so  he  stood  still  on  the  ladder,  looking  sternly  at  his  picture,  as  if  making 
his  first  examination  of  it  since  its  completion,  and  as  if  there  were  no  such  thmgs 
as  chesnuts  in  Iversham. 

“  Look  at  his  purty  fingers  how  they  holds  the  pot ;  why,  he  oughter  bin 
horned  a  juke,  he  ought  I”  cried  a  ragged,  black-eyed  little  urchin,  too  high  up  in 
the  tree  to  be  in  fear  of  his  mother's  chiding  band. 

“  I  say  !”  shouted  another,  “  why,  you’ve  forgot  to  paint  his  manners  in,  aint 
you  ?  Look,  he’s  a-goiii’  to  drink  without  wishin’  the  leedies’  health,  the  grinnin’ 
pink  dandy  1” 

Christopher,”  said  Mrs.  Standish,  in  the  same  mild,  suggestive  tone  she  had 
used  when  speaking  about  the  boots,  “  you  know  how  took  your  uncle  and  I  was 
with  the  face ;  there  never  was  one  like  it,  and  never  wall  be,  for  it’s  life  itself. 
But  don’t  you  think  there’s  a  something  in  what  they  say  ?  If  I  was  you — that  is, 
if  please  Providence  I’d  bin  giv’  the  talent — I  think  I’d  have  a  slip  o’  paper  with 
something  perlite  wrote  on  it  about  drinkin’  ’ealths  a-comin’  out  of  his  mouth,  like 
you  see  in  the  pictures  they  sticks  about  Toduess  at  ’lection  times.  If  you  was 
only  to  do  that,  I’m  sure  no  one  can’t  find  nothing  else  amiss  in  it.” 

Christopher  was  getting  very  angry  with  his  aunt  and  very  scornful  towards 
everybody,  yet  he  stood  still  on  the  ladder,  as  calm  outwardly  as  Jemmy  himself. 

”  Manners!  Go  on  !”  was  the  next  salutation  from  the  chesnuts.  ”  Aint  he 
a-liftin’  his  yaller  cap  off  his  ’ead?” 

“  Why,  yer  fool,  that’s  the  sun !”  screamed  one  who  liked  to  see  Art  done 
justice  by. 

Agaiu  Kit  heard  his  aunt’s  voice  under  the  ladder. 

“  Christopher,  it’s  the  only  fault  the  thing’s  got,  and  mind,  /  don’t  say  as  it’s 
a  fault  at  all ;  but  now  I  come  to  look  at  it  in  the  light,  I  think  the  sun  is  rayther 
too  nigh  his  head.  If  I  was  you,  I’d  put  it  a  little  further  off,  as  it  only  seems  to 
want  that  to  please  everybody.” 

Poor  Christopher !  Wiw  this,  he  asked  himself,  the  setting  sun  that  he  had  so 
lalx)ured  over,  and  that  had  called  forth  such  enthusiasm  in  the  garret  from  the 
favoured  few  who  had  been  allowed  to  see  it  there  ?  And  did  they  all,  hke  his 
aunt,  see  its  beauty  fade  before  the  light? 

At  that  instant,  as  his  eyes  roved  restlessly,  they  lighted  upon  a  pale,  melan¬ 
choly  little  face,  leaning  upon  a  hand  at  the  window  in  the  golden  tinge  of  the 
crocuses.  The  earnest  wonder,  almost  reverence,  with  which  it  gazed  at  him  and 
his  picture,  made  him  relax  the  angry  compression  of  his  lips,  and  smile,  as  he  said 
to  himself — 

“  What !  the  Poplar  like  it,  of  all  people  in  the  world  1” 

The  “  Poplar,”  as  poor  Constance  had  been  nicknamed  at  Lympton  for  her 
till,  lithe  figure,  had  remained  long  watching  from  that  window  without  turning 
her  eyes  towards  Kit  or  his  picture.  Indeed,  she  hardly  understood  that  there 
was  an  artist  or  picture  in  the  case,  but  was  simply  letting  her  heart  bask  for  a 
time  in  sunshine  that  she  felt  was  never  meant  for  her — the  sunshine  of  a  life  too 
strange,  too  pleasant,  to  be  anything  but  a  dream.  She  almost  felt,  indeed,  that  it 
was  a  dream.  ’Duke  laughing  and  happy  there  amongst  the  children ;  these 
licautiful  flowers,  which  seemed  to  shine  upon  her  and  comfort  her  like  the  sun ; 
the  fair  spreading  valley,  of  which  she  only  caught  delicious  glimpses  under  and 
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between  the  great  waggons ;  the  vivid  blue  of  the  April  sky — ^yes,  a  dream  surely 
it  all  must  be.  But  presently,  as  she  gazed  up  at  the  dazzling  white  clouds  flitting 
like  angels’  robes  over  the  blue,  there  appeared  between  her  eyes  and  that  sky  a 
face  the  sight  of  which  made  the  child’s  heart  leap  within  her.  Her  eyes  kindled, 
not  with  the  slow  recognition  of  a  once-familiar  face  almost  forgotten,  but  with 
the  wonder  and  joy  of  meeting  suddenly,  in  the  flesh  and  the  life,  a  face  which,  in 
the  space  of  a  moment,  when  she  lay  as  in  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
when  those  flames  leapt  around  her,  and  that  flery  sword  hung  over  her,  had  been 
photographed  on  her  heart  for  ever.  And  long  she  sat  there  gazing  up  at  him 
with  that  look  which  made  Christopher  smile,  and  praying  that,  if  all  were,  indeed, 
a  dream,  she  might  never  awaken  to  find  it  so. 

Alas,  poor  little  Poplar !  Even  while  she  gazed,  the  sky  darkened  over  with  a 
fit  of  April  passion,  great  rain -drops  fell  thick  and  fast,  the  waggoners  cracked 
their  whips  and  the  waggons  lumbered  on,  leaving  the  valley  with  its  lustre  all 
dimmed,  open  to  the  view.  Women  threw  their  skirts  over  their  heads,  and  rushed 
to  their  several  homes  with  the  young  children ;  the  boys  dropped  out  of  the 
branches,  shaking  down  showers  of  bursting  buds ;  the  oarpenter  went  on  sawing 
his  plank .Jemmy  hobbled  to  the  stables  with  a  sack  over  his  shoulders ;  and 
Humphrey  Standish,  his  wife,  and  JIadgie,  and  Christopher,  holding  ’Duke  by  the 
hand,  entered  the  kitchen  of  “  The  Waggoner’s  Rest.” 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Now  it  is  certain  that  Christopher,  from  what  he  had  heard  at  Lympton,  and 
gleaned  that  morning  from  ’Duke,  knew  enough  of  the  “  Poplar’s”  story  to  be 
well  aware  how  acceptable  would  be  a  few  worils  from  his  lips  in  explanation  of 
their  strange  position.  But  he  either  was  too  much  engrossed  by  his  own  disap¬ 
pointment  about  his  picture,  or  took  a  malicious  enjoyment  in  the  “Poplar’s” 
embarrassment,  and  in  seeing  how  many  lies  she  would  tell  in  extricating  herself, 
for  he  did  not  speak  a  word  in  her  behalf.  Seating  himself  by  the  far  window, 
and  taking  out  his  pocket-knife,  he  began  hollowing  out  a  little  block  of  wood  to 
make  a  boat  for  ’Duke,  who  stood  leaning  on  his  knee.  He  looked  up,  however, 
and  listened  with  some  curiosity  as  his  uncle  and  aunt  and  Madgie  approached  the 
oaken  press.  He  saw  the  long,  thin  figure  slide  down  from  it  and  stand  before 
them,  quivering  like  the  tree  whose  name  he  had  given  her,  when  it  hears  the 
north  wind  rising  in  the  distance. 

“  Sit  down,  lass — sit  down,”  said  Mrs.  Standish,  laying  her  hand  on  her 
shoulder,  and  gently  forcing  her  back  on  the  edge  of  the  press.  “  You  don’t  look 
as  if  your  legs  ’u’d  bear  you  yet.” 

It  was  the  first  kind  word,  the  first  kind  touch,  the  poor  child  had  known  for 
many  a  long  day,  and  it  brought  the  image  of  her  mother  floating  before  her  eyes. 
She  sat  still  a  miuute  or  more,  looking  down,  and  plaiting  and  uiiplaiting  her  thin, 
brown  fingers,  then,  turning  her  face  over  her  shoulder,  burst  into  tears.  ’Duke 
turned  round  and  gazed  at  her  in  amazement ;  Christopher  lo^jked  down  and  worked 
industriously  at  his  boat.  The  three  judges  by  the  linen-press  exchanged  meaning 
glances.  To  them  it  was  evident  her  tears  were  a  silent  confession  of  some  wrong¬ 
doing  having  brought  her  and  her  little  brother  into  this  strange  position. 

“  Come  now,  missy,  don’t  cry,”  said  Mrs.  Standish,  trying  to  speak  severely,  in 
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order  to  prevent  her  husband  doing  bo  —  “don’t  cry,  but  speak  out  and  tell 
us  how  you  come  to  be  strayin’  away  from  your  home  like  this.  Don’t  you  think 
it’s  a  very  dreadful  thing?  and  your  poor  little  brother  so  delicate  too, 
bless  him  I  Come,  tell  us  all  about  it — where  you  come  from,  and  where  yon 
was  going.’’ 

The  way  in  which  Mrs.  Standiah  emphasised  the  was  frightened  Constance,  as 
it  seemed  to  signify  that  lier  previous  intentions,  whatever  they  might  have  been, 
must  now  decidedly  be  given  up.  But  that  which  puzzled  her  most  in  Mrs. 
Standish’s  speech  was  her  asking  where  they  had  come  from.  Was  it  possible 
Christopher  had  not,  then,  betrayed  them  ?  Ah  I  if  so— if  she  only  had  a  friend 
in  Christopher,  who  would  help  them  without  inquiring  into  her  secret — with 
what  hope — what  courage — would  she  yet  struggle  on !  She  rose  once  more  to  her 
feet,  and,  looking  up  into  Mrs.  Standish’s  face  with  still  tearful  but  fearless  eyes, 
spoke  with  a  simple,  straightforward  earnestness  that  carried  conviction  with  every 
word  to  all  her  listeners  save  the  landlord  himself,  who  was  never  known  to  be  con¬ 
vinced  on  any  point  where  he  had  once  chosen  to  doubt. 

“  Indeed,  ma’am,”  said  Constance,  “  I  beg  your  pardon  for  getting  into  your 
place  like  we  did,  and  I  know  it  is  enough  to  make  you  think  bad  tl^ngs  of  us; 
but  I  hope  you  will  believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  we  haven’t,  indeed,  done  any¬ 
thing  wrong.  We  have  come  a  long  way,  and  have  got  a  much  longer  way  to  go ; 
and  last  night  all  our  money  was  stolen  away  from  us,  and  we  got  here  late, 
very  late,  at  night,  when  all  the  doors  were  shut,  and  we  could  find  no  place  to  go 
into  but  yonr  shed.” 

“  Where  are  you  going?”  asked  Humphrey,  fixing  his  grey  eye  on  her,  sternly. 

“  We  are  going  to  our  aunt’s,  sir." 

“  Where  do  your  father  and  mother  live?” 

Constance  hesitated,  for  CLristopher's  eye  was  upon  her.  As  she  had  said  to 
’Duke,  she  felt  that  their  father  was  indeed  dead  to  them.  Yet  how  should  she  say 
so  before  Christopher  ?  How  should  he  know  how  much  truth  there  was  in  her 
words  ?  And  yet,  if  he  were  to  be  their  friend,  must  he  not  know  how  they  stood 
alone,  utterly  alone,  in  the  world  ? 

She  did  not  hesitate  long,  but,  turning  to  the  landlord,  said — 

“  Our  mother  died  long  ago,  and  we  have  just  lost  our  father.” 

Her  voice  quivered,  but  she  lifted  her  eyes  and  returned  Christopher’s  amazed, 
searching  gaze  with  one  so  full  of  real  anguish  and  mournful  assurance,  that  he 
found  himself  positively  feeling  for  her  as  though  she  were  speaking  truth,  and  he 
did  not  know  Daniel  Chorley  to  be  alive  and  well. 

“  Well,  and  now,  I  suppose,  you’ve  got  to  earn  your  bread  or  go  to  the 
workhouse — is  that  it  ?”  inquired  the  hindlord,  bluntly,  sitting  down  with  his  pipe 
by  the  fire. 

“  I  suppose  it  is,  sir,”  answered  Constance,  humbly. 

“  And  now,  lass,  what  can  you  do  ?”  said  Mrs.  Standish,  who  was  beginning  to 
look  more  and  more  favourably  on  Constance. 

“Very  little.  I’m  afraid,  ma’am,”  she  answered,  sorrowfully;  “but  what  I 
could  do  I  would  work  very  hard  at.  I  am  very  strong,  ma’am ;  I  was  never  ill 
before  in  my  life.” 

Mrs.  Standish  walked  awny,  and  stood  thoughtfully  before  the  fire.  Presently 
she  beckoned  to  Madgie  and  Christopher,  and  a  long  discussion  was  curried  on  in  an 
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nndertone,  too  low  for  Constance  to  catch  a  word  of  it,  save  the  landlord’s  repeated 
decisive  “  No’s,”  in  answer  to  the  various  proposals  of  his  wife  concerning  her. 

At  last  he  rose,  and  laid  his  pipe  on  the  mantelpiece,  and,  putting  his  foot  on 
his  chair  to  tie  his  shoe,  said,  with  his  back  towards  them — 

“  Well,  1  don’t  know  as  1  mind  that — I  don’t  know  as  I  mind  doing  as  Kit  says 
— let  ’em  be  here,  then,  till  to-morrow,  when  Kit’s  father  and  mother’s  coming  to 
dinner,  and  then  we’ll  talk  over  what’s  to  come  of  ’em.  As  Kit  says  he’s  seen  ’em 
with  respectable  people,  1  don’t  know  as  1  mind  ’em  stayin’  till  then — no,  I  don’t 
know  as  1  do.” 

Constance  got  up,  and  tried  to  thank  him,  but  he  had  passed  out  of  the  room 
before  she  had  thought  of  a  word  to  say. 

It  was  drawing  nigh  to  the  early  tea  hour  at  “The  Waggoner’s  Rest.” 
Constance  sat  alone  in  the  kitchen,  at  the  little  side-table  containing  Madgie's 
Bible  and  work-box,  with  a  heap  of  stockings  before  her.  All  the  noise  and  bustle 
of  the  market-day  was  over.  Huraplirey  Standish  and  his  wife  dozed  over  the 
fire  in  the  best  parlour,  undisturbed  by  Jemmy’s  splashing  and  scrubbing  in  tho 
stable-yard,  or  the  clink,  clink  of  tho  little  maid’s  pattens  on  the  bricks  of  the 
passage  and  washhouse.  Madgie,  with  ’Duke  by  her  side,  sat  at  needlework  under 
the  chesnuts,  and  Christopher  was  leaning  over  the  little  white  palings,  chatting 
and  laughing  with  her  and  her  companion.  Now  and  then  those  busy  brown 
fingers  in  the  kitchen  would  pause  over  their  work,  and  those  large,  earnest  eyes  bo 
lifted  from  the  stocking  and  allowed  to  rest  one  moment  on  his  face  ;  often  they 
would  be  turned  to  their  work  again  full  of  tears,  for  the  child’s  heart  was  very 
sorrowful  when  she  felt  that  Clmistopher  would  never  know  that  the  life  he  had 
saved  was  being  devoted  to  a  good  purpose,  but  must  always  think  she  had  run 
away  with  some  secret  disgrace  upon  her,  as  Rebecca  had  said  it  was  being  hinted 
at  Lympton.  Yes,  she  was  very  sorrowful  when  she  thought  of  this,  and  turned 
over  in  her  mind  all  manner  of  things  to  say  to  him,  but  she  could  think  of  no 
way  of  convincing  him  save  by  revealing  her  secret,  and,  rather  than  do  tliat,  she 
would  endure  the  scorn  of  Christopher  and  all  the  world.  So  she  tried  to  forget 
it  for  a  time,  and  bent  resolutely  over  old  Humphrey’s  grey  stocking.  But  the 
sound  of  the  girls’  happy  voices,  laughing  and  chattering  in  the  sunshine,  made 
her  thoughts  wander,  and  presently  she  looked  up  again.  Christopher  was  gone 
from  the  gate,  and  she  heard  his  step  coming  up  the  passage.  Her  hand  shook  so 
that  she  could  scarcely  guide  her  needle,  for  she  felt  that  if  he  found  her  alone  he 
would  question  her  about  the  object  of  her  journey,  and  how  should  she  answo 
him  ?  how  satisfy  him  so  that  he  would  not  despise  her,  even  if  he  were  too  generous 
to  reveal  what  ho  knew,  or  what  ho  thought  he  knew,  to  his  uncle  and  aunt? 

In  another  minute  she  heard  him  crossing  the  kitchen  with  his  shaggy  dog, 
Merrylegs,  after  him ;  Christopher  sat  down  on  a  corner  of  Madgie’s  little  table, 
and,  after  playing  with  Merrylegs  for  some  time,  turned  and  looked  suddenly  into 
the  pale,  timid  little  face  bending  over  the  trembling  hands,  and  said,  bluntly — 

“  Constance  Chorley,  I  want  to  know  what  you  meant  by  saying  your  father 
was  dead  ?” 
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Boats,  woolpacks,  and  stone,  would  be  a  very  true,  though  apparently  rather 
an  inconsistent,  answer  to  the  inquiry.  Of  what  was  Old  London  Bridge  built? 

All  bridges  are  first,  necessarily,  boats.  Here  is  the  legend  about  the  original 
Loudon  Bridge— pity  that  we  can’t  prove  the  story  true,  but  it  would  be  an  equal 
2)ity  to  pass  so  poetical  a  transfiguration — so  we  must  let  it  pass.  The  story  a 
told  on  the  authority  of  Stow,  who  chronicled  it,  as  the  report  of  the  last  prior 
of  the  church  of  St.  Mary  Overy,  in  Southwark — “  A  ferry  being  kept  in  the 
place  where  now  the  bridge  is  builde<l,  at  length  the  ferryman  and  his  wife 
deceasing,  left  the  same  ferry  to  their  only  daughter,  a  maiden  named  Mary,  who, 
with  the  goods  left  her  by  her  parents,  as  also  with  the  profits  of  the  said  ferry, 
builded  an  house  of  Sisters  on  the  place  where  now  standeth  the  cast  part  of  St. 
Mary  Overy's  Church,  above  the  quire,  where  she  was  buried,  unto  which  house 
she  gave  the  oversight  and  profits  of  the  ferry.  But  afterwards  the  said  house  of 
Sisters  being  converted  into  a  college  of  priests,  the  priests  builded  the  brilgeof 
timber,  as  all  the  other  great  bridges  of  this  land  were,  and  from  time  to  time 
kept  the  same  in  good  reparation ;  till  at  length,  eonsidering  the  great  charges 
which  were  bestowed  in  the  same,  there  was,  by  aid  of  the  citizens  and  others, 
a  bridge  builded  with  stone.”  ; 

lx)ndon  Bridge  is  mentioned  in  a  charter  of  the  Conqueror’s,  granted  to  the  I 
monks  of  Westminster  Abbey  iu  10G7.  In  November,  1091,  it  was  entirely  swept  | 
away — for  on  that  day  there  was  a  furious  south-east  wind  raging,  which  threw  i 
down,  in  addition  to  the  damage  we  have  already  recorded,  COO  private  houses  in 
the  city,  besides  several  churches.  It  was,  however,  soon  rebuilt,  and  it  is 
supposed  that  the  expense  of  its  restoration,  or,  at  any  rate,  of  maintaining  it  in 
repair,  was  at  this  time  provided  for  by  an  assessment  levied  upon  all  lands  in  the 
county  of  Surrey,  and  also,  it  is  expected,  in  that  of  Middlesex. 

Loudon  Bridge  was,  in  1130,  burnt  down  by  a  fire  which  laid  the  city  in  ruins 
from  St.  Paul’s  to  Aldgate ;  it  was  rebiult  by  Peter  of  Colechurch,  priest  and  chap¬ 
lain,  and,  no  doubt,  this  erection,  like  the  preceding  ones,  was  only  of  timber. 
'I’he  first  Loudon  Bridge  of  stone  was  built  by  this  same  Peter,  curate  of  St.  Jlary 
Colechurch — a  chapel  distinguished  as  that  in  which  St.  Thomas  a  Beckeb  had 
been  bajiliscd.  The  cost  of  this  now  erection  is  supposed  to  have  been  principally 
defrayed  by  a  general  tax  laid  upon  wocl — hence  the  popular  saying,  which,  iu  course 
of  time,  came  to  be  understood  in  a  literal  sense,  that  “  London  Bridge  was  built 
ujx)u  woolpacks!"  Peter  of  Colechurch  died  iu  1205,  80  that  he  had  not  the 
satisfactiou  of  seeing  his  bridge  iu  its  finished  state.  He  was  buried  within  the 
chapel  of  St.  Thomas  h  Becket,  which  w'as  erected  on  the  central  pier  of  the 
bridge. 

In  a  patent  roll  of  the  9th  year  of  Edward  I.,  1280,  mention  is  made 
of  innumerable  people  dwelling  upon  the  bridge;  and  as  this  w'as  only  about 
seventy  years  after  it  had  been  finished,  it  seems  most  probable  that  there  were 
Lome  houses  on  it  from  the  first.  Iu  course  of  time  it  became  a  continued  street, 
built  on  both  sides,  with  the  exception  of  only  three  openings  at  unequal  distances, 
from  which  there  w'as  a  view  of  the  river  iu  each  direction.  Besides  these  private 
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houses,  however,  there  were  some  other  erections  which  might  be  considered 
as  forming  properly  a  part  of  the  bridge.  Of  these  the  most  famous  was  the  chapel 
already  mentioned,  dedicated  to  St.  Thomas  h  Becket.  This  chapel  continued  to 
be  used  for  divine  worship  down  to  the  time  of  the  Reformation.  Between  the 
chapel  and  the  Southwark  end  of  the  bridge,  one  of  the  arches  was  formed  by  a 
drawbridge,  and  on  the  north  end  of  this  opening  was  a  tower,  on  the  top  of 
which  the  heads  of  persons  executed  for  high  treason  used  to  be  stuck. 

Visitations  of  a  very  varied  and  very  violent  character  threatened  the  destruc¬ 
tion  of  this  bridge  from  almost  the  first  day  of  its  erection  till  it  was  taken  down. 
In  1C33,  a  terrible  fire  broke  out  in  one  of  the  houses,  which  consumed  all  the 
booses  on  the  bridge — forty-three  in  number — from  the  north  end  to  the  first 
opening  on  both  sides.  The  houses  so  destroyed  do  not  appear  to  have  been  all 
rebuilt  when  the  Great  Fire  of  IGGG  occurred,  and  the  houses  which  had  so  lately 
been  destroyed  and  rebuilt  were  again  reduced  to  a  heap  of  ruins,  and  the  stone-work 
of  the  bridge  so  shaken  and  weakened,  that  it  cost  1,5U0/.  to  make  good  the  damage. 
After  the  piers  and  arches  were  repaired,  building  leases  were  e<4gerly  taken, 
and  in  about  five  years  the  line  of  houses  was  made  complete  on  both  sides  of  the 
bridge.  The  only  safe  plan  for  the  iiedestrian  adventurer  who  sought  to  make 
his  way  across  the  bridge  was  to  get  into  the  wake  of  some  carriage  and  keep 
close  to  it,  at  whatever  rate  it  might  be  going,  till  he  was  fairly  across  the  bridge, 
or  had  reached  his  joint  of  destination ;  but  the  principal  customers  of  the  shop¬ 
keepers  on  the  bridge  did  come  in  their  carriages.  Most  of  the  houses  (in  the  days 
of  Pennant)  were  tenanted  by  pin  or  needle  makers,  and  economical  ladies  were 
wont  to  drive  from  St.  James’s  end  of  the  town  to  make  cheap  purchases. 

In  the  sixteenth  century  this  street  on  the  bridge  ranked  with  St.  Paul’s 
Churchyard,  Paternoster-row,  and  Little  Britain,  as  one  of  the  principal  literary 
emporia  of  the  city.  “  The  Three  Bibles,”  “  The  Angel,”  and  “  The  Looking- 
Glass,”  are  some  of  the  signs  of  the  publishers  established  on  the  bridge,  and 
mentioned  on  the  title-pages  of  books  published  at  this  date. 

Many  were  the  illustrious  heads  that  were  paraded  on  the  poles  of  this 
memorable  structure,  and  many  the  processions  that  swept  across  its  path  ;  but 
there  is  one  day  to  vhich  we  must  esjjecially  refer,  for  the  day — Tuesday,  29  th  of 
May,  IGGO,  that  of  the  triumphal  return  home  to  his  capital  of  Charles  II. — was 
a  day  in  which  Old  London  Bridge  is  recorded  to  have  borne  no  inconsiderable 
share.  W  hen  the  king  arrived  in  Southwark,  about  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon, 
he  proceeded  over  the  bridge,  riding  between  his  two  brothers,  the  Dukes  of  York 
and  of  Gloucester,  while  before  him  passed  all  the  gaiety  of  military  and  civic 
display ;  and  on  all  sides  around  the  splendid  cavalcade  rolled  perhaps  a  fuller  tide 
of  genuine  popular  jubilation  than  was  ever  before  or  since  witnessed  on  any 
occasion  of  national  rejoicing  in  England. 

W’e  have  said  very  little  about  the  social  condition  of  the  court  of  Charles  II., 
thinking  that  its  dissolute  condition  is  already  too  well  known  ;  but,  on  second  con¬ 
sideration,  the  picture  will  not  be  perfect  without  the  dark  shading ;  so  we  shall  tell, 
with  blushes  and  burning  cheeks,  how  Catharine  of  Braganza  was  introduced,  on 
the  very  first  day  of  her  arrival  in  England,  by  her  husband  (the  king)  to  my 
Lady  Castlemaine.  No  wonder  that,  when  her  majesty  knew  to  whom  she  had  been 
introduced,  her  colour  changed,  her  tears  gushed  from  her  eyes,  that  her  nose  bled, 
or  that  she  fainted  1  W'^e  are  told,  too  (wonderful  presage  of  the  sorrows  about  to 
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follow  I),  that,  when  the  king  saw  that  she  was  thus  moved,  merely  because  he  had  ' 
introduced  his  mistress  to  her  notice,  he  felt  “  wonderful  indignation.” 

Even  Evelyn  states — “  I  can  never  forget  the  inexpressible  luxury  and  pro¬ 
faneness,  gaming,  and  all  dissoluteness,  and,  as  it  were,  total  forgetfulness  of  God 
(it  being  Sunday  evening),  which  this  day  se'nulght  I  was  witness  of — the  king 
playing  with  his  mistresses,  Portsmouth,  Cleveland,  and  Mazarini.”  This  was  but 
a  week  before  Charles’s  death — the  ending  was  as  sad  as  the  beginning. 

Pepys's  “  Diary”  gives  the  fullest  account  of  the  sayings  and  doings  of  this  age, 
but  the  danger  in  quoting  from  those  amusing  pages  is  the  difficulty  of  leaving 
off  when  you  once  begin ;  still  we  cannot  resist  the  picture  of  Pepys  and  his  wife 
at  the  playhouse.  The  first  thing  that  strikes  us  is  the  announcement  that  hii 
wife  went  first,  Mrs.  P.  going  to  the  pit ;  and,  though  her  good,  garrulous  husband 
is  there  by  two  o’clock,  he  has  to  make  shift  and  get  into  an  eighteenpenny  box- 
above  2,000  persons  having  been  put  back  from  the  pit  in  consequence  of  there 
not  being  any  room.  .  “  AVhen  the  play  was  done,”  says  Pepys,  “I  went  into  the 
pit  to  look  for  my  wife,  it  being  dark  and  raining,  but  could  not  find  her,  and  u 
stayed — going  between  the  two  doors  and  through  the  pit — an  hour  and  a  half,  1 
think,  after  the  play  was  done — the  people  staying  there  till  the  rain  was  over, 
and  to  talk  one  with  another.  And  among  the  rest  there  was  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham  to-day  sat  openly  in  the  pit ;  and  there  I  found  him  with  my  Lord 
Buckhurst,  and  Sedley,  and  Etherege  the  poet — the  last  of  whom  I  did  hear 
mightily  find  fault  with  the  actors  that  they  were  out  of  humour,  and  had  not  their  t 

parts  perfect.  At  the  last  I  did  find  iny  wife.”  The  next  time  Pepys  is  at  the  | 

theatre  he  notices  “  a  mighty  company  of  citizens,  ’prentices,  and  others ;  and  it  [ 

makes  me  observe  that,  when  I  first  began  to  be  able  to  bestow  a  play  on  myself,  I 
do  not  remember  that  I  saw  so  many  by  half  of  the  ordinary  ’prentices  and  mean 
people  in  the  pit  at  2s.  6d.  a-piece  as  now — I  going  for  several  years  no  higher 
than  the  twelvepenny  and  then  the  eighteenpenny  places,  though  I  strained  hard 
to  go  in  them  when  I  did.  So  much  the  vanity  and  prodigality  of  the  age  is  to 
be  observed  in  this  particular.” 

It  was  no  imusual  thing  for  people  to  go  to  the  play  by  one  o’clock  to  get  a 
scat.  It  was  in  the  theatre  at  Yere-street  that  Pepys  first  saw  a  woman  on  the 
stage.  Women  were  not  admitted  to  the  stage  till  the  time  of  Charles  II.,  and,  as 
it  could  not  be  suddenly  supplied  with  actresses,  even  after  permission  had  been 
granted  to  them  to  appear,  for  some  considerable  time  after,  and  at  this  date,  tbe 
handsomest  young  men  that  could  be  found  were  put  in  petticoats,  and  one 
Kynaston  is  said  to  have  worn  them  with  great  success.  A  very  ludicrous  story 
is  told  of  the  shifts  which  the  stage  was  then  put  to. 

The  king,  coming  a  little  before  his  usual  time  to  a  tragedy,  found  the  actors 
not  ready  to  begin,  when  his  majesty,  not  choosing  to  have  as  much  patience  as 
his  good  subjects,  sent  to  know  the  meaning  of  it ;  upon  which  the  master  of  the 
company  came  to  the  box ;  and,  rightly  judging  that  the  best  excuse  for  their 
default  would  bo  the  true  one,  fairly  told  his  majesty  that  the  queen  was  not  yet 
thaeed.  The  king,  whose  good-humour  loved  to  laugh  at  a  jest  as  well  as  to  make 
one,  accepted  the  excuse,  which  served  to  divert  him  till  the  male  queen  could  be 
effeminated. 

Kynaston,  at  that  time,  was  so  beautiful  a  youth  that  the  ladies  of  quality  ! 

prided  themselves  in  takirg  him  with  them  in  their  coaches  to  Hyde  Park,  in  his  f 


t, 


theatrical  habit,  after  the  play,  which,  in  those  days,  they  might  have  sufficient  time 
to  do,  l)ecauBe  “  plays  then  were  used  to  begin  at  four  o’clock,  the  hour  that  people 
of  the  same  rank  are  now  (Cibber’s  time)  going  to  dinner.” 

About  this  period  (1C70)  tea  was  introduced  into  Europe.  It  was  at  first  ridi¬ 
culed,  in  Holland,  under  the  name  of  hay-water.  The  progress  cf  this  famous 
plant  has  been  something  like  the  progress  of  truth — suspecte<l  at  first,  though 
very  palatable  to  those  who  had  the  courage  to  taste  it — resisted  as  it  encroached — 
abused  as  its  popularity  seemed  to  spread — and  establishing  its  triumph  at  last,  in 
cheering  the  whole  land,  from  the  palace  to  the  cottage,  only  by  the  slow  and 
resistless  efforts  of  time  and  its  own  virtues.  According  to  the  common  accounts, 
tea  came  into  England  from  Holland  in  1C66,  when  Lord  Arlington  and  Lord 


Ulu  Lunuox  Bemos. 

Ossory  brought  over  a  small  quantity.  The  custom  of  drinking  tea  then  Ix'came 
fashionable,  and  a  pound  weight  was  sold  for  sixty  shillings. 

Thomas  Garway,  in  Exchange-alley,  tobacconist  and  cofTec-man,  was  the  first 
who  sold  and  retailed  tea,  recommending  it  for  the  cure  of  all  disorders.  The 
following  shop-bill  is  more  curious  than  any  historical  account  we  have : — 

“  Tea  in  England  hath  been  sold  in  the  leaf  for  six  pounds,  and  sometimes  for 
ten  pounds,  the  pound  weight ;  and,  in  respect  of  its  former  scarceness  and  dear¬ 
ness,  it  hath  only  been  used  as  a  regalia  in  high  treatments  and  entertainments, 
and  presents  made  thereof  to  princes  and  grandees,  till  the  year  1G57.  The  said 
Garway  did  purchase  a  quantity  thereof,  and  first  publicly  sold  the  said  tea,  in  Ita/ 
or  drink,  made  according  to  the  directions  of  the  most  knowing  merchants  in 
those  Eastern  countries.  On  the  knowledge  of  the  said  Garway’s  continued  care 
and  industry  in  obtaining  the  best  tea,  and  making  drink  thereof,  very  many 
noblemen,  physicians,  merchants,  &c.,  liave  ever  since  sent  to  him  for  the  said  leaf, 
and  daily  resort  to  his  house  to  drink  the  drink  thereof.  He  sells  tea  from  ICs.  to 
COs.  a  lb.” 

While  the  honour  of  introducing  tea  into  Europe  may  lie  between  the  English 
and  the  Dutch,  that  of  coffee  remains  between  the  English  and  the  French.  In 
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England  it  was  first  sold  by  an  English  Turkish  merchant,  who,  in  1652,  brought  a 
Greek  servant  to  London,  where  they  opened  a  house  to  roast  and  sell  it  publicly 
The  hand-bill  proclaims  “  The  vertue  of  the  coffee-drink  first  publiquely  made  and 
sold  in  England  by  Pasqua  Koser,  in  St.  Michael's-alley,  Cornhill,  at  the  sign  of 
his  own  head.” 

For  about  twenty  years  after  the  introduction  of  coffee  into  this  kingdom,  we 
find  a  continued  series  of  invectives  against  its  adoption,  both  for  medicinal  and 
domestic  purposes.  The  use  of  coffee,  indeed,  seems  to  have  excited  more  notice, 
and  to  have  had  a  greater  influence  on  the  manners  of  the  people,  than  that  of  tea. 

It  seems  at  first  to  have  been  more  universally  used,  as  it  is  on  the  Continent,  and 
its  use  is  connected  with  a  resort  of  the  idle  and  the  curious.  The  history  of  coffee¬ 
houses,  ere  the  invention  of  clubs,  was  that  of  the  manners,  the  morals,  and  the 
politics  of  a  people.  There  were,  even  at  this  date,  reflecting  minds,  desirous  of 
introducing  this  liquid  among  the  labouring  classes  of  society  to  wean  them  from 
strong  liquors ;  and  Howel  observes,  “  that  this  coffee-drink  hath  caused  a  great 
sobriety  among  all  nations.  Formerly,  apprentices,  clerks,  &c.,  used  to  take  their 
morning  draughts  in  ale,  beer,  or  wine,  which  often  made  them  unfit  for  business; 
now  thi  y  play  the  good  fellow  in  this  wakeful  and  civil  drink.”  But  the  custom  of 
coffee-drinking  among  the  labouring  classes  does  not  appear  to  have  lasted ;  and,  even 
when  it  became  the  cheapest  beverage,  the  ^x>pular  prejudices  prevailed  against  it, 
and  ran  in  favour  of  tea.  ; 

Coffee-houses  were  originally  the  common  assemblies  of  men  of  all  classes  j 
of  society ;  the  mercantile  man,  the  man  of  letters,  and  the  fashionable  man,  I 
had  each  his  appropriate  coffee-house.  In  the  reign  of  Charles  II.,  a  pro¬ 
clamation  shut  them  all  up  for  some  time,  they  having  become  the  rendezvous  ~ 
of  the  politicians  of  that  day.  They  were  closed  on  the  ground  that  “  the  retailing 
of  coffee  might  be  an  innocent  trade,  but,  as  it  was  said  to  nourish  sedition,  spread 
lies,  and  scandalise  great  men,  it  might  also  be  a  common  nuisance.”  The 
merchant-men  and  retailers  of  coffee  immediately  petitioned,  and  permission  was 
granted  to  open  the  houses  for  a  certain  jjeriod,  under  a  severe  admonition  that  the 
masters  should  prevent  all  scandalous  papers,  books,  and  libels  from  being  read  in 
them,  and  hinder  every  person  from  spreading  scandalous  rejiorts  against  the 
government. 

In  concluding  this  sketch  of  the  time  of  Charles  II.,  we  must  not  omit  to 
mention  the  tscajH;  of  the  kii  g  from  Boscobel,  in  which  he  was  assisted  by  a  woman. 
The  king,  who  had  just  suff  ered  a  severe  defeat  at  Il'oroester,  was  at  last  compelled 
to  fly,  with  fifty  or  sixty  gentlemen  in  his  company.  They  rode  about  twenty-six 
miles  without  stopping,  and  it  being  then  thought  advisable  for  them  to  separate, 
the  king  sought  refuge  at  Boscobel,  a  sequestered  sjwt,  situate  on  a  wild  hilly 
common  on  the  borders  of  Shropshire  and  Staffordshire.  Boscobel,  and  also  a 
house  called  Whiteladies,  a  little  further  off,  belonged  to  a  family  of  the  name  of 
Giflard.  At  break  of  day,  on  the  4th  of  September,  the  king  arrived  at  the  house  of 
the  Whiteladies,  and  his  horse  was  brought,  by  way  of  precaution,  into  the  hall.  Here 
Charles  had  his  hair  cut  short,  and  disguised  hiuiself  in  a  green  suit  and  a  leathern 
doublet  of  Richard  rcndcrcirs,  and,  quitting  Whiteladies  by  a  back  door,  it  being 
now  broad  day,  he  took  refuge  in  a  wood  in  Boscobel.  Here  he  passed  the  rest  of 
the  day.  His  faithful  guiiles  had  procured  him  a  blanket  to  serve  as  a  seat  on  the  | 
wet  ground,  and  a  mess  of  butter,  milk,  and  eggs.  At  nightfall  he  left  the  wood,  [ 
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and,  haviog  supped  and  completed  his  disguise  at  Richard  Penderell’s  house, 
he  proceeded  to  Madeley,  a  village  on  the  Severn;  but  eventually  the  king 
returned  to  Boscobel  about  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  of  September  6th.  Here  he 
found  a  Major  Carlis,  one  of  his  companions  in  arms  at  Worcester,  and,  being  told 
that  it  would  be  dangerous  either  to  stay  in  the  house  or  to  go  again  into  the  wood, 
they  secured  themselves  during  the  day  by  getting  up  into  a  large  Ojdt  tree,  which 
stood,  as  the  king  tells  us  in  his  own  narrative,  “  in  a  pretty  plain  place  where 
they  might  see  all  around  them.”  This  oak,  the  king  says,  had  been  lopped  some 
three  or  four  years  before,  and,  being  grown  out  again  very  bushy  and  thick,  could 
not  be  seen  through.  He  also  tells  us  that  they  carried  up  with  them  some  victuals 
for  the  whole  day,  viz.,  bread,  cheese,  and  small  beer,  and  “  nothing  else,”  adding 
that  while  they  were  in  this  tree  they  saw  soldiers  going  up  and  down  in  the 
thicket  of  the  wood,  searching  for  persons  escaped.  Meantime,  Charles  II.  slept  at 
intervals  on  a  cushion  which  the  Penderells  had  provided,  resting  his  head  on  Carlis’s 
lap.  At  night  he  returned  to  the  house  at  Boscobel,  where  a  bed  was  made  up  for 
him  in  a  closet  of  about  five  feet  square.  Part  of  the  next  day  he  passed  in  a 
summer-house  in  the  garden.  But,  though  the  king  had  thus  far  escaped  his  pur¬ 
suers,  it  was  not  safe  for  him  to  remain  longer  in  this  part  of  the  country,  so  that 
on  the  night  of  the  7th  he  started  for  Mosely,  a  place  at  no  great  distance  from 
Boscobel.  His  feet  having  been  bruised  and  galled  in  his  journey  to  Madeley,  he 
was  unable  to  walk,  so  the  mill-horse  (Humphrey  Penderell  wiis  a  miller)  was  placed 
at  his  disposal,  all  the  five  Penderells,  and  a  brother-in-law  of  theirs,  named  Yates, 
walking  by  his  side,  and  escorting  him  to  within  a  short  distance  of  Mosely.  How 
he  reached  Colonel  Lane’s,  and  how  the  king  changed  his  dress  to  a  suit  of  country 
grey  cloth,  and  travelled  with  Mistress  Jane  Lane  on  a  pillion  behind  hun — the 
manner  in  which  he  feigned  an  ague,  and  under  cover  of  this  sickness  had  a  better 
chamber  accommodation  provided  for  him,  and  some  of  the  best  meat — a  matter 
about  which  he  by  no  means  seems  to  have  been  indifferent — has  often  been  told, 
and  will  always  be  read  with  interest.  Of  Charles's  brave  cousin,  Prince  Rupert, 
we  print,  below,  the  portrait.  M.  S.  R. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

MR.  AND  MRS.  DONUBAD. 

I  WAS  80  busy  all  day  in  assisting  to  prepare  for  our  expected  guests,  that  I 
had  little  time  to  speculate  on  the  probable  character  and  appearance  of  the  ladj 
to  whom  1  was  to  be  introduced.  The  visitors  had  written  to  say  that  they  would 
arrive  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and,  as  the  nights  were  beginning  to  grow 
chill,  there  were  fires  in  the  library  and  drawing-room ;  the  usual  hour  for  bringing 
in  tea  had  been  postponed,  and  everything  waited  their  coming.  Mrs.  AVhite  wu 
engaged  in  the  kitchen,  superintending  the  preparation  of  some  particular  dish. 
My  guardian  had  fallen  asleep  in  his  reading-chair,  and  I  had  reached  the  last 
paragraph  in  the  chapter  of  some  book  of  which  I  had  scarcely  understood  a  word. 
I  felt  restless,  and  the  warm  air  of  the  room  made  me  feverish.  I  went  out  quietly 
into  the  long  passage,  and  leaned  over  the  baluster  overlooking  the  hall,  which  lay 
dim  and  well-like  in  the  light  of  the  oil-lamp  suspended  from  the  ceiling.  I  had 
scarcely  stood  there  a  minute  before  I  saw  the  new  servant  walk  softly  to  the 
street-door,  and  listen  with  her  ear  at  the  keyhole ;  then  she  waited,  as  though  un¬ 
decided  whether  to  stay  there  or  to  return,  listened  again,  and  finally  drew  back 
the  lock  gently,  and  admitted  a  man  wrapped  in  a  loose  riding-coat. 

“  Well,”  I  heard  him  say  in  a  half -whisper  as  he  entered,  “  have  they  come?" 

The  faint  light  shining  on  the  woman’s  face,  as  she  closed  the  door,  showed  me 
the  same  hard,  defiant  expression  which  had  greeted  me  on  my  first  seeing  her. 

“No;  they’ve  not  come  yet,”  she  replied;  “and  if  they  don’t,  so  much  the 
better.” 

“  Have  you  done  anything  since  I  saw  you,  then  ?” 

“  No ;  I  mean  to  take  my  own  time,  and - ”  here  she  leaned  forward,  and 

as  she  whispered  I  could  see  a  savage  gleam  in  her  eye,  and  a  grim  contraction  of 
her  mouth  which  boded  little  good. 

As  the  man  turned  to  take  her  by  the  arm — which  he  clutched,  evidently  with 
a  nervous  grip — she  struck  at  his  hand  fiercely,  and  wrenched  herself  away. 

“  You’ll  answer  me  first,  afore  I  move  a  finger  in  it,”  she  said,  in  a  hoarse 
whisper.  “  I’m  not  like  htr ;  and  when  I’m  once  up  you’ll  find  that  out,  too.” 

The  scuillc  of  her  feet,  as  she  threw  off  his  grasp,  made  some  noise  on  the  stone 
paving  of  the  hall,  and  he  retreated  to  the  door ;  as  he  turned  to  look  at  her, 
before  opening  it,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  face ;  but,  not  so  much  from  that  hasty 
glance  as  from  his  general  figure  revealed  by  the  accidental  opening  of  his  coat, 
I  recognised  the  man  who  had  looked  up  at  me  from  the  street  as  I  stood  at  hlis. 
White’s  window — the  man  whom  I  had  been  warned  to  fear  and  to  avoid — ^my 
father  I 

Before  ho  could  draw  back  the  lock,  the  woman’s  hand  was  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  her  hard  look  modified.  Then,  with  a  whispered  exclamation,  she 
led  him  into  the  dining-room,  and  the  darkness  concealed  them  both.  I  heard 
the  click  of  the  lock  as  she  shut  the  door,  and  waited  till  they  should  come  out 
again,  not  knowing  what  to  do  for  the  best.  Should  I  go  back  and  alarm  my 
guardian?  or  descend  quickly  to  the  kitchen,  and  call  Mrs.  White?  Even  while  1 
hesitated  there  came  a  sound  of  wheels  in  the  street,  and  the  new  servant  camo 
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into  the  hall  alone,  and  listened  as  a  carriage  drew  up  sharply  a  door  or  two  off ; 
presently  it  moved  on  again  and  stopped ;  then  she  beckoned  to  her  companion, 
and  while  the  hall  still  echoed  with  the  thundering  knocking  of  the  coachman,  ho 
slunk  out,  and  went  noiselessly  into  the  street.  I  went  back  into  the  drawing-room. 

Mr.  Willmott  had  started  from  his  chair  at  the  sound  of  the  knocker,  and, 
noticing  my  disturbed  manner,  attributed  it  to  the  dread  of  meeting  our  visitors. 

“  What  a  strange  child  it  is  1”  he  said,  with  a  grimace.  “  What  should  there 
he  in  the  arrival  of  a  country  parson  and  his  wife  to  make  her  look  as  though  site 
had  seen  a  ghost  ?” 

I  thought  it  better  not  to  undeceive  him  then,  and  merely  said  that  I  had 
found  the  room  too  warm.  Presently  Mrs.  White  came  in,  conducting  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Donhead,  and  1  was  a  little  nervous  as  to  the  way  in  which  1  should  be 
received — nervous  because  I  was  not  yet  sure  whether  they  knew  my  real  position, 
or,  knowing  it,  how  the  lady,  at  least,  would  relish  my  presence  in  the  house. 

She  was  even  more  timid  than  myself,  I  thought,  considering  the  relative 
advantage  she  possessed ;  and,  though  1  could  detect  an  uncertainty  in  her  manner 
which  prevented  any  very  marked  recognition  of  me,  no  sooner  did  Mr.  Willmott 
bring  me  forward,  and,  after  the  first  greetings,  introduce  me  by  the  name  which 
be  had  adopted  for  me,  than  I  saw  tears  gather  in  her  eyes  as  she  stooped  down 
to  kiss  me.  She  coloured  even  as  she  did  this,  hourever,  and,  dropping  my  hands 
suddenly,  seemed  to  look  round  with  an  appearance  of  doubt,  as  though  she  might 
hare  committed  some  error. 

She  was  a  tall,  ladylike  woman,  with  a  face  which,  although  not  regularly 
beautiful,  was  exceedingly  kind,  and  seemed  to  have  retained  a  singular  youtbful- 
ness  both  of  colour  and  expression.  Much  love  shone  from  her  light  blue  eyes, 
but  their  gaze  was  unsteady,  and  the  general  air  of  indecision  was  increased  by  a 
mouta  which,  small  and  well-shaped,  wanted  the  firmer  lines  w  hich  belong  to 
well-set  lips.  Even  in  her  voice  there  was  an  alternation  of  key,  and  a  falling 
inflection  to  almost  every  sentence,  which  served  to  mark  a  peculiar  want  of  self- 
posse.‘sion.  Weak  as  1  was,  1  felt  at  once  that  I  was  stronger  than  Mrs.  Donhead ; 
but  I  knew  I  should  love  her  without  respecting  her  character. 

Her  husband  I  had  seen  before,  and  towards  him  I  felt  respect  without 
sympathy.  lie  had  neither  the  face  nor  the  figure  of  the  “  country  parson,”  as 
Mr.  Willmott  understowl  the  words.  Tall,  and  with  falling  shoulders,  which 
gave  him  a  somewhat  lean  appearance — with  cloihes  scrupulous  alike  in  their  severe 
cut  and  unobjectionable  fit,  he  seemed  never  to  forget  the  priestly  oflice,  nor 
entirely  to  relax  the  cold  severity  with  which  he  had  learned  to  associate  it.  Not 
that  there  w'as  any  trace  of  asceticism  in  his  bearing  or  expression,  but  above  that 
creaseless  white  cravat  the  high  pale  forehead  looked  cool  and  smooth  as  marble ; 
the  firm,  chiselled  lips  scarcely  bent  to  smile ;  and  the  fixed  gaze  of  eyes  which 
were  calm,  though  not  rayless,  had  in  it  a  gleam  of  suspicion  which  seemed  to 
inquire  rather  than  to  reprove..  As  he  bent  to  me  and  held  out  his  hand,  a  smile 
played  for  a  moment  round  his  mouth,  and  he  turned  immediately  to  his  wife. 

“  You  will  soon  know  Miss  Summers  as  well  as  I  do,  Sophia,”  he  said.  “  Wo 
have  met  before,  and  you  are  likely  to  be  a  favourite,  for  she  once  told  me  she  was 
like  Saul,  who  was  charmed  from  evil  by  the  aid  of  music.” 

1  remembered  a  conversation  that  I  had  once  held  with  him  for  a  few  minutes 
irhile  somebody  was  at  the  piano  after  dinner.  He  had  repeated  something  of 
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what  I  said,  but  in  different  words,  making  the  real  meaning  more  apparent,  but 
giving  it  a  harsher  and  stronger  colouring  than  1  had  intended. 

1  made  no  reply,  however,  beyond  a  look  which,  as  it  met  his  cold  glance, 
caused  a  momentary  concentration  of  his  eye  upon  me,  and  a  motion  of  the  brow 
which  showed  that  he  had  read  my  thought. 

I  was  occupied  by  another  thought,  however.  I  saw  by  his  tone  and  manner 
that  he  had  learned  the  tenure  upon  which  1  was  an  inmate  of  Mr.  Willmott’s 
house,  and  that  his  wife  was  yet  uncertain  in  what  capacity  she  was  to  treat  me— 
whether  as  a  niece  or  as  a  stranger  to  whom  she  might  soon  become  more  closelj 
attached. 

During  the  whole  tea-time  she  seemed  to  be  under  this  disadvantage,  and  it 
was  not  until  I  asked  her  to  play,  and  sat  with  Mrs.  White  near  the  piano, 
tliat  her  manner  became  less  confused  and  painful. 

Does  papa  always  call  you  Wayfe  ?”  she  said  to  me,  with  a  furtive  glance 
towards  her  husband,  as  we  began  to  turn  over  some  music.  heard  Mr. 
Donhead  address  you  as  Miss  Summers.” 

“  Mr.  Willmott  wishes  me  to  adopt  that  name,"  I  said,  “and  I  have  agreed  to 
do  so ;  I  suppose  you  know  why  ?” 

“  I  can  understand  why,  but,  since  he  has  brought  you  here,  I  can’t  understand 
his  reason  for  concealing  your  real  name.  He  has  adopted  you  into  the  family,  I 
suppose,  and  you  are,  in  every  other  respect,  treated  as  his  granddaughter?” 

There  was  a  faint  flush  upon  her  face  as  she  spoke,  and  a  nervous  trembling  of 
her  hands  which  I  could  scarcely  account  for. 

“  He  never  speaks  of  me  as  his  granddaughter,”  I  replied,  “  and  I  don’t  think  j 
he  can  be  said  to  have  adopted  me.  I  am  to  be  a  governess,  and  1  expect  he  will 
soon  procure  me  a  situation.” 

As  her  eyes  met  mine,  the  cloud  upon  her  face  vanished  for  a  moment,  as 
though  she  felt  some  sudden  relief.  As  1  noted  it,  the  explanation  of  her  manner 
became  easier ;  she  was  thinking,  not  unnaturally,  perhaps,  of  her  own  children, 
and  of  the  effect  my  adoption  might  have  upon  their  future  prospects. 

As  this  conclusion  forced  itself  upon  me,  1  felt  the  full  bitterness  of  my  position 
in  Mr.  AV'illmott’s  family — a  grief  not  without  indignation  ;  and,  by  a  momentary 
influence,  1  looked  her  full  in  the  eyes,  biting  my  lip  to  keep  back  the  tears  which 
were  gathering  slowly  in  my  own.  She  seemed  contending  with  some  inward 
struggle,  and  the  colour  mounted  to  her  cheeks  as  she  placed  her  hand  gently  on 
my  arm. 

“  It  is  not  just,”  she  said,  hurriedly,  “  that  you  should  be  brought  here  only  to 
be  sent  aw'ay  again,  unless  as  one  of  the  family.  Whatever  may  have  been  my 
brother’s  faults — ^and  he  is  heartless  and  shameless — we  have  no  right  to  visit  the 
sins  of  the  father  upon  the  child.” 

I  could  see  that  she  was  still  fighting  against  her  own  suspicions  as  unworthy; 
and  as  she  looked  again  towards  the  library,  where *they  were  sitting,  I  asked — 

“  Does  Mr.  Donhead  know  the  history  of  my  being  here  ?” 

“  I  think  so,”  she  answered ;  “  the  words  I  used  just  now  are  his.  He  believes 
that  it  would  be  useless  to  express  his  opinion  to  my  father,  but  he  cannot  recognise 
the  justice  of  his  plans.  It  would  be  useless,  too,  because  he  has  never  been  directly 
informed  of  the  particulars,  and  will  not  inquire,  for  fear  of — of — his  intentions 
being  mistaken,  in  fact.” 
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Mrs.  White  had  risen  from  her  seat  and  walked  to  the  window,  evidently 
because  she  could  not  otherwise  avoid  overhearing  the  conversation.  Mrs.  Uonhead 
noticed  it,  and  beckoned  her  towards  us. 

“  There  are  no  secrets  from  you,  Mrs.  Whiter"  she  said.  “  You  heard  what  we 
were  saying  ?” 

“  Yes,  I  heard  it,”  Mrs.  W'hite  replied,  looking  at  me  with  that  tender  light 
in  her  eyes  which  carried  with  it  such  a  gentle  influence ;  “  but  I  think  there 
are  no  grounds  for  the  fear  you  have  alluded  to.  Wayfe  has  told  you  all  that  has 
transpired  in  relation  to  her  future  disposal.” 

Shame  and  doubt  together  were  expressed  in  Mrs.  Donhead’s  face,  and  she 
hung  her  head  as  a  low  sob  told  what  were  the  mixed  emotions  with  which  she 
was  agitated.  She  looked  up  presently,  however,  and  stole  her  arm  lovingly  round 
my  neck. 

“  Forget  what  I  have  said,”  she  whispered ;  “  or,  if  you  can’t  forget  it,  remember 
that  I  have  three  children,  two  of  whom  have  never  even  seen  their  grandfather. 
It  is  mean  and  weak  of  me,  I  know,  but  1  am  weak  and  selfish.  Mr.  Donhead  is 
BO  strong  and  calm  that  he  has  no  sympathy  with  these  feelings,  and,  besides,  1 
know  that  they  are  mean.  Forget  what  1  have  said.” 

“  You  need  never  fear  that  I  shall  think  they  are  more  than  natural,”  I  said, 
holding  up  my  face  to  kiss  her.  “  Whom  should  a  mother  think  of  but  her  children  ?” 

I  thought  of  my  own  mother,  though,  while  I  said  it,  and  my  tears  flowed. 

“  Come,  I  thought  you  people  were  to  have  some  music,”  said  Mr.  Donhead, 
rising  and  walking  towards  us.  As  he  approached,  I  could  see  the  faint  suspicion 
which  dwelt  in  his  unmoved  eyes  deejien  while  he  regarded  his  wife.  “  Have  you 
nothing  hero  that  you  can  play,  my  dear  ?”  he  said,  courteously,  as  he  arranged 
the  piano-desk.  “  Do  you  play  at  chess.  Miss  ^Vayfe?”  he  added,  turning  to  me. 

I  was  compelled  to  admit  that  I  had  learned  the  game  of  Mr.  Goodward. 

“  Who  is  a  good  player.  I’ll  be  bound,”  he  replied,  with  that  faint  smile  which 
seemed  no  more  than  a  conventional  expression  of  face  due  to  society.  “  Let  us 
try  a  game  together ;  I  shall  be  able  to  talk  to  Mr.  AVillmott  at  the  same  time.” 

There  was  nothing  in  his  manner  but  courtesy,  and  yet  his  calm  features 
exhibited  a  sort  of  lofty  sense  of  command,  which  1  obeyed,  but  from  which,  at 
the  same  time,  I  inwardly  revolted. 

I  sat  down,  and  arranged  my  chessmen  on  the  board  with  no  very  pleasant 
anticipations,  and,  indeed,  with  no  interest  in  the  game.  Sirs.  Donhead  was 
playing  softly  in  the  next  room ;  my  antagonist  continued  his  conversation  with 
Mr.  Willmott  in  the  intervals  during  which  ho  watted  for  my  moves,  and  he 
frequently  waited  long,  for  my  thoughts  were  wandering  and  preoccupietl. 

There  was  still  a  tinge  of  bitterness  in  my  reflections  as  I  recalled  all  that  Mrs. 
Donhead  had  said  and  left  unsaid ;  for  1  felt  that,  although  she  combated  the 
opinions  which  influenced  her  in  relation  to  me,  she  was  by  nature  as  weak  as  she  had 
confessed  herself  to  be,  and  that  the  pjrinciples  on  which  she  endeavoured  to  control 
her  suspicions  were,  perhaps,  not  strong  enough,  apart  from  the  guidance  of  her 
husband,  to  enable  her  to  maintain  her  native  kindness  of  heart  against  jealousy  on 
behalf  of  her  children. 

Apparently  absorbed  in  the  moves  which  Mr.  Donhead’s  skill  made  difficult,  1 
found  myself  going  over,  in  imagination,  all  the  incidents  of  my  life,  and  vainly 
trying  to  realise  my  probable  future.  In  the  last  attempt  1  became  conscious  of  a 
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feeling  which  I  htod  never  before  allowed  to  usurp  a  place  in  ray  thoughts — a  total 
dislike  to  the  occupation  already  selected  for  me.  Unrecognised  as  ray  position 
had  been  in  ray  guardian's  house,  it  was,  at  least,  one  in  which  I  had  felt  and 
gained  affection.  To  secure  this  under  similar  circumstances,  in  a  capacity  where  I 
should  still  be  dependent,  but  yet  without  the  sense  of  receiving  any  benefit  save 
the  stipend  to  which  my  duties  entitled  me,  was  a  seeming  impossibility.  I 
remembered  that  1  was  to  go  out  at  once  as  governess  in  some  family  where  a 
certain  position  in  society  would,  doubtless,  influence  my  pupils,  and  knew  that  I 
was  totally  deficient  both  in  the  calm  dignity  and  orderly  aciiuiescence  which  would 
accept  the  mere  formal  tokens  of  a  consideration  which  ceased  when  my  tasks 
were  done. 

Added  to  these  doubts  was  a  consciousness  that  I  should  sicken  at  the  drudgerj 
of  mere  preparatory  instruction.  With  an  unjustifiable  conceit,  1  believed  that  I 
should  be  better  capable  of  teaching  girls  nearer  my  own  age ;  not  that  I  imagined 
my  own  acquirements  either  profound  or  extensive,  but  I  had  never  known  a  child 
in  the  capacity  of  a  pupil  except  af  the  Sunday-school,  and  there  the  difficulty  of 
interesting  the  younger  girls  in  my  class  had  weighed  upon  me  heavily. 

Then  there  pressed  upon  me  a  vague  dread  that  something  unforeseen  would 
happen  from  the  meeting  which  I  had  seen  in  the  hall.  What  was  the  relation 
which  the  servant,  who  scarcely  concealed  her  dislike  of  me,  bore  to  my  father? 
What  secret  understanding  had  been  established  between  them  ?  1  was  lost  in  a 

whirl  of  confused  thoughts.  The  heat  of  the  room  seemed  to  close  round  me  like 
the  stifling  air  from  an  oven.  The  music  had  ceased ;  1  could  hear  the  faint 
clicking  of  the  burning  coals  as  they  shifted  in  the  grate.  Nobody  was  speaking ; 
and,  with  a  stunned  sense  of  having  become  an  object  of  general  notice,  I  lifted  my 
flushed  face  from  my  hand.  Mr.  Donhead,  with  the  same  ungenial  smile,  was 
holding  his  watch  as  his  cold  eyes  regarded  ray  flushed  and  almost  frightened  look. 

“  Eleven  minutes.  Miss  Wayfc,"  he  said,  “  and  your  king  in  check.  I  shall 
beat  you  now  in  six  moves.” 

I  saw  my  guardian  peering  at  me  with  a  queer  expression  on  his  face. 

“  Wayfe  wanted  some  of  the  conversation  as  well  as  the  game,  I  think,"  he 
said.  “  She  is  an  admirable  theologian,  Donhead,  and  worthy  of  becoming  your 
pupil.  I  fancy  her  views  are  too  latitudinarian  for  your  taste,  however.  It  runs 
in  the  blood,  perhaps ;  and  then  her  pastors  and  masters  have  professed  sad  Loir 
Church  principles." 

I  looked  at  my  guardian  inquiringly,  for  I  was  surprised  at  his  allusion  to  my 
relationship.  He  was  peering  with  the  same  curious  expression  at  the  calm,  cold 
face  opposite. 

“  I  should  scarcely  think  it  probable  that  she  had  formed  any  distinct  opinions 
on  the  subject  at  present,”  replied  his  son-in-law. 

“  Hum ! — ha ! — then  your  sagacity  will  have  a  discovery  to  make  yet.” 

hir.  Donhead  bent  his  head  without  reply ;  and,  as  his  eyes  again  sought  my 
face,  his  character  was  yet  plainer  to  me.  He  exhibited  neither  surprise  nor 
interest ;  the  expression  of  cool  doubt  with  which  he  had  received  my  guardian's 
remark  remained  undisturbed.  He  was  evidently  above  much  compassion  for,  or 
sympathy  with,  human  weakness— had  full  possession  of  a  certain  set  of  opinions, 
well  tried,  perhaps,  and  not  hastily  adopted.  His  aim,  no  doubt,  was  to  be 
righteous,  just,  and  unyielding,  in  singleness  of  purpose ;  but  his  justice  was 
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anrigUteous,  for  it  admitted  no  differences  of  experience — no  other  means  of 
attaining  that  purpose  than  those  which  he  himself  followed.  In  earlier  times  he 
might  have  been  a  bigot  and  a  persecutor ;  he  was,  as  he  sat  there,  a  priest  rather 
flinn  a  pastor,  who,  with  reason  for  the  faith  that  was  in  him,”  believed  that  it 
might  not  only  be  typified,  but  revealed,  by  formularies  about  which  he  had  long 
ceased  to  argue — argument,  indeed,  being  too  genial  a  process  for  him. 

This  m.*iy  seem  a  flippantly-expressed  estimate,  and  only  illustrative  of  some 
undefined  dislike ;  but,  if  it  be  so,  I  have  missed  my  intention,  for  there  was  nothing 
in  him,  save  that  evident  expectation  of  submission  to  his  opinions,  which  offended 
me — nothing  that  attracted,  it  may  be,  but  still  a  firm  belief  in  his  goodness 
and  in  a  sincerity  of  which  he  himself  was,  doubtless,  well  assured. 

1  had  expected,  when  I  sat  down,  that  be  would  allow  me  to  win  the  game ; 
but  his  was  not  the  temper  either  to  break  the  rule  or  to  lose  the  triumph,  small 
as  it  was ;  and  I  was  checkmated  in  the  threatened  manner. 

As  I  removed  my  eyes  from  his  face,  at  the  termination  of  the  game,  I  saw  that 
my  guardian  was  looking  at  me  with  the  same  queer  twinkle,  and  that  he  knew  to 
what  iny  scrutiny  tended,  lie  turned  away  presently  with  his  face  to  the  fire,  and 
1  could  see  his  shoulders  quivering  with  silent  laughter,  of  which  the  reverend 
gentleman  was  either  totally  unconscious,  or  he  attributed  it  to  merriment  at  my 
defeat.  Supper  was  served  in  the  library,  and,  as  Mrs.  Donhead  was  fatigued, 
we  retired  early. 

“  You  don’t  smoke,  do  you,  Donhead?"  said  my  guardian,  as  wo  got  up  to  bid 
him  good  night. 

I  had  expected  a  surprised  rejection  of  such  an  offer ;  but  Mr,  Donhead  was 
above  surprise.  He  simply  said,  “  No,”  with  a  rather  deeper  smile  than  I  had 
before  observed ;  and,  shaking  my  guardian’s  hand,  bowed  slightly  to  Mrs.  White 
and  myself,  and  went  up-stairs. 

“There's  another  pastor  and  master  for  you,  Wayfe,”  said  Mr.  Willmott,  as  ho 
held  me  a  moment  by  the  shoulder,  “  How  do  you  like  him  ?” 

“  Master  he  might  be,"  I  replied,  gravely ;  “  but  pastor — no ;  I  think  not.” 

I  left  him  laughing  still,  and  ran  up-stairs,  fur  I  was  anxious  to  tell  Mrs.  White 
of  what  I  had  seen  in  the  evening.  She  looked  so  much  concerned  that  I  suggested 
her  going  down  again  to  the  library,  and  asking  for  instructions ;  but,  as  it  was 
then  late,  we  agreed  to  defer  it  until  the  morning. 

It  had  already  been  arranged  that  the  two  gentlemen  should  go  out  together 
next  day  to  transact  the  business  which  had  brought  Mr.  Donhead  to  Loudon ; 
and,  as  I  had  already  been  to  see  some  of  the  popular  exhibitions  to  which 
visitors  from  the  coimtry  usually  repaired,  a  coach  was  ordered  to  take  Mrs. 
Donhead  and  myself  to  a  celebrated  show  of  waxwork.  As  wo  started  at  half-past 
ten,  and  breakfast  was  later  than  usual,  Mrs.  White  had  no  opportunity  of 
teeing  my  guardian  alone,  so  that  the  secret  which  still  preyed  on  my  mind 
remained  undisclosed. 

I  soon  roused  myself  from  the  contemplation  of  the  subject,  however ;  for,  as 
my  companion  was  almost  as  strange  to  London  as  though  she  bad  never  seen  its 
streets  before,  I  was  expected  to  act  as  a  chaperon — a  part  which  my  own  limited 
knowledge  of  localities  made  somewhat  difficult.  I  think  we  were  neither  of  us 
very  attentive  to  the  exhibition,  although  there  was  a  representation  of  a  sleeping 
taltana,  whose  breathing  would  have  been  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world 
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had  it  not  caused  her  to  inflate  her  chest  to  such  an  extraordinary  degree  that  the 
satin  bodice  almost  crackled.  1  remember  also  that  there  appeared,  towards  the 
close  of  the  entertainment,  a  female  dwarf,  with  a  large  head  and  a  yellow 
complexion,  who  went  round  amongst  the  assembled  company  to  be  kissed— a 
proceeding  which  caused  me  to  edge  away  towards  the  door.  It  was  a  dreary 
place  enough,  lighted  with  dim  oil-lamps  which  left  it  in  a  sort  of  twUight, 
and  smelling  strangely  faint,  as  though  the  figures  which  were  placed  under  the 
canopies  round  the  room  had  scarcely  enough  breathing  space,  and  used  half- faded 
perfume  of  a  musky  odour. 

This,  with  the  continual  playing  of  a  seraphine  or  organ  behind  a  heavy  crimson 
curtain,  was  not  particularly  lively,  and  it  was  with  a  sense  of  relief  that  we  left 
the  place,  and,  after  eating  some  jelly  and  a  bun  at  a  pastrycook’s,  drove  off  to 
a  large  bazaar,  where  Mrs.  Donhead  was  to  buy  some  toys  to  take  back  to 
Cornwall. 

I  had  grown  accustomed  to  my  companion's  manner  by  this  time,  and,  indeed, 
that  confusion  which  1  had  at  first  noticed  disappeared  as  we  became  more 
intimate.  She  inquired  about  my  mother,  and  with  so  much  delicacy  that  I  felt 
it  unnecessary  to  conceal  her  occupation,  although  I  suppressed  all  mention  of  our 
correspondence. 

“  I  wish  papa  would  let  you  come  back  w'ith  us,”  she  said  at  last.  “  You 
could  teach  Alice  and  Barlwira,  and  would  never  feel  as  though  you  were  amongst 
strangers,  for  we  are  relations,  you  know,  whatever  may  be  the  name  you  bear.” 

I  had  told  her  of  my  antipathies,  and  of  the  nervous  dread  1  had  so  often  felt 
at  the  thought  of  going  into  a  fashionable  house  as  a  governess,  but  was  uncertain 
whether  the  prospect  she  held  out  to  me  was  more  alluring.  I  felt  that  I  could 
love  her,  for  her  nature  was  too  gentle  to  inspire  dislike  or  mistrust ;  but  I  doubted 
whether  she  might  always  feel  towards  me  as  warmly  as  she  now'  professed  to  feel— 
whether  I  might  not  be  an  object  of  suspicion  to  Mr.  Donhead,  who  would  scarcely 
relish  the  presence  of  one  in  relation  to  whom  he  had  felt  it  necessary  to  reprove 
his  wife,  for  the  w'ant  of  those  qualities  which  he  considered  essential  to  her 
character. 

We  reached  home  before  I  had  made  any  reply  to  the  proposition,  however,  and, 
as  neither  my  guardian  nor  his  guest  had  returned,  dinner  was  served  in  Mrs. 
White's  room.  As  the  cloth  was  being  laid,  I  saw  upon  the  countenance  of  the 
new  servant  a  look  of  triumphant  bravado  which  led  me  to  ask  Mrs.  AVhite 
whether  anything  had  transpired ;  but  she  said  she  had  taken  no  notice. 

We  sat  at  work  after  dinner,  Mrs.  Donhead  talking  to  Mrs.  White,  who  had, 
it  seemed,  been  in  Cornwall  on  a  visit  some  years  before,  and  asked  after  all  the 
acquaintances  she  had  formed  there. 

“  You  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  old  Ratlipen  is  still  alive,”  she  said  at  last, 
in  a  manner  which  struck  me  as  being  strangely  marked. 

1  caught  Mrs.  White's  eye  as  she  looked  up  from  her  sewing,  and  saw  that  she 
had  glanceil  quickly  towards  me.  Mrs.  Donhead  looked  closely  at  her  work. 

“  Mr.  llathpen  is  an  old  gentleman  who  lives  not  far  from  us,”  she  said.  “  lie 
has  beim  a  li.sherinau,  and  some  xs-'ople  say  a  smuggler;  but  he  has  become  a 
follower  of  the  Methodists,  and  his  sou  Ls  quite  a  8Ui)erior  young  man — a  superin- 
teiidcut  of  a  mine  on  the  coast.” 

1  thought  this  scarcely  sufficient  to  explain  the  signs  of  embarrassment  I  had 
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noticed;  but  possibly  there  was  something  about  the  life  or  character  of  Mr. 
Ratbpen  which  it  did  not  concern  me  to  know,  and  I  was  silent. 

The  gentlemen  were  late,  and  tea  followed  dinner  without  their  making  their 
appearance ;  indeed,  they  had  intended  going  to  dine  with  an  old  school-friend  of 
Mr.  Donhead's  at  Westminster,  and  we  scarcely  regretted  their  absence,  since  the 
ooDTersation  turned  on  interesting  topics.  1  could  see  that,  with  a  mind  not  ill- 
coltivated,  Mrs.  Donhead  had  been  schooled  to  think,  and  even  to  express  her 
thoughts,  in  such  grooves  as  first  her  teachers,  and  afterwards  her  husband,  had 
laid  down  for  her.  This,  in  connexion  with  a  warm  heart,  and  a  quick,  if  not  a 
strong,  appreciation,  made  her  manner  painfully  unequal.  As  we  were  talking, 
however,  I  could  see  that  she  lost  the  surprise  she  had  at  first  exhibited  at  my 
freedom  of  speech,  and  insensibly  fell  into  a  manner  which  soon  produced  a  sort 
of  rivalry  between  us  as  to  who  should  be  the  most  ou/re  and  original  in  our 
expressions  of  opinion. 

If  the  reader  has  ever  experienced  this  sort  of  temporary  mania,  which  looks  so 
like  genius  as  to  fascinate  os  with  self-conceit,  it  will  scarcely  be  necessary  to 
remark  that  we  were  soon  replying  to  each  other  with  bursts  of  laughter,  which 
had  somewhat  of  an  unwonted  sound  in  that  quiet  room,  where  merriment  was 
usually  so  decorous.  But  Mrs.  White  was  somewhat  under  the  influence,  and  we 
went  on  unchecked  till  Mr.  Willmott’s  knock  sounded  at  the  street-door.  Then 
Mrs.  Donhead  looked  at  me  with  scared  eyes. 

“  Whatever  would  Mr.  Donhead  say  if  he  heard  me  going  on  in  this  manner  ?” 
she  said.  “  I  don’t  think  it’s  right — do  you,  Wayfe?” 

“  Why  not  ?”  I  replied ;  “  it’s  nothing  but  a  violent  burst  of  nature  in  defiance 
of  the  trammels  of  art.  If  Mr.  Donhead  is  a  professor  of  the  sirt  of  religion - ” 

“  Hush  I  hush  1”  she  said,  going  to  the  door ;  “  nobody  has  gone  to  let  them 
in.”  She  started  as  she  looked  out  into  the  passage,  and  came  back  into  the  room. 
“  Do  you  know,”  she  said  to  Mrs.  White,  “  I  saw  that  servant  of  yours  getting  up 
off  her  knees  ?  She  must  have  been  listening.” 
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When  will  return  the  cloudless  days 
Of  summers  long  departed  ? 

When  we  were  strong  in  youth  and  hope, 
because  so  happy-hearted  ? 

Kerer  again  their  sunshine  comes 
To  cheer  life’s  darker  stages. 

Except  when,  turning  o’er  the  past, 

We  read  its  written  pages 

In  Dreamland. 

When  shall  we  see  the  looks  that  beamed 
In  eyes  for  ever  closed  ? 

Who  snail  give  back  the  lips  on  which 
The  sods  have  long  reposed  ? 

Never  again :  but  from  our  hearts 
No  memory  time  effaces; 

And  in  our  lonely  hours  wo  see 
The  once-belovhd  facea 

111  Dreamland. 

When  will  the  old  hopes  come  again. 

We  thought  could  never  leave  us? 

Which  fled,  and  left  the  bitter  truth, 

“  Loved  most,  will  most  deceive  us." 


Only  in  visions  wc  recall 
Kind  smiles  long  since  estranged. 

And  feel  once  more  the  touch  of  lips 
From  those  whom  Time  hath  changed. 
In  Dreamland. 

There  bloom  our  withered  blossoms  still. 
There  hide  our  long-lost  treasures; 
Hoards  of  the  past,  all  garnered  up'. 

Our  unforgotten  pleasures. 

.Toys  which  cold  hands  have  stricken  down. 
Feelings  the  world  hath  blighted, 

Live  on  in  all  tin  ir  freshness  yet. 

And  come  forth  uninvited 

••  From  Dreamland. 

If,  then,  the  past  immortal  be. 

What  power  there  is  within  is! 

What  light  in  our  undying  souls 
From  trivial  things  to  win  us ! 

If  nothing  dies  that  seemelh  dead. 

What  hope  should  be  abounding 
Of  joys  renewed  in  actual  form. 

Like  those  our  hearts  surrounding 
In  Dreamland  I 
Sarau  Doi’DNKT. 
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“  CoscKiTEDN’Ess — Bclf-opiuiatedness,  formality,  niceness,  preciaencss,’’  says 
that  old  dictionary  which  I  swear  by,  and  which,  with  worthy  discrimination, 
places  the  truest  definitions  first. 

It  would  require  an  entire  number  of  this  Magazine  even  to  open  the  subject, 
and  at  least  six  numbers  for  examples  and  the  application.  The  full  consideration  of 
this  topic  would  involve  the  history  of  two-thirds  of  the  human  race,  and  the  mere 
superficial  survey  of  its  most  obvious  features  becomes  an  appalling  task  when  the 
writer  reflects  on  the  certainty  of  including  her  most  intimate  acquaintance  amongst 
the  illustrators  of  its  commonest  aspect. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  women  are  less  “  affected”  than  men.  Every 
day’s  experience  proves  that  much ;  and,  in  the  gradual  development  of  society, 
even  the  few  harmless  illusions  which  arc  still  cherished  by  the  feminine  imagination 
will,  probably,  disappear  altogether,  and  nothing  but  the  recollections  of  former 
caprices  be  left  for  mankind  to  sneer  at.  M'hy,  the  scene  so  humorously  depicted 
above  is  becoming  less  and  less  common  every  year.  For  one  young  lady  who, 
with  an  assumed  reluctance,  and  an  elegantly  simulated  cold,  suffers  herself  to  be 
led  to  the  piano,  thirty  will  walk  with  alacrity  to  the  music-stool,  give  it  a  vivi 
twirl,  opeu  their  own  music,  and  carol  away  with  such  bird-like  warblu 
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iwakea  the  envy  of  the  uninvited  next  door,  and  provoke  the  inopportune  refrains 
of  belated  revellers  in  the  street  outside. 

Any  of  my  readers — (I  speak  in  the  first  person  on  all  subjects  likely  to  be 
considered  libellous) — any  of  my  readers  will  easily  discover  the  artist’s  intention  iu 
choosing  this  almost  obsolete  peculiarity  for  the  purpose  of  illustrating  the  subject. 
1  protest  that  it  is  a  work  of  consummate  skill,  as  proving,  beyond  dispute,  the 
proposition  with  which  I  started.  The  young  lady,  who  has  been  waiting  all  the 
evening  to  be  asked  to  sing,  has  two  or  three  pieces  of  music  somewhere  up-stairs 
in  the  bedroom,  or  down-stairs  in  the  hall.  The  hostess  knows  this  perfectly  well, 
and  has  sent  for  them  ;  the  acbomplished,  but  too  modest,  musician  is  gently  con¬ 
ducted  to  “  try,”  under  the  promise  that  she  shall  “  be  excused  if  she  breaks  down.” 
Very  funny,  isn’t  it  ? — very  funny,  no  doubt ;  but  you  can’t  suppose  that  she  is  the 
representative  of  the  subject  which  is  intended  to  be  conveye<l  by  the  picture. 
Look  at  the  men,  and  you  will  see  in  each  of  them  the  representative  of  an  “  affec¬ 
tation”  more  deeply  rooted,  and  immeasurably  more  repulsive,  than  the  little 
weakness  which  is  a  mere  superficial  endeavour  to  attract  attention. 

The  very  way  in  which  each  of  those  wonderfully  endowed  males  is  regarding 
(he  harmless  pretence,  through  which  they  can  see  with  such  preternatural  sagacity, 
suggests  “  conceitedness”  intolerable. 

The  gigantic  intellect  in  the  irreproachable  waistcoat  is  so  obviously  aware  of  his 
fascinations,  that  a  languid  pose  of  his  elegant  frame,  and  the  advance  of  his  gloved 
hand,  are  surely  enough  to  induce  even  a  more  artfully  simulated  bashfuluess  to 
accept  the  distinction  of  being  noticed  by  the  possessor  of  such  dangerous 
ixrfections.  An  easy  toleration  of  “  the  sex,”  to  whoso  advances  he  is  so  much 
accustomed— a  deference  to  the  demands  of  politeness  which  is  ix)sitively  insulting 
in  its  assumed  indifference — an  eager,  but  artfully  veiled,  desire  for  the  reputation 
of  being  a  sort  of  tail-coated  Sultan,  for  whom  everybody  is  waiting  till  he  throws 
the  baudkerchief — a  creature,  in  fact,  with  all  the  worst  affectations  so  often 
attributed  to  women  added  to  the  little  meannesses  only  to  be  found  in  sham  men. 
When  he  marries,  ho  will  never  achieve  a  greater  distinction  than  being,  instead  of 
Mr.  Blank,  Mrs.  Blank’s  husband.  The  remarkably  knowing  youth  leaning  on  the 
piano  in  the  background  has  already  a  stock  of  conceit  large  enough  to  render 
himself  excessively  disagreeable.  “  No  nonsense”  will  be  his  motto  for  a  year  or 
two.  He  will  bo  distinguished  by  a  profound  contempt  for  everybody  who  is 
unaffected  by  his  juvenile  cynicism — may,  perhaps,  come  to  regard  patent  leather 
boots  and  the  use  of  pomatum  as  the  indications  of  a  weak  intellect — will  neglect 
lew  opportunities  of  hurting  people’s  feelings ;  and,  when  ultimately  snubbed  by 
“  the  only  sensible  girl  he  knows,”  or  good-humouredly  patronised  by  some  “  swell” 
who  happens  to  know  twice  as  much  as  himself,  will  either  amend,  or  persuade 
himself  that  he  isn't  understood,  and  compare  himself  to  the  particular  author  who 
last  arrested  his  attention  as  being  a  stern  advocate  for  the  superiority  of  intellect, 
and  its  consequent  neglect. 

The  respectable  old  person  who  is  examining  (or  rather  pretending  to  examine) 
the  sheet  of  music  has  cherished  one  or  two  outrageous  self-opinions  for  so  many 
years  that  they  have  become  insurmountable.  A  general  belief  that  most  women 
are  incapable  of  appreciating  any  but  trivial  subjects,  and  the  consequent  vene¬ 
ration  for  the  two  or  three  in  his  circle  of  acquaintance  who  have  proved  them¬ 
selves  competent  to  take  a  part  in  sensible  conversation,  are  his  principal  charac- 
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teristics.  The  old  gentleman  with  the  eyeglass  is  remarkable  for  nothing  but  t 
reputation  for  statistical  information,  on  which  subject  he  has  long  believed 
himself  to  be  thoroughly  informed,  although,  practically,  he  never  got  beyond 
“  reduction”  in  “  Walkingame’s  Tutor’s  Assistant.” 

These,  then,  are  amongst  the  commonest  forms  of  affectation  to  be  found 
amongst  men ;  but  there  are  countless  self-deceptions  and  conceits  which  are  not 
easily  appreciable  by  means  of  the  artist’s  pencil.  Who  does  not  know  the  man  of 
business,  who  affects  to  regard  with  a  somewhat  tolerant  disdain  all  pursuits  not 
immediately  connected  with  trade — using  “  business”  as  the  synonyme  for  plain¬ 
dealing,  straightforward  conduct,  irreproachable  honesty — who  looks  with  good- 
humoured  contempt  upon  journalists,  artists,  actors,  as  people  in  the  same  category 
of  amusing  vagabonds,  who  earn  money  easily,  but  are  contented  to  remain  poor 
rather  than  work  for  their  living  ?  Scarcely  less  offensive  is  he  who  is  constantly 
claiming  his  equality  with  everybody  else,  on  the  ground  of  being  “square”  in  hh 
transactions — who  boastfully  exhibits  his  readiness  (vulgarly  spciiking)  “  to  be  hi* 
twopence  to  anybody’s  twopence” — estimates  everything  by  this  twopenny  standard, 
and  bears  a  copper  face  to  all  the  world. 

We  have  seen  the  languid  exquisite,  who  is  sufficiently  despicable ;  but  there  is 
an  affectation  not  uncommon  which  is  the  exact  reverse  of  his,  and  though, 
perhaps,  less  offensive,  eqtially  conceited  and  pitiably  weak — that  of  the  man  who 
pretends  to  be  worse  than  he  is — assumes  a  coarseness  not  really  a  part  of  his  nature. 
The  danger  of  this  strange  hallucination  is,  that  he  deceives  himself,  by  an  habitual 
disregard  of  other  people,  into  the  belief  that  he  is  a  fine,  manly  fellow,  conspicuona 
for  the  muscularity  of  his  mind,  if  not  of  his  Christianity;  and  his  manner, 
becoming  less  and  less  subject  to  any  social  influence,  at  last  stamps  him,  in  the 
estimation  of  merely  casual  acquaintances,  as  both  ill-bred  and  intolerably  con¬ 
ceited.  This  is  the  case,  I  Lave  observed,  with  many  very  young  men.  I  may  be 
wrong,  but  I  believe  the  Rifle  movement  has  contributed  to  the  formation  of  this 
particular  evil — not  necessarily,  but  by  the  jjeculiar  self-conceit  w  Inch  may  lead  the 
youthful  Volunteer  to  drill  his  mind  into  a  falsely-imagined  military  condition,  and 
so  import  into  society  the  traditional  airs  of  the  barrack -room  or  the  mess-table. 

The  affected  critic  is  an  unmitigated  bore — the  man  (sometim<'s  the  woman) 
who,  on  the  score  of  a  guinea  subscription  to  Mudie’s,  comjiares  Thackeray  to 
Dickens,  professes  to  understand  Carlyle,  quotes  elalxjrately-conned  quotations 
from  lluskiu  upropox  of  nothing,  and  ventilates  his  reading  in  the  manner  of  a 
publisher’s  catalogue. 

Of  a  somewhat  similar  character  is  the  gentleman  whose  hmnour  is  so  acute 
that  he  invariably  sees  and  exhibits  a  comic  side  to  everything,  and,  in  the  full 
persuasion  that  he  is  one  of  “  the  wits,”  if  not  one  of  “  the  beaux,”  of  society, 
makes  painful  and  strenuous  efforts  to  be  funny  on  the  gravest  and  most  delicate 
subjects.  If  this  is  one  of  the  many  evil  effects  of  our  burles(£ue  literature,  it  is 
surely  worth  while  to  inquire  whether  there  is  not  somethiog  essentially  unheidthy 
in  it,  especially  as  it  has  almost  ceiused  to  l>e  amusing,  and  is,  at  l^est,  fatiguiug 
jocularity. 

Ah  I  jot  down  but  an  example  here  and  there  I  grow  more  serious,  for  the 
reflection  that  affectation  of  one  kind  tir  other  is  a  i)art  of  every  human  bi'ing  is 
sad  enough — nay,  even  the  supixwed  ability  to  discover  the  weaknesses  of  others 
may  be - but  tbe  page  is  filled. 
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IN  FOUR  CHAPTERS. 

I. — A  STRANGE  COURTSHIP. 

Yoi;  do  not  wish  to  know  anything  of  my  childhood,  of  course  ;  nor  should  I 
gratify  this  desire  if  you  owned  to  it.  It  was  not  one  of  those  marvellous  child¬ 
hoods  we  read  about,  but  the  exact  counterpart  of  those  we  see.  hly  juvenile 
sayings  are  traditions  in  the  collateral  branches  of  my  family  to  this  moment ;  but 
analysing  them  critically,  by  a  keen  mental  process,  divested  of  individual 
partiality,  I  am  bound  to  state  that  they  do  not  appear  to  me  to  be  remarkable 
either  for  intellectual  vigour  or  moral  acuteneness,  or  in  any  way  calculated  to 
engrave  the  family  hypothesis  of  my  extraordinary  ability  on  the  minds  of 
discriminating  auditors. 

It  is  currently  reported  that  at  four  years  old  I  knew  the  verb  amare  by  heart,  or 
by  rote.  This  assertion  I  cannot  find  to  be  credibly  authenticated,  and,  therefore, 
attribute  it  either  to  a  groundless  rumour  or  an  excess  of  maternal  appreciation. 
Under  this  impression,  I  do  not  venture  to  bring  it  forw.ard  as  direct  evidence  of 
any  unusual  precocity  of  mind  at  this  stage  of  my  exisU'nce.  My  sensibility  was 
also,  I  believe,  equally  exaggerated.  As  I  shouM  gain  nothing  by  spiiring  myself, 
1  will  give  two  illustrations  iu  support  of  my  last  suggestion,  and  thus  refer  to 
two  events  iu  my  life  1  should  otherwise  have  passed  over.  The  first  of  these  was 
the  death  of  my  father — the  second,  and  last,  the  marriage  of  my  only  sister. 
This  former  fact  is  one  on  which  my  memory  possesses  indelible  clearness  and 
accuracy.  Jly  youthful  grief,  in  its  precocious  intensity,  I  feel  ought  to  have 
been  productive  of  many  tender  and  sorrowful  reminiscences,  and  undoubtedly 
would  have  been,  had  I  j>08sessed  any  share  of  that  desirable  quality  for  which  I 
gained  the  credit.  But,  to  speak  carefully,  I  can  remember  little  of  the  kind.  I 
am  more  certain  of  myself  on  the  subject  of  my  sister’s  marriage.  This  was  an 
event  so  important  and  gratifying  to  me  personally,  that  every  detail  of  its  active 
anticipation  and  completion  is  as  vivid  to  me  at  this  moment  as  if  it  happened 
but  yesterday.  I  can  remember  the  bride  iu  her  white  marriage  robes,  with  her 
large,  soft  eyes  so  gentle  and  tearful  all  through — the  kisses  she  gave  me,  and, 
more  distinct  still,  the  wedding-cake  I  devoured.  This  is  one  step  from  the 
sublime  to  the  ridiculous,  I  acknowledge ;  but  recollect  that  even  seutimeut,  carried 
one  degree  beyond  the  orthodox  boimdaries  established  by  the  world,  is  liable  to 
the  latter  interpretation ;  and  that  pathos  and  bathos  are  so  nearly  akin,  that  often 
enough  their  union  is  understood.  Be  this  as  it  may,  truth  is  truth,  and,  as  a 
conscientious  chronicler,  1  am  bound  to  state  it  as  ably  as  I  can. 

There  was  no  nascent  romance  in  my  composition  iu  those  days.  I  vas 
singularly  matter-of-fact ;  all  my  aspirations  were  material,  and  “of  the  earth 
earthy,”  and  my  instincts  showed  a  jiractical  bias.  1  never  knew  a  novitiate  of 
paesiou  for  minute  objects  in  embroidered  jiantalcons  and  limited  extent  of  skirt. 
Even  on  this  small  scale,  womeu  appeared  to  me  to  l)e  both  cumbersome  aud  unne¬ 
cessary,  and  1  felt  greatly  inclined  to  cavil  at  being  forced  to  own  1  obtained  my 
existence  by  such  an  unworthy  medium.  In  a  grand  way,  after  the  manner  of 
men,  1  looked  upon  the  other  sex  aa  especially  created  to  serve  ours,  and  my  notions 
of  conjugal  responsibilities  and  rights  were  as  one-sided  and  egotistical  as  could 
well  be  found. 
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Towards  nineteen  or  twentj  these  opinions  became  slightly  modified,  but  not 
to  any  degree  worthy  cf  mention.  Theoretical  passion  is  generally  made  up  of 
fire ;  but  my  abstract  principles  of  this  sensation,  or  sentiment,  w'cro  wanting 
sadly  in  that  gushing  spontaneity  so  natural  to  the  term  of  years  I  had  then 
reached.  I  reasoned  mentally  upon  the  subject — examined  it  critically  in  all  itj 
relations  and  ramifications — brought  all  my  logic  to  oppose  its  claims,  as  if  a 
passional  essence  would  bear  the  brunt  of  dialectic  speculations — and  the  conse¬ 
quence  was,  I  soon  taught  myself  to  believe  in  a  coldness  and  impassibility  that 
were,  in  reality,  foreign  to  my  nature,  as  subsequent  events  in  this  narrative  will 
fully  testify.  No  one  laboured  more  earnestly  to  believe  that  love  was  the  meagre 
delusion  of  vacuous  and  disordered  minds,  and  that  intellectual  nutriment  could 
easily  supply  its  place.  I  argueel  on  this  notion  persevcringly  with  all  I  could 
persua<le  to  take  up  the  cudgels  in  opposition  to  my  theory,  till,  in  time,  I  acquired 
the  title  of  “  The  Woman-Hater,”  and  was  looked  upon  as  a  dangerous  and  de¬ 
moralising  companion  for  their  relatives  by  sisters  and  cousins,  who  scarcely 
relished  hearing  from  my  opponents  of  the  summary  mode  in  which  I  toppled  OTcr 
their  well-won  supremacy. 

No  sweet  lips  parted  with  smiles  when  I  was  by.  Imperious  heads  and  cold 
fingers  ever  greeted  me.  No  “friendly  eye  marked  my  coming,  and  looked 
brighter  when  I  came.”  Even  the  “  honest  watch-dog’s  bark  bayed  no  deep- 
mouthed  welcome  as  I  drew  near  home.”  My  isolation  from  real  sympathy,  both 
human  and  canine,  w.os  as  complete,  in  the  midst  of  the  world,  as  that  of  an 
anchorite  in  a  desert  cell ;  and  I  regarded  this,  in  a  measure,  as  resulting  from  the 
rare  penetration  of  my  nature  and  instincts. 

There  were  times,  pcrh.ips,  when  my  pedestal  felt  hollow  under  my  feet.  My 
mother  was  lately  dead ;  my  sister's  marriage  homo  had  been  stained  with  guilt, 
and  she  was  gone,  following  her  w’orthless  husband  in  his  self-made  exile — as  I 
was  forced  to  acknowledge,  even  then,  women  would  do,  in  spite  of  manifest 
cruelty  and  wrong.  1  was,  therefore,  alone,  in  the  broadest  and  most  extended 
signification  of  the  word.  As  I  s.aid  just  now',  there  were  no  soft  influences  else¬ 
where  to  negative  the  absence  of  these  ties.  I  had  pushed  them  from  me  with  my 
own  hand.  No  fireside  group  widened  to  let  in  my  chair ;  and  many  a  little  pink, 
gentle-featured  face,  that  smiled  at  all  others,  frow'ned  on  me.  I  had  no  right  to 
complain  cf  these  things,  since  they  were  of  my  ow'n  seeking ;  nor  did  I.  But  I 
felt  acutely,  at  times,  in  spite  of  my  boastful  pride,  how  entire  my  loneliness  was; 
and  the  urgent  misery  of  these  hours  was  ill  paid  by  the  careless  indifference  of 
my  general  feelings.  After  this  paroxysm  of  discontented  wretchedness  was  over, 
I  returned  to  my  old  independence — looked  steady  defiance  at  the  fair,  contracted 
brows,  whose  crown  I  had  torn  off  and  stamped  under  foot — and,  like  a  second 
Diogenes,  glared  furiously  and  cynically  at  all  those  who  ventured  to  stand  be¬ 
tween  me  and  my  own  p  de  gleam  of  sunshine. 

I  cannot  exactly  define  the  limit  of  these  unnatural  sentiments.  They  came 
upon  me  gradually  and  imperceptibly,  and  I  cannot  find  the  boundary  of  their 
duration.  I  was  verging  tow'ards  thirty  when  I  became  sure  that  a  change  had 
been  slowly  working  within  me,  too  tedious  for  any  sudden  demonstration  of  its 
power.  1  began,  by  degrees,  to  find  pleasure  in  the  society  I  had  formerly 
abjurefl  with  such  marked  persistence.  The  evil  impressions  that  my  rigid  ex¬ 
clusion  had  provoked  were  not  so  easily  dissipated  as  the  suspicions  that  had 


GREY  HILL:  A  STORY  OF  A  SPIRIT. 


269 


bnot  I 
ipof  i 
iting  I 
then  ! 
Hiti 
if  a 
>DEe- 
that 
will 
agio 
ould  I 
onld 
lired 
de- 
rcely 
over 

cold 

aked  I 

eep-  I 
both 
f  an 
1  the 

My 

nilt, 

an  I  I 

ifent  I 
ided  I 
else-  I 
imy 
link, 
it  to 
ut  I 
ran; 

:e  of 
iver, 
cted 
lond 
be- 

ame 
heir  ] 
had  I 

[  itn  I 
erly  | 

ex-  I 
had  I 


given  them  birth.  But  my  fortune  was  ample — my  name  a  good  one ;  and  these 
two  combined  advantages  produced,  in  time,  a  revulsion  in  my  favour.  I  was 
a  bon  parti ;  and  people  were  w'illing,  if  duly  conciliated,  to  assume  entire  for¬ 
getfulness  of  my  past  corrupt  instincts  and  misanthropical  tendencies  in  con- 
gideration  of  this  fact,  and  charitably  yielded  ready  credence  to  my  show  of 
amendment. 

I  could  not  be  a  favourite  where  I  had  taken  so  little  trouble  to  propitiate,  but 
there  was  a  niche  ready  for  me  in  the  halls  of  fashion ;  and  there  I  ensconced 
myself,  statue-like  enough  at  first,  save  that  my  eyes  had  full  life  and  keenness 
for  the  “  Vanity  Fair”  that  passed  in  review  before  me.  I  spent  many  evenings 
labouring  to  breathe  freely  in  the  hot  atmosphere  that  lost,  at  every  new  trial,  some 
phase  of  its  bewildering  jxiwer  over  my  senses.  By  degrees  I  nciiuired  confidence 
in  myself,  and  that  in  inverse  proportion  to  the  confidence  1  lost  in  others. 
Calm,  observant,  and  impartial,  I  met  front  to  front  the  artifices,  the  hollow 
pomp,  of  the  world’s  fair. 

Many  a  pure-looking  girl,  whose  soul  seemed  scarcely  less  spotless  than  the 
snow  of  her  robe,  stood  reveale<i  to  me,  from  my  observatory,  as  a  passionate, 
designing  temptress ;  and  1  knew  as  1  watched  her,  and  gathered  at  times  her 
covert  whispers  to  the  dowager  Cerberus,  who  concealed  me  behind  he*  plumes, 
that  every  one  of  those  coy  smiles  she  lavished  on  the  rich  lord  had  entire  signifi¬ 
cance  and  fulness  of  intent,  and  I  wondered  how  he  could  grapple  them  to  his 
heart,  and  wear  them  with  pride,  when  their  motive  and  meaning  seemed  to  me 
BO  easy  to  divine.  An  hour  later,  amid  the  perfumed  gloom  of  the  dim  conserva¬ 
tory,  I  would  see  this  girl  with  the  real  lover — the  sovereign  who  reigned  over  the 
charred  embers  of  her  heart.  lie  was  poor,  handsome,  impassioned,  and  she  loved 
him ;  but  she  was  thinking,  even  while  slie  responded — with  a  force  one  would 
scarcely  like  to  meet  even  from  one’s  future  wife — to  the  embraces  he  gave,  of  the 
coronet  that  would  later  bind  her  brows,  and,  smiling,  crushed  against  his  breast 
—leas  at  him  than  at  the  golden  future  in  which  he  had  no  share. 

All  this  I  saw,  with  a  dozen  repetitious  but  slightly  varying  from  the  original 
text,  for,  being  perfectly  indifferent  myself,  I  could  afford  to  be  critical.  A  little 
later,  and  my  eyes  had  occupation  of  their  own,  so  absorbing  aijd  delicious  that 
the  moving  figures  about  me  lost  their  individuality,  and  became  mere  shadowy 
subjects  and  accessories  of  the  one  true  queen. 

With  what  marvellous  facility  my  old  notions  w'cre  destroyed — hovr  worse  than 
abortive  my  self-sufficing  exclusiveness  proved  to  give  a  temperate  flavour  to  my 
new  doctrines — I  need  scarcely  explain,  since  I  am  not  the  only  example  of  a 
powerful  temptation  uprooting  time-worn  theories.  I’erhaps  the  reserve  and 
scepticism  of  my  nature  made  me,  when  once  moved— from  tlie  mere  difficulty 
of  its  attainment — a  very  lion  of  vigorous  passion  and  zeal. 

Seated  one  evening,  as  usual,  apart  from  the  dancers,  whose  useless  gymnastics 
I  cordially  despjised,  1  l^ecame  lost  in  a  sombre  reverie,  little  suited  to  the  hour 
and  scene.  I  lost  all  perception  of  my  whereabouts,  though  I  scarcely  remember 
now  the  subject  of  my  musings.  Suddenly  they  were  dissipated  by  a  soft,  delicate 
pet  fume,  as  if  violets  had  been  brushed  across  my  lips.  A  subtle  thrill  crept 
through  my  whole  frame,  distinct  in  its  tremulousncss — my  heart  gave  one  numb 
bound  and  then  stood  still.  A  magnetic  power  journeyed  from  my  eyes  to  a  pair 
of  dark  ones  opposite,  magnificent  in  lustre  and  lire,  1  chained  them  beyond 
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opposition.  A  vivid  crimson  blush  passed  over  the  most  beautiful  face  on  which 
God  has  usod  His  creating  hand — a  glow  so  painful  and  intense,  that  it  reminded 
me  the  power  I  had  so  strangely  evoked  must  not  be  tyrannously  employed ;  and 
I  turned  my  head  on  one  side,  and  permitted  my  captive  to  break  the  spell.  Swiftly, 
like  a  dove  released  from  bondage,  she  glided  away  from  me  with  an  easy,  swing¬ 
ing  motion,  during  which  the  faint  perfume  that  had  first  absorbed  my  senses  died 
imperceptibly  away,  and  soon  Frangipanni  reigned  supreme  on  its  vacant  throne. 

From  that  moment  may  date  my  love — or,  rather,  adoration — of  Sydney 
Grey.  Night  after  night  I  went  where  she  might  be  seen,  and  no  devotee  ever 
offered  to  his  favourite  saint  a  stronger  worship  of  mingled  purity  and  fire  than  I 
laid  before  her  shrine.  But  it  is  not  necessary  for  me  to  follow  the  course  of  this 
passion,  since  it  is  not  the  first  object  of  my  tale ;  suffice  it  to  say  that  Sydney  Grey 
eneouraged  me  as  a  proud  beauty  might,  and,  in  time,  permitted  me  to  believe 
that  her  imperial  graciousness  had  a  better  origin  than  I  had  at  first  divined.  At 
length  1  s])oke  of  marriage,  and  she  received  the  suggestion  as  a  queen  would  the 
mention  of  abdication.  She  was,  perhaps,  glad  to  have  conquered  the  Timon  upon 
whom  all  others  had  failed ;  perhaps  the  pulses  of  her  beautiful  womanhood 
thrilled  v.aguely  to  the  fire  of  my  passion ;  but,  nevertheless,  she  dreaded  to  step 
from  her  throne,  and  be  sovereign  of  only  one  heart,  however  loving  and  tender 
that  heart  might  be.  1  felt  also  that  my  position  was  a  difficult  one ;  it  was 
almost,  nay,  qu'te,  impossible  to  offer  her  a  just  equivalent  for  all  she  would  be 
called  on  to  resign.  Under  the  spur  of  this  conviction,  I  made  several  puerile 
efforts  to  drop  my  pretensions ;  but,  as  surely  as  the  magnet  returns  to  the  pole, 
the  next  day  found  me  again  at  her  feet,  pleading  the  same  cause,  and  offering  the 
same  terms. 

In  this  state  of  indecision  three  months  passed  away,  and  the  season,  with  its 
balls  and  fetes,  was  drawing  to  a  close.  Sydney’s  face,  always  consorting  more 
with  the  white  rose  than  the  red,  now  looked  unusually  pale,  and  her  violet  eyes 
had  lost  a  share  of  their  brilliant  light.  Suffering  a  little  from  her  past  dissipation, 
she  was  more  inclined  to  listen  to  my  arguments — ethic,  dialectic,  didactic,  and 
amorous.  I  represented,  as  forcibly  as  I  could — the  .strong  rhetoric  of  love  insti¬ 
tuting  itself  my  ally — the  unsatisfying  hollowness  of  her  present  life.  As  a  direct 
antithesis,  I  then  spoke  of  domestic  happiness,  its  monotony  quickened  by  a 
moderate  and  judicious  leaven  of  worldly  distractions.  Ihere  was  undoubted 
logic  in  my  conclusions ;  and  I  believe,  in  addition,  they  were  practically,  theo¬ 
retically,  and  morally  correct,  though  with  a  decidedly  interested  motive  for  the 
energy  of  their  expression.  I  was  a  new  convert  to  these  doctrines  myself,  and  I 
advocated  them  with  that  blind  zeal  and  fiery  earnestness  belonging  to  prose¬ 
lytes.  They  took  palpable  effect.  Sydney  Grey  listened  all  through,  with  her 
imperial  Lead  bent  from  its  usual  haughty  carriage,  and  her  eyes  glistening  with 
moisture.  Involuntarily  she  extended  me  her  hand,  and,  folding  it  in  an  ardent 
clasp,  1  murmured,  through  an  impastaoned  kiss — “  Esto  perpetua." 

“  You  arc  very  unreasonable,”  said  Sydney,  coyly ;  “  why  can’t  you  be  content 
with  the  position  you  now  hold  ?  Better  and  wiser  men  than  you  have  continued 
to  love  mo  through  years,  and  asked  nothing  more  as  a  reward  than  the  privilege 
you  now  enjoy  of  seeing  me  when  you  will.  1  esteem  you  sufficiently  ;  I  never 
banish  you  willingly  from  my  presence.  Surely  things  are  well  enough  for  you  so  ; 
let  them,  therefore,  remain  as  they  are.” 
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“  And  be  confounded  with  a  rnasa  of  worshippers !  No,  Sydney.” 

She  pause!  a  moment  after  I  had  finished  ;  then  she  answered,  softly — 

“  I  will  tell  you  what  I  will  do.  I  cannot  decide  for  myself.  I  shall  be  obliged 
to  relinquish  so  much  to  become  your  wife  that  I  do  not  feel  in  me  the  courage 
for  the  sacrifice,  though  I  am  ready  to  acknowledge  I  might  never  repent  it.  To 
gave  me  the  struggle,  therefore,  1  will  place  the  decision  within  your  own  power. 
You  know  how  much  I  respect  courage  in  a  man.  Whether  you  possess  this 
desirable  attribute  or  not  I  am  unable  to  say,  having  had  no  opportunity  of 
judging.  But,  before  linking  my  fate  with  yours,  I  must  bo  sure  of  this,  otherwise 
I  should  demise  yon  afterwards,  and  our  union  would  be  productive  of  misery 
to  both,  'llierefore,  listen  to  me.  I  have  a  house  in  Westmoreland,  a  strange, 
rambling  old  place,  said  to  be  haunted.  An  ancestress  of  mine  was  here  tempted 
to  great  crimes,  and  the  disembodied  spirits  of  herself  and  her  victims,  forgetful 
of  living  wrongs  and  animosities,  keep  up  together  a  periodical  jubilee,  a  species 
of  grim  conviviality,  in  which  they  rehearse,  for  their  own  ghostly  pleasure,  the 
terrible  tragedy  that  we  may  believe  was  anything  but  amusing  to  them  in  the 
flesh.  Possessing  individually  none  of  that  courage  I  desire  to  find  in  my  future 
husband,  these  reports  have  kept  me  entirely  from  Greyhill.  But  now  it  seems 
to  me  that  my  fear  is  absurd,  and  that,  by  giving  credence  to  such  a  fable,  I  am 
depriving  myself  of  an  agreeable  summer  residence.  With  all  my  reasoning, 
these  fears  might  return  later,  if  an  infallible  method  were  not  adopted  to  quiet 
them ;  and  1  have  thouglit  of  you  as  my  agent.  Don’t  interrupt  me — you  can 
thank  me  presently  ;  only  tell  me  if  you  are  willing  to  spend  a  week  in  complete 
isolation  at  Greyhill,  with  none  within  sight  or  sound  but  the  deaf  old  man  who 
has  care  of  the  house?" 

My  protestations  of  readiness  were  copious  and  varied  enough,  as  my  masculine 
readers  may  understand.  At  the  same  time  I  was  neither  so  obtuse  nor  dis¬ 
interested  as  to  let  this  opiiortunity  of  obtaining  some  definite  promise  relative  to 
the  fulfilment  of  my  hopes  pass  by  barren  and  void.  Therefore,  while  assuring 
her  of  my  willingness  to  accede  to  her  terms,  I  demanded  earnestly  the  price  of  my 
compliance,  and  enhanced  its  value  with  studious  care,  that  the  reward  might  bo 
in  proportion  to  the  service  I  pretended  to  render. 

She  replied  to  me,  with  a  crimson  blush — “  It  will  be  this.  If  you  can  assure 
me  that  not  once,  during  your  week’s  stay,  you  have  experienced  even  the  most 
vague  and  temporary  sensation  of  fear,  in  spite  of  this  being  the  period  assigned 
for  the  ghostly  jubilee  I  told  you  alx)ut  just  now,  then - ” 

“  Then?"  I  interrogated  under  my  breath. 

“  Then  we  will  go  down  to  Greyhill  for  our  honeymoon,”  she  answered,  looking 
so  divinely  rosy  and  beautiful  that  I  said  then,  and  am  ready  to  reiterate  the  asser¬ 
tion  now,  that  Circe  would  have  worked  her  will  on  Eurylochus,  as  well  as  the  other 
unfortunate  companions  of  Ulysses,  had  she  only  thought  to  blush  over  the  tendered 
potion  as  Sydney  Grey  blushed  that  day  over  the  bewildering  draught  of  joy  she 
lifted  to  my  lips. 

“  So  be  it,”  said  I,  wild  with  happiness ;  and  perhaps  I  had  meant  to  seal  my 
resolve  on  her  lips ;  but  Sydney  glided  away  from  my  indecorous  show  of  zeal,  and, 
left  to  myself,  I  fear  1  shall  forfeit  the  respect  of  my  readers  when  I  aeknowledge 
that  I  committed  excesses  of  the  most  childish  nature,  as  a  safety-valve  for  the 
effervescence  of  my  excited  feelings.  The  next  day  I  started  for  Greyhill. 
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Yes,  we  are  ready  to  assert,  with  “Fraser’s”  “A.  K.  H.  B.,”  that,  to  use  a  familiar  idiom, 
there  are  those  of  whom  “more  might  be  made;”  and  be  it  observed  that  no  self-seeking 
prompts  ns  to  declare  our  concurrence  with  tbis  opinion,  for  we  are  far  too  modest  (as  merit  is 
always  said  to  be)  to  give  any  egotistical  hint  whatsoever;  and  we  can  assure  our  readers  that, 
in  echoing  the  “  Country  Parson’s”  sentiment,  our  only  motives  are  to  gain  their  attention,  enlist 
their  sympathies,  and  induce  them  to  render  eulogistic  justice  to  one  who  has  never  yet  enjoyed 
the  meed  of  priuse  due  to  her  many  virtues,  even  to  ye  faire  Ladye  April,  “  the  messenger  to 
May,”  who  now  so  timidly  supplants  the  blustering  March,  and  tells  her  errand  to  our  willing 
ears.  We  are  inclined  to  think  that  it  is  because  she  performs  this  mission  so  well,  that,  com¬ 
paratively  speaking,  she  has  obtained  but  little  notice  from  the  poets.  She  sinks  her  own 
perfections  before  those  of  the  Queen  of  Beauty,  whose  harbinger  she  is ;  she  allows  us  to  look 
upon  the  banks  sunned  with  primroses  which  she  spreads  before  us  in  the  light  of  mere  earnests 
of  what  shall  be  when  May’s  mistress  of  the  robes,  the  lavish  Flora,  shall  astonish  ns  with  her 
stores ;  she  permits  her  perfumed  violet  garlands  to  be  prophetic  of  the  myriad  censered  blossoms 
which  the  future  shall  unfold— nay,  wo  mistake  if  she  do  not  whisper  to  the  buds  which  spring 
wherever  her  dainty  footprints  fall  that  they  must  not  haste  to  open,  but  must  reserve  their 
brightest  hues,  their  sweetest  scents,  till  the  “  merry  month”  shall  pluck  them  for  her  coronal.  So 

“The  royal  king-cup  bold 
Dares  not  don  his  coat  of  gold. 

And  the  sturdy  blackthorn  spray 
Keeps  his  silver  ibr  the  May.’’ 

In  fact,  we  look  upon  April  in  much  the  same  light  as  schoolboys  look  upon  their  half-yearly 
examination— as  the  inevitable  forerunner  of  something  much  better.  But,  as  we  have  already 
Striven  to  show,  our  May  is  but  a  gay  deceiver,  and  bears  a  strong  resemblance  to  certain  of  the 
genus  homo,  who,  owing  their  standing,to  the  good  deeds  of  their  ancestors,  and  doing  little  or 
nothing  to  sustain  the  reputation  of  their  name,  still  take  the  precedence  of  honester  members  of 
the  community  who  lack  that  traditional  character  which  is  of  such  undue  importance  in  our 
eyes.  Why,  to  English  ears  the  very  name  of  Mag  conveys  an  idea  of  doubt  or  mere  possibility ; 
and  still  most  of  us,  with  true  John  Bullish  conservatism,  would  shrink  from  the  idea  of  defaming 
her  unmerited  reputation  by  showing  her  up  in  her  true  colours.  But  April,  the  *'  messenger,” 
is  ever  constant  in  her  pleasant  variableness.  We  expect  sunshine,  and  we  have  it;  we  look  for 
showers,  and  we  get  them;  we  are  prepared  for  breezes,  and,  behold!  they  come.  Need  we  add 
more  to  induce  all  admirers  of  consistent  professors  to  transfer  to  the  latter  at  least  a  portion  of 
the  admiration  they  have  hitherto  preserved  intact  for  the  former?  and,  if  they  shall  observe 
April  acting  her  rdle  of  deputy  wooer  for  May,  will  they  not  now  feel  inclined  to  parody  the  reply 
of  the  Puritan  maiden  Priscilla,  who  to  Arden  pressing  the  suit  of  Standish,  his  friend, 

“  Said,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  ‘  Why  don’t  you  speak  for  yourself,  John  ?’  ” 

Observers  of  Nature,  who  watch  the  unfolding  of  leaves  and  unclosing  of  buds  which  now  take 
place  in  the  Vegetable  Kingdom,  will  be  ready  to  agree  with  those  philologists  who  derive  the  name 
of  April  from  the  Latin  word  aperio,  to  open,  but  they  must  not  be  nnreminded  that  Ovid  and 
others  give  us  a  different  etymology,  and  maintain  that  she  who  sprang  from  the  foam,  Aphrodite 
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(V enns),  is  commemorated  hj  the  title ;  whilst  Scoligcr,  who  calls  to  remembrance  the  fact  that 
the  Romans  offered  wild  boars  as  vernal  sacrifices,  sees  in  aper  a  sufficient  foundation  fur  a  theory 
of  his  own. 

We  would  warn  our  friends  to  keep  a  strict  guard  over  their  words  and  ways  on  the  Ist  of 
April,  for,  it  being  All  Fools’  Day,  those  who,  perhaps,  have  reason  to  believe  that  it  is  dedicated 
to  them  will  surely  be  in  high  feather,  and  will  do  their  best  to  decoy  new  members  into  their 
catholic  fraternity.  We  ourselves  hold  that  it  dots  take  a  wise  man  to  make  a  fool — of  another 
person  without  making  one  of  himself ;  and  looking  round  on  those  who  are  likely  to  try  the  experi¬ 
ment  on  us,  we  take  courage,  knowing  that  their  attempt  will  be  revenged  upon  themselves  without 
our  interference. 

Antiquarians  have  striven  long  and  diligently  to  fumbh  a  satisfactory  answer  to  our  inquiries 
as  to  the  origin  of  the  pranks  to  which  this  day  appears  to  give  licence,  and  some  assert  that  the 
vulgar  are  but  attempting  to  do  as  they  did  at  Rome,  in  a  religious  festival  which  took  place  at 
this  season.  To  our  mind,  the  most  rational  opinion  which  has  been  expressed  is  that  which  is 
summed  up  in  the  following  words  by  a  writer  in  the  “  Popular  Encyclopaedia:’’ — “  In  the  Middle 
Ages,  scenes  from  Biblical  history  were  often  represented  by  way  of  diversion,  without  any  feeling 
of  impropriety.  The  scene  in  the  life  of  Jesus  where  He  is  sent  from  Pilate  to  Herod,  and  back 
again  from  Herod  to  Pilate,  was  represented  in  April,  and  may  have  given  occasion  to  the  custom 
of  sending  on  fruitless  errands  and  other  tricks  practised  at  this  season.  The  phrase  of  “  sending 
a  man  from  Pilate  to  Herod"  is  common  in  Germany  to  signify  sending  about  unnecessarily.  Tbo 
reason  of  choosing  the  1st  of  April  for  the  exhibition  of  this  scene  was  that  the  feast  of  Easter 
frequently  falls  in  this  month,  and  events  connected  with  this  period  of  the  life  of  Jesus  would 
naturally  afford  subjects  for  the  spectacles.”  Hence  it  is  supposed  that  the  French  substitute  for 
our  plain-spoken  “  April  Fool,"  which  appears  as  “ /’oisson  JVlvnV,”  may  have  sprung  from  an 
ignorant  corruption  of  the  word  “  Passion, "  as  applied  to  the  sufferings  of  Our  Lord. 

The  advent  of  the  3rd  of  April  reminds  us  of  St.  llichard,  an  ornament  of  the  English 
Church,  who  was  born  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Worcester  in  tlie  twelfth  century.  He  gave  great 
attention  to  learning,  and  not  only  sat  at  the  feet  of  native  teachers,  but  visited  celebrated 
continental  cities,  that  ho  might  enrich  his  mind  in  their  schools.  He  was  admitted  into  priest's 
orders  at  Orleans,  and  in  1245  was  appointed  to  the  bishopric  of  Chichester,  to  the  great  dis¬ 
pleasure  of  our  third  Henry,  who  had  designed  some  favourite  of  his  own  to  fulfil  the  episcopid 
functions  in  that  diocese.  The  monarch  revenged  himself  upon  St.  Richard  by  confiscating  hia 
revenues;  and,  had  it  not  been  for  the  kindness  of  Symon  de  Fcrring,  who  braved  the  royal 
displeasure,  and  offered  an  asylnm  to  the  really  yroor  bishop,  there  is  no  knowing  what  further 
woes  we  might  be  called  upon  to  chronicle  in  connexion  with  him.  As  it  was,  a  papal  decree  (if 
not  the  king’s  conscience)  ordered  the  restitution  of  his  rights,  and  Richard  died  in  peace  in  1253, 
having  worn  the  mitre  for  seven  years. 

St.  Ambrose  (April  4th)  was  born  at  Treves,  and  was  not  even  baptised  until  he  was  chosen 
Bishop  of  Milan,  A.u.  374.  Strange  as  were  the  circumstances  of  his  election,  this  wonderful 
man  did  not  betray  the  confidence  which  had  been  placed  in  him.  He  sold  bis  goods  for  tho 
benefit  of  his  poorer  brethren,  and  fulfilled  the  duties  of  hia  responsible  situation  with  honest 
diligence.  As  Ambrose  was  a  zealous  opposer  of  the  Arian  heresy,  and  as  he  made  himself 
conspicuous  in  an  age  when  religious  profession  was  not  the  easy  matter  it  is  in  these  days,  it 
may  cause  some  surprise  that  we  celebrate  him  as  a  confessor,  and  not  as  a  martyr.  He  died,  at 
the  age  of  58,  A.i>.  397. 

And  here  we  must  quote  the  (perhaps)  well-known  rule  for  finding  Easter  Day,  as  the  greater 
part  of  the  fasts  and  festivals  which  we  shall  have  occasion  to  notice  in  this  paper  arc  chrono¬ 
logically  dependent  upon  its  position  in  our  calendar.  “  The  first  Sunday  after  the  first  full  moon 
which  happens  on  or  next  after  the  21st  of  March  is  Easter  Day;  but  if  the  full  moon  happens 
on  a  Sunday,  then  it  is  the  Sunday  following.” 

IVe  have  bent  over  the  cradle  of  the  Infant  Saviour,  and  heard  the  angelie.sorig  which  pro¬ 
claimed  the  nativity  of  the  Prince  of  Peace.  M'e  were  witnesses  of  the  Presentation  in  the 
Temple,  of  tho  Temptation  in  tho  Wilderness.  We  seemed  to  sit  on  the  Mount  of  Beatitudes 
whilst  He  who  “spake  as  never  man  spake"  held  us  and  t'ro  Hebrew  mnltitudc  entranced  with 
His  words.  We  saw  the  sick  healed  by  a  touch,  the  dead  raised  by  a  word,  and  now  our 
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Mother  Church  points  in  her  services  to  Calvary  loominf;  in  the  distance;  and,  tbon);h  we  are  now 
in  the  midst  of  our  Lenten  humiliation,  we  begin  to  be  yet  more  sorrowful  and  very  heavy,  for 
the  fifth  Sunday  of  that  solemn  season,  called  Pasiion  Sunday*  (April  ith),  is  come,  and,  as 
Bishop  Sparrow  quaintly  t-ays,  now  commences  “  the  Commemoration  of  the  Passion  of  our  Lord, 
and,  after  a  long  funeral  Pomp  and  Train,  the  Corps  (sic)  follows  upon  Good  Friday.” 

Palm  Sunday  (the  sixth  in  Lent)  is  the  anniversary  of  Christ’s  triumphal  entry  into  the  Holy 
City,  when  the  populace,  welcoming  him  after  the  fashion  of  an  earthly  conqueror,  took 
branches  of  palm-trees  and  went  to  meet  Him.”  The  Church  of  Rome  has,  as  usual,  “  improved" 
the  occasion  by  appointing  processions  which  are  still  kept  up  with  much  spirit  upon  the  Conti¬ 
nent,  being,  as  may  be  easily  supposed,  gorgeous  parodies  of  that  which  started  from  Bethphage. 
The  natives  of  Northampton  are  lavish  in  their  expenditure  on  figs  previous  to  each  recurrence  of 
this  day  (which  they  distinguish  as  Fig  Sunday),  a  practice  which,  according  to  the  indefatigable 
Miss  Baker,  originated  from  the  fact  of  Our  Saviour’s  having  cursed  the  unproductive  tree  on  his 
way  to  liethany. 

And  now  begins  the  Great,  the  Holy  Week,  each  day  of  which  has  a  claim  upon  our  atten¬ 
tion  ;  but  time  forbids  us  to  pause  until  we  come  to  Maundy  Thursday,  the  eve  of  the  Cruci¬ 
fixion,  which  owes  its  name  to  the  mandate  given  by  Christ  to  His  di.-ciples  previous  to  His 
betrayal,  or  to  the  maund,  that  is,  hand- basket,  in  which  our  ancestors  distributed  their  alms. 

The  “Chapel  Royal  Register’'  informs  us  that  “On  Mauiiday  Thursday,  April  10,  lOSo,  our 
gracious  King  James  je  2d  wash’d,  wip'd,  and  ki-s’d  the  feet  of  o2  poor  men  with  wonderful 
humility.  And  ail  the  service  of  the  Church  of  England  umall  on  th.at  occasion  was  pertenned, 
his  Maty  being  psent  all  the  time.”  Marvellous  condescension  truly  I  but  nut  half  so  useful  to 
the  objects  of  it  as  the  boiled  beef,  shoulders  of  mutton,  fish,  bread,  clothing,  and  money  which 
accompanied  the  Archbishop  of  York’s  imitation  of  this  lavution  in  17J1— ay,  and  is  not  good 
Queen  Victoria’s  benevolence  preferable  to  all?  she  who  leaves  the  cleanliness  of  her  subjects’ 
feet  to  their  own  consciences,  and  yet  neglects  not  to  lend  an  ear  to  their  distresses,  but  annually, 
on  Maundy  Thursday,  distributes  her  bounty  by  the  hands  of  the  Lord  High  Almoner,  the 
Bishop  of  Oxford.  The  ceremony  observed  on  these  occasions  is  too  lung  to  admit  of  our 
descritiing  it,  but  the  following  extract  fron'  a  newspaper  piragraph  explains  the  principle  on 
which  the  royal  g  fts  are  dispensed  too  clearly  to  evade  citation : — “  The  purses  of  kid  leather 
weie  mad*  [in  18C1]  by  the  pour  children  in  the  Industrial  Schools  recently  established  in  the 
Victoria  Duck  Road.  Each  red  purse  contained  the  usual  gold  sovereign  and  a  further  sum  of  one 
pound  ten  shillings  as  a  commutation  in  lieu,  of  provisions  turmerly  issued  from  the  Lord 
Steward’s  Department  of  the  Queen’s  Household.  Each  white  purse  contained  the  ilaundy 
coin,  consisting  of  4d.,  3d.,  aud  2d.,  and  pence  in  silver,  amounting  together  to  42  pence,  the  age 
of  Her  Must  Gracious  Majesty  the  Queen.”  The  distribution  took  place  in  Whitehall  Chapel, 
the  recipients  bting  42  aged  men  and  42  aged  women,  one  of  whom  was  then  101  years  old. 

Houo  states  that  the  day  before  Good  Friday  was  anciently  called  Sht)t  or  Chare  Thursday, 
because  ecclesiastics  then  clipped  their  beards  and  trimmed  their  hair  in  anticipation  of  Easter. 
When  we  remember,  however,  that  the  )>eiiiteiits  who  had  been  expelled  from  the  church-dour  on 
Ash  Wednesday  hud  by  this  time  completed  the  term  of  their  banishment  from  the  communion  of 
their  telluw-Cnristians,  we  may  imagine  that  their  resumption  of  soft  apparel  was  accompanied 
with  no  small  amount  of  sheariny  and  shaving,  and  not  be  far  wrong  in  believing  that  laymen 
rather  than  clergymen  gave  the  hint  which  prompted  the  adoption  of  the  name. 

At  length  dawns  the  solemn  Good  Friday,  when  we  commemorate  the  sacrifice  of  our  Paschal 
Lamb,  aud  bow  with  the  Blessed  Virgin  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross. 

A  modern  writer  states  that  at  least  in  one  part  of  Scotland  “  the  blacksmith  was  a  bold  man 
who  ventured  to  lift  a  hammer,  and  his  wife  a  bolder  woman  who  dared  to  wear  an  apron,  on  this 
anniversary,  since,  according  to  tradition,  it  was  a  smith’s  wife  that  was  employed  to  carry  in 
her  apron  the  nails  which  her  husband  had  made  for  the  tragedy  on  Mount  Calvary.” 

The  inhabitants  of  Cleveland,  Yorkshire,  hold  that  biscuits  baked  on  Good  Friday  will  keep  good 
fora  whole  year,  and  when  grated  up  with  brandy  prove  of  benefit  to  a  person  sufl'eriiig  I'rom  a 
troublesome  disease;  and  they  would  never  think  of  hanging  out  their  clothes  to  dry  on  this  day, 

•  The  Carling  Sunday  of  the  North  of  England,  on  which  the  people  cat  carlingt,  small  peas  cooked 
in  a  panicular  iiiauncr. 
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u  they  would  be  sure  to  be  spotted  with  blood  by  some  invisible  agency.  It  is  disputed  whether 
x  Hot  Cross  Buns”  come  from  the  sacred  Boun  offered  to  idols  in  Pagan  times,  or  whether  they 
lie  the  Christian  substitutes  for  the  unleavened  bread  of  the  Jews. 

Easter  Eve  having  waned,  the  joyous  church  bells  wake  us  to  the  consciousness  that  the 
aeason  of  our  humiliation  is  over,  and  that  “  Christ  is  risen  from  the  dead,  and  become  the  fiist- 
froits  of  them  that  slept.”  If,  as  the  holy  George  Herbert  says — 

“  The  Sundays  of  man’s  life, 

Threaded  together  on  Time's  string. 

Make  bracelets  to  adorn  the  wile 
Of  the  eternal  glorious  King” — 

Easter  Sunday  must  certfunly  be  the  matchless  clasp  which  unites  the  other  gems  into  one 
harmonious  circlet.  Neither  are  we  inclined  to  dispute  the  justness  of  Keble's  beautiful  figure 
when  he  says— 

Thou  art  the  Sun  of  other  days — 

They  shine  by  giving  back  Thy  rays.” 

We  are,  probably,  indebted  to  the  old  word  oster  or  osfen,  rising,  for  the  name  by  which  we 
designate  this  great  festival  at  the  approach  of  which  even  the  liglit  that  rules  the  day  is  sup¬ 
posed  to  dance.  Thus  Sir  John  Suckling,  speaking  of  a  fair  bride’s  Terpsichoreau  accomplish¬ 
ments,  says— 

“  She  dances  such  a  way. 

No  sun  upon  an  Easter  day 
Is  half  so  tine  a  sight.” 

We  regret  that  we  have  not  space  to  make  more  than  a  passing  allusion  to  the  paste,  pace,  or 
pasch  eggs,  which  are,  in  many  parts  of  England,  much  used  as  playthings  at  this  season  of  the 
year.  Their  name  is,  of  course,  a  corruption  of  imschal. 

Having  discussed  the  moveable,  let  us  now  turn  to  the  consideration  of  the  immoveable,  feasts, 
and  make  mention  of  St.  Alphege  (April  IBth),  who  was  chosen  to  be  Archbishop  of  Canterbury 
in  lUOC.  He  was  imprisoned  by  the  Danes  who  ravaged  England  in  the  reign  of  Etlielred,  and 
nobly  refusing  to  commit  sacrilege  to  satisfy  the  demands  of  his  rapacious  captora,  was  cruelly 
martyred  at  Greenwich,  A.i>.  1012. 

That  celebrated  work,  “  The  Seven  Champions  of  Christendom,”  has  rendered  any  history  of 
St.  George  (.April  23)  wholly  de  trap.  Zadkiel  is,  fortunately,  not  so  much  read,  for  he  has  the 
temerity  to  essay  logic,  and  to  say,  “  The  existence  of  the  martyr  is,  of  course,  a  myth.  No  such 
man  ever  conquered  a  dragon,  simply  because  no  such  dragon  ever  existed.  Therefore,  no  such 
nun  ever  existed”  (hear  him,  U  shade  of  Watts !) ;  and  he  attempts  to  persuade  us  that  “  the  true 
explanation  of  the  legend  is  to  be  found  in  certain  astrological  facts.” 

A  French  prophecy  says — 

"  Qnand  George  Dlen  crucifiera 
Que  Marc  le  ressuscitera, 

Et  que  Saint  Jean  le  [>ortera. 

La  bn  du  monde  arrivera.” 

The  realisation  of  the  first  three  conditions  will  take  place,  wo  are  told,  in  18S6. 

The  Evangelist  St.  Mark  (.Vpril  2oth)  was  sent,  after  the  Ascension,  to  preach  the  Gospel  in 
where  his  ministry  was  blessed  to  great  numbers  of  the  inhabitants ;  but  the  votaries  oi 
Serapis  at  length  put  him  to  death  in  a  most  barbarous  manner,  that  they  might  honour  their 
•enseless  idol  by  the  blood  of  so  formidable  an  opponent. 

Low  Sunday,  or  the  Sunday  of  Albs  (April  27th)  is  called  by  its  first  name,  “because  it  is 
Easter  Day  repeated,  the  Uutave  of  Easter;  but  the  Sunday  before  is  high  Easter,  and  this  is  a 
lower  feast,  low  Easter” — by  its  tecond,  because  those  who  had  been  baptised  at  the  preceding 
festival  now  approach  in  the  white  (albus)  garments  in  which  they  were  then  clothed. 

And  now,  patient  readers,  is  it  presumptuous  to  hope  that  you  have  been  intetested  by  our 
neeessarily  patchwork  discourses,  which  must  here  come  to  an  end ?  We  have  spared  no  trouble 
to  insure  correctness  in  the  information  we  have  imparted.  We  have  consulted  many  authors  for 
your  benefit,  and  have  ofttimes  caused  you  to  hear  them  speak  in  their  own  words.  In  tho 
language  of  an  old  writer,  “  We  have  jducked  us  a  poesie  of  other  men's  flowers,  and  ours  only 
is  the  string  which  binds  them  together.”  May  we  flatter  ourselves  that  our  arrangement  of  the 
bonqnet  has  been  satisfactory  7  Et.  Switiiix. 


(  2?6  ) 
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What  a  revolation  would  be  caused  were 
the  world  to  follow  the  8u;;Kestion  of  a  well- 
known  writer,  and  to  carry  on  its  corres¬ 
pondence  br  means  of  a  peculiar  kind  of  ink, 
which  should  fade  away  after  the  lapse  of  a 
few  years,  and  thus  snatch  a  lawful  prey  from 
those  who  delight  to  encumber  their  escritoires 
with  epistolaij  collections;  or,  still  worse,  if 
they  be  of  editorial  aspirations^  to  lumber  our 
libraries  with  the  results  of  their  conservatism. 
It  is,  of  course,  conceivable  that  at  first  the  new 
order  of  things  would  be  to  some  a  fruitful 
source  of  regret.  The  bereaved  would  sorrow 
that  they  might  no  lunger  nourish  grief  by  the 
repeated  perusal  of  fund  letters  penned  by  the 
departed.  Love-lorn  maidens  would  find  cause 
for  lamentation  in  the  ineloquent  packets  of 
“cream-laid  note”  which  erewnile  made  known 
to  them,  in  silent  language,  of  whose  and  what 
nnlmunded  aifection  they  were  the  objects. 
Plaintiffs,  in  breach  of  promise  cases,  would 
mourn  the  untimely  disappearance  of  the  con¬ 
tents  of  certain  hiUets-doux,  which,  if  oppor¬ 
tunely  introduced,  would  do  so  much  towards 
procuring  the  infallible  aureate  balm  for 
wounded  feelings,  called,  in  common  parlance, 
damages.  But  the  few  should  always  be  ready 
to  suffer  for  the  good  of  the  many,  and  it  is 
undeniable  that  multitudes  would  rejoice  at 
the  falsification  of  the  old  dictum,  Litera 
scripta  manet.  Some  of  the  literati  of  bygone 
days  would,  to  a  certainty,  have  patronized  a 
manufacturer  who  could  conscientiously  have 
boasted  of  the  non-indelibility  of  his  inks,  by 
the  employment  of  which  even  Dr.  Arbuthnot 
might  have  communicated  fearlessly  with  his 
friends ;  for  such  a  horror  had  he  of  the  post¬ 
humous  publication  of  correspondence,  that  he 
declared  the  ver^  thought  of  such  a  thing  was 
“a  new  terror  ot  death.”  Nor  would  it  appear 
that  Dr.  Johnson  was  wholly  unmoved  by  the 
knowledge  that  his  letters  would  be  perused 
and  commented  upon  by  posterity,  \ve  find, 
indeed,  that  when  ISoswell  lusked  him  explicitly 
whether  it  would  be  improper  to  print  them, 
he  answered,  “  Nay,  sir,  when  I  am  dead,  you 
may  do  as  you  will but  later  on  iu  life,  even 
in  his  seventy-third  year,  the  sage  made  a  reve¬ 
lation  of  his  tactics,  and  confessed — “  It  is  now 
become  so  much  the  fashion  to  publish  letters, 
that,  in  order  to  avoid  it,  I  put  at  little  into 
mine  as  pouible.” 

This  example  has  not  been  lost  sight  of,  and, 
with  a  few  honourable  exceptions — and  those, 
perhaps,  mostly  in  cases  where  men  indited 
private  letters  with  an  eye  to  public  criticism 
— volumes  of  “  Correspondence”  are  about  the 
most  hopelessly  uviinteresting  works  which 
issue  from  the  press. 

The  world  has  read  the  “  Autobiography  of 
Leigh  Hunt,”  and  those  many  other  wiitings  of 
his  which  are  such  valuable  additions  to  our 
literature,  a  process  all-snfiicient  to  satisfy  us 
as  to  the  character  ot  him  to  whom  we  are  in¬ 
debted  for  them ;  and  few  there  are,  indeed, 
amongst  us  who  are  not  ready  to  acknowledge. 


with  Lord  Macaulay,  that  “  he  is”— alas !  was 
— “a  very  clever,  a  very  honest,  and  a  very 
good-natured  man.”  Probably,  however,  it  is 
with  the  view  of  making  the  assurance  of  our 
approbation  doubly  sure  that  Mr.  Thornton 
Hunt  has  published  about  six  hundred  pagesof 
his  late  father's  letters,  of  which  the  first  was 
written  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  the  last  bat 
four  days  before  liis  death.  If  such  be  the 
editor’s  design,  it  is  filial  and  worthy  of  all 
praise,  and  we  hope  we  shall  not  raise  any 
doubt  of  our  sincerity  in  saying  this,  if  we 
confess  to  a  conviction  that,  nad  one-third  of 
the  epistles  now  printed  been  for  ever  hidden 
from  the  public  gaze,  the  work  before  ns  would 
have  spoken  quite  as  strongly  in  favour  of  the 
abilities  and  virtues  of  Leigh  Hunt,  and  at  the 
same  time  have  been  infinitely  mure  readable. 
Yet,  as  the  compilation  now  stands,  it  will  well 
repay  perusal,  providing  that  we  indulge  in  no 
very  highly-wrought  expectations  concerning 
it.  Hunt  remarks,  in  a  postscript  to  Mr. 
Ollier,  “  By  a  curious  effect  of  the  evening  sun¬ 
shine,  my  little  homely  black  mantel-piece,  not 
an  inelegant  structure  in  itself,  is  turned  while 
I  write  into  a  solemnly  gorgeous  presentment 
of  black  and  gold.  How  rich  are  snch  eyes  as 
yours  and  mine,  how  rich  and  fortunate,  that 
can  see  visitations  so  splendid  in  matters  of 
such  nine-and-twopence  !"  In  reality,  the 
Letters  are,  for  the  greater  part,  such  as  any 
large-hearted,  book-loving  man  of  poetical 
temperament  could  pen ;  but  the  signature  of 
Leigh  Hunt,  as  sunlight,  invests  them  with  a 
certain  degree  of  distinction  and  interest,  which 
wiles  the  reader  on  to  the  last  page  ot  the  last 
volur.ie,  to  wonder,  as  he  closes  the  book, 
whence  the  fascination  proceeded. 

Mr.  J.  Payne  Collier,  writing  to  the  Athe- 
naum,  tells  of  a  letter  in  which  Leigh  Hunt 
asked  the  late  Duke  of  Devonshire  for  the  loan 
of  kOOl.  with  so  much  “wit  and  tun,  as  well 
as  good  sense,”  that  his  Grace  declared  he 
“  almost  died  with  laughing  at  it.”  It  is  to  be 
regretted  that  this  ingenious  and  successful 
appeal  dies  not  appear  amongst  the  coUecta 
mtinbra  of  corrcspoudence  which  have  been 
rescued  from  oblivion.  Was  this  one  of  the 
communications  “so  extremely  private  as  to 
be  nnsuited  for  publication  7”  or  was  Mr. 
Thornton  Hunt  fearful  of  the  consequences 
of  exciting  the  risible  faculties  of  those  who 
may  have  less  self-command  than  his  father’s 
noble  benefactor  7 

The  Corrtspondtnce  of  lAxgh  Hunt  is  di¬ 
vided  into  eight  sections.  The  first  includes  let¬ 
ters  written  in  early  life,  and  chiefly  addressed 
to  the  young  lady  to  whom  he  was  engaged. 
They  are,  on  the  whole,  pervaded  by  a  sense  of 
humour  and  by  a  sense  which  is  much  more 
valuable  even,  by  common  sense ;  for,  although 
his  love  was  ardent  and  sincere,  it  was  not 
blind,  and  the  shortcomings  of  his  Marianne 
do  not  escape  detection.  According  to  our 
editor,  the  lover  could  not  be  content  unless  he 
urged  Sliss  Kent  “to  cultivate  her  faculties 
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lomewhat  in  his  own  conscientions  and  scho¬ 
lastic  spirit;”  she  resented  the  interference; 
“the  suitor  betrayed  some  impatience  at  his 
tea-partial  success;  the  young  lady  betrayed 
no  less  impatience  at  his  pertinacity ;  and  the 
engagement  was  rather  unex^tedly,  though 
not  suddenly,  broken  off.”  Bnt,  as  we  are 
taught  by  experience  and  the  Latin  Grammar 
that  AmaiUium  trot  amorit  inteyratio  ett,  we 
are  not  surprised  to  find  that  the  breach  was 
subsequently  healed,  and  that.  Hunt’s  affections 
flowing  on  undisturbed  in  the  same  direction  as 
before,  he  could  write,  in  a  few  months’  time, 
“  I  am  veiy  uncomfortable ;  I  get  up  at  five  in 
the  morning,  say  a  word  to  nobody,  curse  my 
stars  till  eleven  at  niglit,  and  then  creep  into 
bed  to  curse  my  stars  for  to-morrow  ;  and  all 
this  because  1  love  a  little  black-eyed  girl  of 
fifteen,  whom  nobody  knows,  with  my  whole 
heart  and  soul,”  &c.,  '&c.  Still  the  maiden  was 
not  allowed  to  believe  herself  incapable  of  im¬ 
provement.  Her  admirer  was  no  despiscr  of 
the  little  things  which  many  men  of  less 
genius  think  it  beneath  them  to  notice.  On 
one  occasion  he  makes  use  of  coarser  paper 
than  usual,  but  he  is  careful  to  remark  that, 
had  there  been  any  finer  in  the  house,  he  should 
certainly  have  preferred  ueing  any  reiuon 
tchy,  between  tie  mott  familiar  and  affectionate, 
the  little  civilities  oj  lije  should  not  be  ejsercistd 
as  much  as  possible.  Miss  Kent’s  epistles  were 
evidently  not  models  of  caligraphv,  since  we 
find  her  addressed  as  follows: — “I  do  not  write, 
1  acknowledge,  either  the  best  or  the  straightest 
hand  in  the  world,  but  1  endeavour  to  avoid 
blots  and  interpolations.  I  suppose  you  guess 
by  this  preamble  that  1  am  going  to  find  fault 
with  your  letters.  1  would  not  dare,  however, 
to  find  fault,  were  I  not  sure  that  you  would 
receive  my  lectures  cheerfully.  You  have  no 
false  shame  to  induce  you  to  conceal  or  to  deny 
your  faults— quite  the  contrary,  you  sometimes 
think  too  much  of  them,  for  I  know  of  none 
which  you  cannot  easily  remedy;  besides,  my 
faithful  and  attentive  affection  would  induce 
me  to  ask  with  confidence  any  little  sacrifice  of 
your  time  and  your  care;  and,  as  you  have 
done  so  much  for  me  in  correcting  the  errors  of 
my  head,  you  will  not  feel  very  unpleasant  when 
1  venture  to  correct  the  errors  of  your  hand. 
Now  cannot  you  sit  down  on  Sunday,  my  sweet 

firl,  and  write  me  a  fair,  even-minded,  honest 
and,  unvezed  with  desperate  blots  or  skulking 
interlineations?  Mind,  I  do  not  quarrel  with 
the  contents,  or  with  the  subject;  what  you 
tell  me  of  others  amuses  me,  what  you  tell  me 
of  yourself  delights  me— in  short,  as  St.  Paul 
saith,  ‘The  spirit  giveth  life,  but  the  letter 
killcth.’  1  know  vou  can  do  this  easily,  and  1 
know  also  you  will  do  it  cheerfully,  because  it 
will  give  me  pleasure.”  Were  a  fast  young 
lady  of  18C2  to  receive  such  advice  from  her 
lover,  notwithstanding  thebonne-bouche  at  the 
end,  we  .are  afraid  she  would  call  him  “a  prig;” 
and  yet,  judging  by  epistolary  appearances,  we 
cannot  think  that  many  of  our  maidens  would 
be  the  worse  for  being  thus  hunted  up. 

By-the-bye,  what  will  rigid  Sabbatarians  say 
of  Hunt’s  encouraging  Miss  Kent  to  indulge  in 
letter-writing  on  a  Sunday  ? — of  his  sending  a 
French  charade  to  Mr.  Hunter,  that  the  ladies 


may  amuse  themselves  by  endeavouring  to  solve 
it  on  the  day  of  rest  ? — of  his—  Well,  we  won’t 
pause  for  a  reply,  for  we  don’t  care  to  know. 

In  due  time,  Leigh  Hunt  enrolled  himself 
amongst  the  Benedicts;  but  we  mud  not  linger 
more  over  the  events  of  his  early  manho^. 
The  time  of  trial  was  not  far  distant ;  and,  from 
February,  1813,  to  the  beginning  of  1815,  our 
author  was,  for  political  reasons,  kept  in  con¬ 
finement  in  Surrey  Gaol,  where  he  wrote  the 
“  Story  of  Bimini, ’’  and  other  works  of  merit. 
After  his  liberation,  he  entered  into  correspon¬ 
dence  with  Shelley.  Keats,  and  other  celebrated 
men,  wliose  own'  letters  to  him  form  not  an 
insignificant,  and  not  by  any  means  the  least  in¬ 
teresting,  portion  of  the  volumes  under  review. 

A  letter  from  Lord  Macaulay  which  is  intro¬ 
duced  shows  rare  wisdom  on  the  part  of  the 
writer.  Mr.  Napier,  the  editor  of  the  “  Edin¬ 
burgh  Review,”  to  winch  Hunt  had  contributed, 
had  written  to  Hunt  desiring  him  to  avoid 
certain  vulgarities  and  colloquialisms.  Hunt, 
with  sensitiveness  hurt,  applied  to  Lord  Ma¬ 
caulay  for  advice.  Writes  tt;o  latter — ‘  As  to 
the  tone  of  Kapiei’s  criticism,  you  must  remem¬ 
ber  that  his  position  with  regard  to  the  Review, 
and  the  habits  of  his  life,  are  such  that  be  cannot 
be  expected  to  pick  bis  words  very  nicely.  .  .  . 
Of  course,  he  has  been  under  the  necessity  of 
very  frequently  correcting,  disapproving,  and 
positively  rejecting  articles,  and  is  now  as  little 
disturbed  about  such  things  as  Sir  Benjamin 
Brodie  about  performing  a  surgical  operation. 
To  my  own  personal  knowledge,  he  has  posi¬ 
tively  refused  to  accept  papers  even  from  so 
great  a  man  as  Lord  Brougham.  ...  He  con¬ 
ceives  that,  as  editor  of  the  Review,  he  ought 
to  tell  you  what  he  thinks;  and  having,  during 
many  years,  been  in  the  habit  of  speaking  his 
whole  mind  on  such  matters  almost  weekly  to 
all  sorts  of  people,  he  expresses  himsslf  with 
more  plainness  than  delicacy.” 

The  principal  incidents  of  the  journey  to 
Italy  are  too  well  known  to  need  recapitulation ; 
the  minor  ones  should  scarcely  occupy  our 
space  when  the  veracious  chronicle  ot  them 
has  become  a  part  of  tbs  stock-in-trade  of  the 
keeper  of  every  circulating  library.  Neither 
can  we  make  more  than  a  passing  allusion  to 
Hunt’s  jesidente  at  Chelsea,  Kensington,  and 
Hammersmith.  His  was  a  heart  which  could 
weather  a  storm ;  bis  was  a  heart  which  could 
bow  down,  and  not  be  broken ;  and,  save  when 
constitutional  infirmity  affected  his  better  judg¬ 
ment,  his  was  a  faith  which  disdained  to  jiarley 
with  despair ;  and,  though  poor,  he  did  not  suffer 
himself  to  be  habitually  uuhappy. 

If  happiness  has  not  her  seat 
And  centre  in  tlie  breast, 

We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great. 

But  riever  can  bo  blest 
Nor  treasures  nor  pleasures 
Could  make  us  happy  lung; 

The  heart  ay's  the  part,  ay. 

That  maket  us  riyht  or  wrong. 

If  Englishwomen  have  not  already  learned  to 
admire  him  in  the  social  relations  of  husband, 
father,  and  friend,  they  will  do  so  after  the 
j)erusal  of  his  onco  private  correspondence.  If 
not,  they  must  permit  us  to  remark  that  they 
take  a  great  deal  of  satisfying. 


THE  GERMAN  PRINCE  AND  ENGLISH  PRINCESS. 


In  an  article  on  royal  deaths,  written  for 
“  Macmillan's  Magazine”  of  last  month,  Mrs. 
Norton  tells  the  sad. story  of  the  death  o?  the 
Princess  Charlotte.  In  connexion  with  the 
late  loss  the  nation  has  sustain'd,  she  tells  us 
that  the  death  of  the  Prince  Consort  has  its 
I>arallel — a  parallel  so  close  in  all  its  details  of 
suffering,  that  the  wonder  rather  is,  how  such 
events,  happening  witliin  the  memory  of  living 
men,  and  having  filled  so  many  with  wonder 
and  anguish,  should  fade  like  a  dream,  and 
vanish  like  a  sound.  The  loves  of  the  Prince 
Leopold  of  Sa.\e-Co')urg  and  his  wife  were 
perfect.  When  the  weather  or  other  circnni- 
stances  kept  them  within  d>.ors,  their  employ¬ 
ment  was  chit  fly  reading.  IJoth  took  de.ight 
in  studying  the  history  and  constitution  of  the 
country  td' which  s’ue  might  naturally  expect  to 
be  one  day  the  sovereign.  In  this  study  she  is 
understood  strongly  to  have  iinbiheJ  those 
liberal  principles  which  raised  her  family  to 
the  throne,  ami  on  whi.h  alone  it  can  he  pro¬ 
perly  supportcl.  llistuy  was  varied  with 
poetry  or  miscellaneous  suhjects;  and  the  prin¬ 
cess  appears  to  h.ive  taken  peculiar  pleasure  in 
perfeciing  the  prince  in  a  com[detc  and  critical 
knowledge  of  the  KiiglUh  language,  which  he 
spoke  accurately,  with  more  dUtinctuess  and 
deliberation  than  is  usual  with  us. 

The  Myal  couple  left  Ilrigliton  and  the  bril¬ 
liant  festivities  of  I  he  KetC'  I’s  P.ivilion  in  order 
to  keep  I’riiice  Leopold’s  birthday  in  tiieir 
tranquil  home.  On  the  birthday  of  tlie  prin¬ 
cess  her-eif  (the  last  th  t  she  was  permitted 
to  see),  tlie  humble  inhabitants  of  Ksber  illumi¬ 
nated  their  village  aiiodes  in  her  honour.  She 
kept  that  day  by  distributing  a  hundred  pounds 
in  charity,  and  passed  most  days  in  familiar 
intercourse  with  her  poorer  neighbours,  while 
her  wayward  mother  wandered  to  and  fro  on 
the  Continent,  seeking  to  till  the  void  of  her 
wasted  life  with  vulgar  pleasures;  and  the 
profligacy  of  her  fa  Tier’s  tawdry  court  routed 
a  just  indignation  among  all  the  better  think¬ 
ing  of  his  people.  In  illustration  of  tlie  per¬ 
fect  ntatrimonial  happine.sscf  the  youog couple 
is  recorded  the  gentle  clerical  jest  of  their 
chaplain.  Dr.  Short,  who  sent  tliem  a  flitch  of 
bacon  on  their  marriige  anniversary,  suggestive 
of  Duninow  and  its  time-lnllowed  custom. 
Little  they  thought  that  no  other  amiivers.iry 
would  find  them  t  getlicr  to  sliare  earthly  joy 
or  earthly  sorrow.  That  pleasant  May  went 
by,  and  pleasant  .June,  and  the  autumn  found 
them  still  living  the  same  life  of  ecreiie  con¬ 
tentment:  doing  good;  striving  by  employ¬ 
ment  to  lessen  tlie  oepressioii  of  trade,  and  liy 
cliaritv  to  counteract  the  effect  of  ‘‘famine 
jirices”  coii.si  (juent  on  the  failure  of  the  harvest. 
Tranquil,  liappy,  hopeful,  loving — a  model 
home!  The  year  before,  they  nad  been  in 
I.i  ndon,  at  tlie  famous-  “  Nuptial  Drawing¬ 
room,”  held  in  their  honour,  attei.iled  by 
ne.irly  three  thousaud  persons,  many  of  whom. 


despairing  of  getting  early  to  their  carriages, 
walked  on  the  grass-plot  in  the  palace-yard, 
“such  splendid  dresses  parading  in  the  open 
air  as  probably  had  never  been  beheld  there 


Tiicy  had  attended  theatres  and  operas  in 
state,  and  heard  the  exulting  cheers  of  a  wel¬ 
coming  people.  They  had  been  called  upon  to 
receive  and  answer  loyal  addresses,  amongst 
which  was  the  mcnioraole  address  of  congratn- 
lation  from  the  county  of  Kent,  “  signed  by  live 
thousand  persons,  and  measuring  twenty  yards.” 
Dut  this  year  all  was  different.  The  princess 
“was  taking  care  of  herself;”  wailing  lor 
another  precious  life;  sraiting  for  the  seal  and 
fruition  of  love;  waiting  for  her  baby;  all 
K  gland  waiting  and  hoping  with  her:  the 
busy  nurse  gossiping  and  wondering  at  the  love 
and  simple  habits  of' the  royal  pair:  and  the 
pair  themselves  taking  their  quiet  walks  and 
drives  tog'ther;  visiting  the  farm  and  over¬ 
looking  iiiiprovements;  till  the  lost  Sabbath 
the  princess  was  permitted  to  see  rose  in  bright¬ 
ness  over  Olarciiioiit,  and  late  on  Monday  mes¬ 
sengers  were  despatched  in  various  directions 
to  summon  the  proper  odicers  of  state  to  be 
present  at  the  birtii  of  a  royal  infant. 

That  infant  was  born  deaii!  Every  effort 
was  made  to  restore  it  to  life,  but  in  vain.  Tbs 
young  wife  and  iiew-inaue  mother  humbly  said, 
“  It  is  God’s  will”  when  the  news  was  broken 
to  her;  and  the  young  husband  ejaculated  with 
a  sigh,  “  Tliank  Heaven,  the  princess  is  safe !” 
Hut  soon  a  dreadful  change  became  apparent: 
the  nurse  wlio  had  left  the  room  in  obedience  to 


her  kindly  order,  “  I’ray  go  and  get  your  supper, 
you  must  be  quite  exhausted;  l.ei'p(>ld  will  lake 
care  of  me  meanwhile,”  was  recalled  by  Prince 
Leopold,  saying  he  did  nut  think  the  princess 
was  quite  so  well;  and  in  another  Lour  the 
blue  eyes,  so  full  of  vivacity  and  tenderness, 
fixed  a  dying  gaze  on  her  husband’s  face,  and 
the  hand  pledged  to  him  at  the  altar  lay  cold 
and  stiff  within  fais  own. 

The  impres:  ion  made  on  a  people  prepared 
only  for  exultation  may  be  gathered  ifom  the 
accounts  of  the  time. 

“  We  were  in  the  most  awful  suspense  about 
the  dreadful  news,”  says  one,  writing  from 
li.'istui,  “till  the  arrival"  of  the  London  mail. 
1  was  on  the  Exchange  when  it  approached ; 
tlie  sound  of  the  horn  seemed  to  strike  terror 
into  every  soul.  A  great  crowd  was  collected, 
who  then  instantly  rushed  round  the  mail,  in¬ 
quiring  of  the  guard  if  the  news  were  true’/ 
He  replied,  ‘  Both  ate  dead.’  ‘  I’orii  are  dead !' 
was  reverberated  by  the  crowd,  and  tlie  flash 
spread  like  lightning.  D  jectioii  marked  every 
cuuiiteiiaiice ;  and,  I  think  it  is  not  too  much 
to  say,  tliat  ‘  tears  giislied  into  every  eye.’  ” 

Then  came  tlie  wail  of  sorrow  fruiii  a  whole 
n.tion  in  bereavement;  and  the  bulletins  of  a 
forgotten  anguish  aiqieared,  as  others  have 
appeared  this  melancuuly  winter. 
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THE  FASHIONS. 


To  judge  from  the  appearance  of  a  few  models 
we  have  been  favoured  with  a  sight  of,  Mantles 
and  Pakokssl's  will  not  be  worn  quite  so  ling 
as  they  were  last  season.  For  the  mid-season, 
we  have  noticed  several  garments  made  in  light 
grey  cloth,  as  well  as  velvet  mantles,  not  very 
thickly  lined.  Tho  latter  are  profusely  trimmed 
with  lace,  gimp,  and  embroidery;  and  at  no 
previous  season  do  we  ever  recollect  velvet 
mantles  being  so  elaborately  ornamented. 

Amongst  the  novelties  in  parJessus,  we  may 
.lOtice  one  of  light  grey  cloth,  spotted  with 
lilac,  and  bordered  with  lilac  silk.  It  had  two 
large  pleats  behind,  and  each  of  them  was 
ornamented  with  a  strap  of  lilac  silk.  The 
cloak  was  buttoned  in  trout,  and  the  eleeves 
were  tinislied  off  with  small,  tnrned-back  cuffs. 

Another  garment,  called  the  V'ictoria  Pelisse, 
was  made  of  black  silk,  and  had  a  double  square 
cape  of  guipure,  with  ruches.  The  sleeve  was 
wide  and  gathered,  and  terminated  in  a  small 
sabot,  whicli  fell  over  the  hand.  Small  pockets 
were  placed,  in  a  slanting  direclion,  in  front, 
which  were  also  trimmed  with  guipure  and 
pleating. 

Another  mantle,  of  black  silk,  was  orna¬ 
mented  with  live  straight  rows  of  black  and 
white  trimming,  and  fastened  up  the  front  with 
jet  buttons  and  pendants. 

As  a  very  useful  article  of  dress  for  out-door 
wear,  for  between  the  seasons,  we  may  mention 
the  embroidered  Cashmkkk  Siiawi.s;  some 
of  these  being  trimmed  with  Uce,  and  some 
with  silk  frills.  Although  these  are  not  new, 
they  will,  this  Spring,  enjoy  a  degree  of  favour, 
on  account  of  their  being  lijht,  aud  yet  suffi¬ 
ciently  toarm. 

Bonnets,  suit.able  for  spring,  are  mostly 
composed  of  straw  or  drawn-silK,  the  former 
being  profusely  triinmed  with  tbwers.  We 
have  re  narked  several  bonnets  triinmed  with 
two  different  kinds  of  ri>wer8,  of  good  con- 
truting  colours;  in  fact,  some  of  the  bonnets 
of  the  present  day  have  literally  the  aspect  of 
a  flower  garden  in  full  bloom.  In  the  manu¬ 
facture  of  aitificial  flowers,  steel  has,  of  late, 
been  much  introduced;  but  it  is  tcarcely  in 
good  taste,  on  account  of  its  being  so  unna¬ 
tural,  and  is,  besides,  so  very  commun,  that  it 
can  no  longer  be  considered  distiinjui.  I'lie 
shape  of  bonnets  appears  to  be  us  large  and  as 
high  as  ever,  some  of  them  having  almost  a 
ridiculous  app''arance;  but  no  lady  of  taste 
tdop's  these  extremes  of  Fashion. 

Dithsshs  are  worn  very  long  behind,  and 
are  much  gored ;  and  even  evening  dres.se.s,  of 
light  material,  are  arranged  in  this  manner. 
As  the  mode  appears  to  be  to  lessen  the  width 
of  the  skirt  at  tlie  top,  it  is  absolutely  neces¬ 
sary  that  the  material  be  well  gored,  to  give 
sufficient  width  to  the  bottom.  These  gored 
training  skirts  are  exceedingly  becoming  to 
the  figure,  and  in  a  drawing-room  nothing  is 
more  elegant.  It  is  a  pity  that  this  f'.tsiiion 
cannot  be  conlined  exclusively  to  in-door  toilets, 
and  not  adopted  (as  it  too  generally  is)  lor 
walking.  What  can  be  more  disagreeable  than 


to  see  a  lady’s  rich  silk  skirt  sweeping  the 
streets  as  she  walks?  It  is  extravagant,  in¬ 
elegant,  and  exceedingly  dirty.  However,  if 
ladies  will  be  in  the  fasliion,  and  wear  trained 
skirts  in  the  streets,  in  dirty  weather,  they  may 
keep  them  in  order  by  wearing  them  looped  up 
over  a  pretty  petticoat.  The  latter  garments 
are  being  worn  more  elaborate,  and  of  richer 
material,  than  ever ;  and  it  will  soon  be  neces¬ 
sary  to  have  the  petticoat  made  as  handsome 
as  the  dress — the  fashion  of  looping  up  tho 
dresses  necessitating  an  elegant  uiider-skirt. 

We  have  remarked  some  charming  Pktti- 
(lOAT.s,  made  of  bright-coloured  French  merinos, 
and  trimmed  with  velvet  and  elaborate  braiding 
designs;  and  we  have  even  seen  them  em¬ 
broidered.  Two  little  fluted  Bounces,  placed 
quite  at  the  bottom,  form  a  pretty  fiuish,  and 
are,  besides,  useful  in  assisting  to  keep  out  the 
bottom  of  the  dress. 

White  petticoats,  made  with  two  little  fluted 
frills  at  the  bottom,  arc  exceedingly  comfort¬ 
able  wear  for  musliii  dresses,  and  are  much 
more  distingui  than  the  o;>e»  embroidery,  which, 
of  late,  lias  become  so  very  general.  Tbe 
thick  satin-stitch,  or  rais:  d  embroidery,  is 
always  in  good  taste,  and  it  is  now  much  used 
for  uuder-skirts.  Tabliers  of  tliis  rich  and 
handsome  embroidery  are  frequently  inserted 
in  the  front  of  the  petticoat;  so  that  if  a 
inoniiiig  dress,  open  down  the  front,  be  worn 
with  it,  the  effect  is  very  good. 

.Many  of  our  readers  have,  no  doubt,  dresses 
lying  by  which  arc  almost  useless,  and  which, 
with  a  little  ingenuity,  may  be  turned  to  good 
account.  We  are  epeakitig  of  the  dres.->es  made 
with  two  or  three  fl  miices— a  fishion  which  is 
now  obsolete,  excepting  the  cases  where  lace  is 
used;  and  deep  luce  volants  are  always  in  good 
taste. 

Many  styles  have  been  invented  by  which 
dresses  somewhat  imssi  may  be  made  quite  d  la 
mode.  One  of  the  difficulties  to  contend  with 
is  the  narrowness  uf  the  skirts  of  dresses  made 
some  few  years  since,  which,  at  the  present 
time,  are  scarcely  of  sufficient  width  to  go  over 
a  ciinolinc.  lo  obviate  tuis  difficulty  the  skirts 
should  have  a  fnfi/ter  inserted  in  the  Iront,  or 
small  gores  let  in  between  each  seam,  to  the 
depth  uf  iiliout  twenty  inches ;  or  bands  uf  silk 
about  four  inches  wide  may,  with  advantage, 
be  put  between  every  width. 

To  enable  our  readers  better  to  understand 
what  we  mean,  we  will  describe  how  to  re¬ 
make  a  three  flounced  dress.  Between  every 
width  of  the  silk  insert  a  gore,  sixteen  inches 
at  tbe  bottom,  tipering  to  a  point  at  the  top, 
and  about  twenty  inches  deep.  SlutuUl  ttie 
tcearer  be  very  tall,  allow  the  gores  rather 
deejwr.  Ornament  these  goies  w.tn  some  ot 
the  ./f.i««ciH//,  cut  into  narrow  J'rills,  and  tiiiish 
off  t  he  poiiit  at  the  top  with  a  rosetie  of  ribbon 
or  ruclied  siik,  or  s  iiiie  of  the  flouncing  made 
into  a  rosette.  This  skirt  will  be  fouiui  really 
elegant  in  its  appearance,  and  sufficiently  wide 
to  be  comfortable  over  a  moderate-iuied  crino¬ 
line,' 
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To  re-make  a  two-fiuunced  drets. — Insert 
pieces  between"  every  width  of  the  skirt,  the 
same  as  the  preceding  one,  bat  make  use  of 
the  deep  flounce  for  the  purpose.  A  width  of 
the  flounce  should  be  let  in  between  the  seams 
of  the  skirt,  and  the  top  oj  the  flouiwe  pleated 
in  to  form  a  kind  of  fan;  these  pleats  being 
ornamented  with  a  rosette.  The  shape  of  the 
fan  is  very  much  improved  by  slightly  sloping 
the  flounce  towards  the  top,  as,  by  so  doing, 
the  materiai  wiii  not  have  such  a  bunchy  ap¬ 
pearance.  This  skirt,  when  finished,  also  has 
a  veiy  good  appearance,  considering  the  oUl- 
fashumed  matenals  of  which  it  is  composed. 

Before  concluding  our  remarks  on  contriving 
to  make  new  things  out  of  old  ones,  we  will 
mention  another  mode  of  widening  plain  skirts, 
such  as  those  of  brocaded  silk,  chin^  silk,  or 
any  material  of  that  description.  A  straight 
band  of  black,  or  some  coloured  silk,  to  con¬ 
trast  nicely  with  the  dress  to  be  widened, 
should  be  let  in  between  every  seam ;  this  band 
is  perfectly  straight,  and  looks  nicely  stitched 
on  with  white.  Supposing  there  are  but  five 
widths  in  the  skirt,  then  five  bands  of  silk,  each 
one  six  inches  wide,  will  increase  the  width  of 
the  skirt  nearly  a  yard.  If  there  arc  six  widths 
of  the  material,  the  band  need  not  be  so  wide. 

AVe  noticed  a  very  pretty  grey  mohair  dress 
arranged  in  this  manner,  with  bands  of  violet 
silk  ou  the  skirt,  stitched  on  with  white.  This 
dress  was  made  with  a  Zouave  jacket  and 
waistcoat,  bound  with  lilac  silk ;  and  the  sleeves 
(being  for  morning  wear)  were  closed, at  the  wrist. 

In  our  walk  westward  we  remarked  some 
very  stylish  Shawls  for  evening  wear,  as  sub¬ 
stitutes  for  opera  cloaks,  and  which  any  lady 
might  very  easily  make  herself.  They  con¬ 
sisted  of, squares  of  llama,  edged  with  Maltese 
lace,  headed  with  a  tiny  jet  trimming.  We 
noticed  a  scarlet  shawl  and  a  white  one,  both 
arranged  in  this  manner,  and  the  latter  would 
answer  extremely  well  for  a  stylish  summer 
out-dour  toilet. 

The  Swiss  cambrics  and  muslinettes  are  of 
more  beautiful  manufacture  this  season  than 
ever.  The  favourite  patterns  appear  to  be 
rather  small,  tiny  bouquets  and  sprigs  biing 
most  general,  and  having  quite  a  chintzy  ap¬ 
pearance.  The  cambric  is  so  highly  glazed, 
and  so  beautifully  finished,  that,  before  the 
material  has  passed  through  the  hands  of  the 
laundress,  dres.ses  made  of  it  have  quite  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  silk.  For  children  and  growing 
girls,  a  tightly-fitting  jacket,  with  a  very  long 
basque,  and  a  skirt  made  of  these  beautiful 
cambrics,  is  quite  sufficient  dress  fur  morning 
wear  for  the  country  or  the  sea-side.  This,  with 
a  white  straw  hat  trimmed  with  black  velvet, 
fonns  an  elegant  yet  simple  toilet  for  young 
people. 

Little  children’s  dresses  are  now  being  made 
with  a  crossway  band  of  velvet  or  silk  quite  at 
the  bottom  oj  the  skirt,  instead  of  above  the 
hem.  Pelisses  are  also  trimmed  in  the  same 
manner,  the  cape  being  arranged  to  correspond 
with  the  skirt.  A  pretty  little  pcli.ssc,  suitable 
for  the  spring,  was  made  of  a  warm  shrde  of 
rey  merino,  trimmed  with  a  broad  crossway 
inding  of  cerise  terry  velvet  on  tlie  capo  and 
at  the  bottom  of  the  skirt. 


Another  little  boy’s  dress,  of  blue  and  white 
checked  poplin,  was  trimmed  with  blue  velvet, 
turned  up  to  form  a  liem ;  the  body  being  com¬ 
posed  of  a  series  of  pleats  ornamented  with 
velvet  buttons. 

If  we  may  judge  fiom  many  letters  received 
during  the  last  few  months,  the  following  list 
will  not  be  uninteresting  or  useless  to  young 
wives  and  mothers  elect : — 

Articlks  Kkquikkd  for  a  Baby’s 
Layette. — 12  little  shirts,  6  plainly  trimmed, 
and  6  more  elaborately  trimmed;  6  rollers; 
8  long  petticoats,  4  plain,  and  4  with  work  and 
insertion  at  the  bottom;  6  monthly  gowns, 
variously  trimmed;  8  nightgowns;  8  robes — 
6  would  be  found  sufficient  in  many  cases; 
12  long  pinafores  for  wearing  over  robes,  when 
these  are  liked;  3  pairs  of  knitted  woollen 
socks ;  G  dozen  diapers ;  I  dozen  quilted  bibs, 
trimmed  or  not,  according  to  taste;  3  day 
flannel  petticoats,  or  blankets,  as  they  are 
termed;  3  night  ditto;  4  fine  white  flannel 
squares,  bound  with  flannel  binding ;  4  day 
squares,  made  to  draw  up  at  one  corner  to  form 
a  hood  (these  may  be  made  scarlet,  pink,  or 
blue,  and  may  be  embroidered,  scalloped,  or 
merely  bound) ;  G  squares  of  Welsh  flannel, 
simply  hemmed,  for  wearing  over  diapers. 

Things  KEguiRED  for  a  Baby's  Basket. 
— A  basket  covered  with  muslin,  muslinette, 
sprigged  net,  or  any  pretty  light  materiai,  to 
be  made  with  a  pocket  on  each  side;  1  pin¬ 
cushion  ;  powder-box  and  puff ;  sponge ;  soft 
hair-brush;  scissors, needle, and  thread;  flannel 
cap ;  flannel  nursing-apron,  and,  if  liked,  a 
waterproof  ditto ;  a  aiaper  or  linen  bath-towel. 

Things  llEguiREU  for  a  Baby's  Bek- 
CEAUNEiTE. — Bcrceaunetle  and  cover  (this 
must  be  arranged  according  to  taste  and  means, 
and  ought,  properly  speaking,  to  match  the 
basket) ;  2  mattresses  ;  1  pillow ;  1  under 
blanket;  2  upper  ditto;  2  coverlids;  4  pairs 
of  sheets,  the  upper  one  of  each  pair  trimmed 
with  frilling;  4  pillow-cases,  trimmed. 

Infant's  Clothing  for  Out-Door  Weak. 
— 1  hood  ;  2  caps ;  1  cloak ;  flannels  have  been 
already  mentioned;  1  white  Shetland  veil. 

Full-sized  patterns,  tacked  together  and 
trimmed,  of  all  the  articles  neiessary  for  a 
Baby’s  Layette  may  be  had  of  Mdme.  Adolphe 
Goubaud,  248,  Strand,  London,  W.C.  The 
price  of  the  entire  set,  including  seven  articles, 
IS  8s.  Gd. ;  with  cloak,  4Us.  Gd. ;  or  the  cloak 
separately,  2s.  Gd. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COLOURED 
PLATE. 

First  Figure  on  the  Leff. — The  bonnet 
is  made  with  a  drawn  front  of  violet  silk,  and 
a  soft  crown  of  embroidered  white  tulle.  The 
curtain  is  of  violet  silk,  edged  with  a  puffing 
of  tulle ;  the  strings  are  of  broad  white  ribbon, 
and  the  bandeau  consi.sts  of  one  large  rose, 
ornamented  on  each  side  with  bunches  of 
wheatears.  The  pardessus  is  made  of  nuline>l 
corded  silk,  with  a  deep  cape,  and  is  trimmed 
with  narrow  Maltese  lace  and  two  rows  of 
narrow  black  velvet.  The  garment  is  cut  in 
f-lightly  to  the  figure  behind,  but  is  straight  in 
front,  there  being  a  pocket  placed  on  each  side 
of  the  front.  The  sleeves  are  of  the  deep  bell 
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shape,  trimmed  round  the  bottom  with  a 
pleating  of  ailk.  The  drese  ia  of  violet  silk, 
brocaded  with  black,  the  colour  of  the  dreaa 
exactly  matching  that  of  the  bonnet. 

Second  Fiouitu, — The  bonnet  is  of  white 
cripe,  ornamented  quite  at  the  top  with  a  large 
bnncii  of  white  oatrich  feathers,  nna  the  Bandenu 
Imperatrice  is  composed  of  one  rose  with  leaves 
oa  each  side.  This  mantle,  which  is  quite 
circular,  is  made  of  plain  glacd  silk,  trimmed 
with  a  broad  gimp,  whilst  the  neck  is  orna¬ 
mented  with  a  row  of  gimp,  finished  off  with 
a  tassel  fringe.  The  dress  is  of  drab  silk, 
made  with  one  flounce  at  the  bottom,  headed 
by  two  bands  of  siU  of  the  same  colour. 

Tiiikd  FiofitE. — Summer  Costume. — This 
cle^nt  costume,  which  is  a  charming  toilet 
for  a  pic-nic,  is  composed  of  white  muslin. 
The  dress  is  made  with  a  series  of  narrow 
flounces,  all  edged  with  narrow  green  ribbon. 
The  burnous,  also  of  white  muslin,  is  trimmed 
with  green  silk  ruebing,  and  three  handsome 
green  and  white  tassels.  The  hat  is  composed 
of  green  rilk,  trimmed  with  a  full  plume  of 
white  fcathci's.  This  erstume  may  tie  made 
more  useful  and  durable  by  substituting  white 
barbge  for  the  muslin,  but  in  all  cases  (to  look 
nicely)  the  cloak  should  be  composed  of  the 
same  material  as  the  dress.  WLite  grenadine 
ur  llama  might  ho  used  with  advantage  in  this 
toilet,  and  the  colour  of  the  trimmings  and  hat 
might  be  altered  to  pink  or  light  blue,  suiting 
the  colour  to  the  complexion  of  the  wearer. 

Fouutii  FiGur.K. — Seaside  Costume. — The 
Leghorn  bat  is  t  ound  on  tho  upper  part  of  the 
brim  with  Idack  velvet,  and  is  trimmed  with  a 
white  0‘trich  feather.  The  dress  and  jacket 
illustrated  in  this  iigiire  are  both  made  of  the 
same  material,  either  nankeen,  butf  piqud,  or 
Victoria  cord,  the  latter  material  being  rather 
thinner  than  piqud.  The  coat  is  ornamented 
with  a  braiding  design  in  black,  the  pocket, 
revers,  and  culls  being  trimmed  to  correspond. 
A  costume  of  white  piqud,  braided  ill  black, 
wonld  be  equally  stylish. 

Fifth  Figure. — Little  GirTs  Costume. — 
The  straw  hat  is  bound  with  violet  velvet,  and 
is  trimmed  with  two  white  feathers,  one  lying 
on  each  side  of  the  hat.  The  cloak  is  com¬ 
posed  of  silk,  and  u  made  with  three  single 
W  pleats  behind,'  attached  to  a  neck-piece, 
the  front  being  perfectly  plain.  No  triiiimiiig 
whatever  is  required  for  this  stylish  little  gar¬ 
ment,  with  the  exception  of  two  rows  of  piping 
round  the  neck-piece.  Ulack  silk  is,  of  course, 
the  must  appropriate  material  for  a  child's 
mantle;  our  illustration  is  coloured  violet,  to 
add  to  the  eflect  of  the  picture,  which  would 
have  been  somewhat  sombre  were  all  the  figures 
shown  with  block  mantles. 

Fall-sized  paper  patterns,  cut  ont  in  tissue- 
paper,  tacked  together  and  trimmed,  of  all  the 
mantles  illnstratcd  in  this  plate,  may  be  had  of 
Madame  Adolphe  Goubaud,  24S,  atrand,  London, 
W.C.,  at  the  tollowing  prices : — 

First  Figure. — Corded  Silk  Pardessus,  with 
Deep  Cape,  tie.  Gd. 

Swonu  Figure. — Circular  Silk  Mantle,  3s.  Gd. 

Third  Figure. — Burnous  Cloak,  Gs.  Gd. 

Fourth  Figure.— Piqud  Coat,  Gs. 

Fifth  Figure.— Child’s  Silk  Msntle,  23.  Gd. 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COLOURED 
PATTERN. 

SoKA-CusiiiON  IX  Leviathan  Work. — 
Materials  required  for  one  cushion  are — fhree- 
quarters  of  a  yard  of  railway  canvass,  2  ounces 
of  bright  scarlet  12-threa(l  fleecy  wool,  half 
ounoeof  white  ditto,  half  ounce  ofgrcy,half  ounce 
of  mauve,  half  ounce  of  yellow  green,  2  ounces 
of  blue  green,  half  ounce  of  bright  yellow,  half 
ounce  of  bright  blue,  a  few  needlefuls  of  crim¬ 
son,  three  ounces  of  black.  The  rapidity  with 
which  this  work  is  executed,  and  the  bold  and 
handsome  effect  it  has  when  finished,  render  it 
an  exctedingly  favourite  style  of  Berlin  wool 
embroidery,  and  it  now  ranks  among  tho 
fashionable  work  of  the  day.  Very  coarse 
canvass,  and  12-tbread  fleecy  wool,  are  used 
fur  the  purpose;  and  our  readers  will  have 
some  little  idea  of  how  quickly  the  ground 
may  be  got  over  by  referring  to  our  little 
illustration,  which  shows  tlie  full  size  ot 
the  stitches,  a.s  wc'.l  as  a  few  stitches  in  the 
course  of  progression.  Our  coloured  pattern. 


which,  when  worked  in  this  tnamicr,  is  suSi- 
cicntly  large  for  a  full-sized  sofa-pillow  or 
footstool,  is  all  done  in  the  same  stitch.  We 
may  here  mention  that,  in  working  the  stitch, 
great  care  must  be  taken  not  to  draw  the  wool 
at  all  tightly,  or  the  beautiful  raised  appearance 
which  the  work  should  possess  will  nU  be  ob¬ 
tained;  and  all  the  stitches  must  be  crossed  one 
way.  The  stitch  differs  a  little  from  the  ordinary 
rug  work,  as  each  stitch  is  crossed  three  times 
instead  of  once,  and  covers  four  threads  of  the 
canvass  instead  of  two.  However,  it  will  be 
needless  to  speak  further  on  this  subject,  as 
our  readers  will,  at  a  glance,  see  from  our  little 
drawing  how  to  execute  the  work.  Besides 
sofa-pillows  and  box-ottoinans,  fender-stools, 
chair-seats,  hearth-rugs,  dec.,  are  now  much  in 
vogue,  done  in  this  fashionable  work.  The 
price  of  canvass  and  wools  sufficient  for  one 
pillow  is  5s.  8il. ;  for  a  feuder-stool,  12s.,  which 
may  be  had  of  iirs.  VVilcockson,  41,  Goodge- 
street,  Tottenhain-court-road.  The  fender-stool 
should  be  merely  worked  in  the  ordinary  cross 
stitch,  with  the  above  wools  and  canvass. 
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COLD  ^lEAT  AND  FISH  COOKERY. 


Fish  ani>  Oystkr  Pie. 

Ingt'tdients. — Any  retna'ns  of  cold  fish,  such 
as  cod  or  haddock ;  -  d"zcn  oysters,  pepper 
and  salt  to  taste,  bread  crumbs'  suffit  lent  for 
the  quantity  of  lish;  )  teaspoonful  of  prated 
nutmep,  1  teaspoonful  of  finely-chopped  parsley. 

Mode. — Clear  the  lish  from  the  bones,  and 
put  a  layer  of  it  in  a  pie-dish,  which  sprinkle 
with  pepper  and  salt ;  then  a  layer  of  bread¬ 
crumbs,  oysters,  nutmep.  and  chopped  parsley. 
Hcrieat  thi.a  till  the  dish  is  quite  full.  Yon  may 
form  a  covering  either  of  hread-cnnnbs,  widen 
should  be  browne.l,  or  puff  paste,  which  should 
be  cut  into  long  strips,  and  laid  in  cro-s-bars 
over  the  fish,  with  a  line  of  the  paste  first  laid 
round  the  edge.  Before  putting  on  the  top, 
pour  in  some  made  melted  butter,  or  a  little 
thill  white  sauce,  and  the  ovster-liquor,  aud 
bake. 

Time — If  made  of  conked  fish.  }  hour;  if 
made  of  fresh  fish  and  puff  paste,  i  hour. 

Average  cost,  Is.  C 1. 

Seasonable  from  September  to  April. 

Bkef  Hoi.ls. 

Ingredients.— The  remains  of  cold  roast  or 
boiled  beef,  sea-soniug  to  taste  of  salt,  pepper, 
and  minced  herbs ;  puff  paste. 

Mode. — Mince  the  beef  tolerably  fine  with  a 
small  amount  of  its  own  fat;  add'  a  seasoning 
of  pepper,  salt,  aud  chopped  herbs;  put  the 
whole  into  a  roil  of  puff  paste,  and  bake  fur 
half  an  hour,  or  rather  hnigcr,  should  the  roll 
be  very  large.  Beef  patties  may  be  made  of 
cold  meat,  by  mincing  and  seasoning  beef  as 
directed  a'love,  and  bmng  in  a  rich  puff  paste 
in  patty-tins. 

Time,  half  an  hour. 

Seasonable  at  auy  time. 

BkKF  liAGOfT. 

Ingredients. — About  2  lb.s.  of  cold  roast  beef, 
G  onions,  pepper,  salt,  and  mi.\cd  spices  to 
taste ;  J  pint  of  boiling  water,  d  tablespoonl'uls 
of  gra^y. 

Mode. — Cut  the  beef  into  rather  large  pieces, 
and  put  them  into  a  stewpau  with  the  onions, 
which  must  beslic  d.  Secson  well  with  pepper, 
salt,  and  mixed  spices;  pour  over  about  J  pmt 
of  boiling  water,  and  gravy  in  the  above  ])ro- 
portion  (gravy  saved  from  the  meat  answers 
the  purpose);  let  the  whole  stew  very  g  ntly 
for  about  2  hours,  and  serve  with  pickleil 
walnuts,  gherkins,  or  capers,  just  warmed  in 
the  gravy. 

Time,  2  hours. 

Average  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  4d. 

Seasonable  at  any  time. 

Bakki)  Minckk  MriToN. 

hnjredient.e. — The  remains  of  any  joint  of  cold 
roost  mutton,  1  or  2  onions,  1  bunco  of  .savouiy 
heiics,  pepper  aud  salt  to  taste,  2  bladv.s  of 
pounded  in  ice  or  nutmeg,  2  tables^MiontuIs  of 
gravy,  mashed  jiotaloe.s 

Mode. — Mincc  an  onion  ra‘hcr  line,  and  Iry 
it  a  light-brown  colour ;  add  the  herbs  and 
mutton,  both  of  which  should  be  also  finely 
minced  aud  well  mixed;  season  with  pepper 


and  salt,  and  a  little  pounded  mace  or  nutmeg, 
and  moisten  with  the  above  proportion  of 
gravy.  Put  a  layer  of  mashed  potatoes  at  ths 
bottom  of  a  dish,  then  the  mutton,  and  then 
another  layer  of  potatoes,  and  bake  for  about 
half  an  hour. 

Time,  half  an  hour. 

Aveiaige  cost,  exclusive  of  the  meat,  4d. 

Seasonable  at  any  time. 

.Vote. — If  there  should  be  a  large  qiiautlty  of 
meat,  use  2  onions  instead  of  1. 

.MuT'i'ON'  Doumehs. 

Ingredients — i  lb.  of  told  mutton,  2  (k.  of 
beef  suet,  pepper  and  salt  to  taste,  3  oz.  of 
boiled  rice,  1  egg,  bread-crumbs,  made  gravy. 

J/oi/e.— Chop  the  mcat,sutt,  and  rice  finely; 
mix  well  together,  and  add  a  high  seasoning  of 
pepper  and  salt,  and  roll  into  sausages;  cover 
them  with  egg  and  bread  crumbs,  and  fry  io 
hot  dripping  of  a  nice  brown.  Serve  in  a  dish 
with  made  gravy  poured  round  them,  and  s 
little  in  a  tuicen. 

Time,  quarter  of  an  hour  to  fry  the  sausages. 

Average  cost,  extluaive  o!  the  meat,  Gd. 

Seasonable  at  any  time. 

Muttos  Pie. 

Ingredients. — Tlie  remains  of  a  cold  leg,  loin, 
or  nrek  of  mutton,  pepper  and  salt  to  taste,  2 
blades  of  pounded  mace,  1  dessertspoonful  of 
chopped  parsley.  1  tcaspoonfiil  of  minced  sa¬ 
voury  herns;  when  liked,  a  li'tle  mineod  onion 
or  shalot ;  3  or  4  potatoes,  1  teacupf ul  of  gravy ; 
crust. 

Mode. — Cold  mutton  may  be  made  into  very 
good  pies  if  well  seasoned'  and  mixed  with  a 
test  h'rhs;  if  the  leg  is  used,  cut  it  into  very 
thin  slices;  if  the  loin  or  neok.  into  thin  cutlets. 
Place  some  at  the  hott  >in  of  the  dish ;  season 
welt  with  pepper,  salt,  m»cc,  parsley,  and 
herbs;  then  put  a  layer  of  potatoes  sliced,  then 
more  mutton,  and  soon  till  the  dish  is  full; 
add  the  gravy,  cover  with  a  crust,  and  bake  for 
1  hour. 

Time,  1  hour. 

Seasonable  at  any  time. 

Cuijiji  ETTES  OK  Fowl  (ax  K.ntree). 

Ingredients. — 3  or  4  shalots,  1  oz.  of  butter, 
1  tcaspooiiful  of  fiour,  white  sauce;  pepper, 
salt,  aud  pounded  mace  to  taste;  i  teaspnunfnl 
of  pounded  sugar,  the  remains  tf  cold  roast 
fowl,  the  yolks  of  2  eggs,  egg  and  bread 
crumbs. 

.Mode. — Mince  the  fowl,  carefully  removing 
aM  skin  and  bonr,  and  fry  the  shalots  iu  the 
blitter;  add  the  minced  f./wl,  diedge  in  the 
Hour,  put  in  the  pepper,  salt,  mace,  pounded 
sugar,  and  sulficicnt  while  sauce  to  uioi  teii  it; 
stir  to  it  the  yolks  of  2  weli-b'aten  eggs,  and 
sC't  it  hy  to  cool.  Then  make  tiie  mixture  up 
into  lialis,  egg  and  bread-crumb  lliem,  and  1^ 
a  nice  brown.  'I  tiey  may  be  served  on  a  border 
of  mislied  p.;tatocs,'wilh  gravy  or  sauce  iu  the 
centre. 

Time,  HI  minutes  to  By  the  balls. 

Seas) viable  at  any  tiire. 

Mrs.  Betlou's  Ilcusthold  Management. 


(  288  ) 


ANSWERS  TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Nellie.  To  raise  the  pile  of  velvet,  hold  it 
over  a  basin  of  boilinpr  water,  the  MTong  side  of 
the  velvet  bein;?  next  the  water.  To  cleati  a 
tilk  .dress,  make  the  foll<»win(r  mixture:  —  Two 
ounces  of  curd  soap  shredded  hnciy,  two  ounces 
of  salts  of  tartar,  two  gallons  of  water.  Boil  these 
ioftredients  tos^cther,  iind  then  add  another  t^o 
gallons  of  water.  Wa.')h  the  dress  in  the  mixture, 
rinse  in  cohl  water,  and  iron  as  8<K>n  as  possible. 

Lilt  ok  the  Vallkv.  In  No.  8,  Vol  2,  a  ni;;ht- 
dress  pattern  was  given. — Amt.  Koss's  Depilatory 
is  considered  the  best.  —  Kllkn.  The  ouuquet 
given  with  the  January  number  is  prettier  and 
more  fasiiionable  than  a  wreath,  and  is  Jutt  the  size. 
.-Nokah  Ckeina  can  have  the  Christinas  Aiinnar 
for  cither  the  Hrst  or  second  season  by  forwarding 
la  in  postage-stainpa  There  are  several  kinds  of 
washing  apparatus,  and  we  are  not  sure  which  is 
the  best.  No  machine  has  yet  be^  n  constructed  to  1 
purify  linen  so  well  as  that  human  machine,  a  pair 
of  strong  arms  accustomed  to  the  work  oi  tliump* 

iug,  scrubbing,  wTinging,  &c _ Lauka  S.  Send 

^K-cimeiis  of  >our  work,  and  we  will  advise  you 
thereupon.>.EDnM.  1.  Your  handwiiting  is  neu% 
but  stiff.  2.  This  is  a  matter  of  opiuion.^Mus. 
Strwakt.  These  letters  shall  be  insiTted  in  stuno 
future  number.— JwKT  Ml  ir  The  leimth  «d  the  veil 
dep«‘ndH  on  the  height  of  tlie  person  for  w’huni  it  is 
Intended ;  It  should  reach  to  wirliln  lulf-a-yard  of 
the  bottom  of  the  dross. — Vkhitas.  1.  The  mute- 
rial  used  for  the  d’oyleys  you  name  is  siitin  jeuii, 
maiked  with  good  marking.ink.  2.  The  beads  u  e 
threaded  by  macliinery. — A.  (i.  1*.  Your  hand¬ 
writing  is  very  pretty _ Florence  IIelkk.  Tho 

covets  we  sell  lor  tiie  Ekglishw'oman'k  Domestic 
NaoazinIi  are  of  green  dotli,  gilt  letterial.  — 
Eleanor.  The  number  of  tlie  Knglishw'oman’s 
Domestic  Magazine  Is  in  print,  and  }ou  can  have 
it  from  us  oil  receipt  of  seven  stampn.-*  Flukknce  i 
Helen.  For  instructions  in  the  art  of  making  | 
paper  flowers,  »K*e  t  he  Queen,”  Xos.  0,  Id.  and  Id,  : 
price  Cd.  each,  post  free.— A  Constant  Subsckibir. 
The  muslin  collars  and  cuffs  should  iiave  been  in  ' 
the  green  envelope  accompanying  the  volume—  | 
S.  A.  E.  The  dieques  are  printed  on  the  green  | 
wrapper  of  tho  Magazine.— Flsik  The  lyre  is  i 

represmted  in  ancient  illuminations  and  bculptures 
as  being  rested  on  the  knee,  lield  by  the  left  hand  I 
against  the  slioulder,  while  tltc  strings  are  swept  | 
by  the  right  thumb  and  fingers  Tiu-re  arc  liaips  i 
of  Kmiewhat  similar  shape  to  tho  sketch  sent  by 
Elsie  whicli  are  of  very  great  antiquity.— A  Lauv. 
We  would  recommend  our  citrre'SponUi  nt  to  cou^u!t  j 
her  medical  adviser  resiiectiiig  tiie  use  of  the  j 
Leamington  baths  in  l.cr  severe  case  of  riicumutic  | 
gout.  No  doubt,  if  it  should  be  recommended,  the  I 
desired  accommodation  could  be  found.  We  Imve,  | 
however,  of  late  heard  the  Cierman  hot  wel  s  highly 
^K>ken  of,  both  as  regards  tlnir  advantages  in  tliis 
trying  et'iiipUiiit  ami  liie  cheapm  ss  of  apartniiiits, 
attendance.  &e. ;  and,  hi  these  railway  and  steam 
days,  tlie  journey  is  not  so  very  dittlVult.— A.  M. 
liCLL.  Six  numbers  if  the  K.ngli-hvvoman's 
Domestic  Magazine  make  a  volume.  1  he  voliiinea 
ooramcnoe  with  the  iiumlK'r*«  for  .May  and  Noveml^er 
respectively.  Ifyoi  order  all  tho  volumes  ol  the 
Hag.izinc,  yon  would  gel  ilie  plates.  6n\.  with  them. 

— L.  \V,  The  )>ostttge  of  what  >ou  require  is  2d. 
hu  exiiu  eiiaigc  tor  initials.  —  B.<ATiticB.  Your 
Willing  IS  nut  good  As  tor  reudii  g  by  gaslight 
heiug  ii'junous  to  the  eyes,  we  should  think  it 
depended  mi  the  age  of  the  person.  —  Louisa 
Feaknlv.  Tlie  Editress  of  the  needlework  depart- 
lueut  cuiiiiot  promise  the  p.i:teiii  you  waiir  f-*r  two 
or  tliree  month.s,  but  in  s^nne  luture  nuniber,  no 
tkmbt.  we  shall  i*eal»le  u*give  it— Fanny  Maxheld. 

think  it  would  U-  b-uer  to  purchase  Ute  vatnish 
k>r  ornamental  leatiicr  work  than  to  make  it — 
One  Anxious  to  Leaun.  A  very  good  plan  to 


trace  the  patterns  is  to  place  the  paper  pattern  on 
the  musbn  to  be  embroidered,  to  prlek  the  outline 
of  the  design  through  b  dh  paper  aud  muslin,  and 
titen  to  trace  with  a  finely  pointed  black  pencil 

over  the  pin  marks _ £  A.  Jones.  We  shall  be 

h  ppy  to  give  a  fringe  for  a  counterpane  in  a  future 
iiumber.— A  Puiichaskr.  A  very  pretty  pattern 
appeared  fur  a  braided  tea-c  zy  in  No.  9,  Vol.  II., 
New  Seiies,  of  the  ENOLHiivvoMAs  a  IhiMEsnc 
Magvzine.  a  full  dc.u*ripib>n  was  given  with  this 
article,  sliowing  how  it  should  be  made.— Pennkr 
and  Jenny.  Cigar-ca^es,  slippers,  cricket  belts, 
smoking-caps,  tobaeco-puuclies,  and  purses  are 
amongst  the  articles  tliat  are  suitable  fur  w  >rking 
us  presents  for  geiiilenien. — Jusliuiink.  Wc  know 
of  no  pomade  that  will  answer  your  purpose.— 
Pahkums  The  fallowing  is  a  receipt  for  French 
polish:— Shellac,  three  pounds;  wood  naphtha  three 
quarts.  Dissolve.  Cost:  shellac,  tid.  to  bd.  per 
pound;  naphtha,  Is.  2d.  per  pint. 

Lares.— True  West-Imlian  a’rowrnot  is  obtained 
from  rliizomesor  ro()t-s*<>cks  of  the  plant  Aftirania 
I  aruHiiinac-  a,  and  is  one  of  the  ]>urest  an>i  best- 
i  known  of  the  anivlac  ous  siibs  anee-.  Ti>e  name 
)  is  derived  from  the  fact  of  the  bruized  rhiz  unes  of 
;  the  plant  h  lug  employed  by  the  native  Indians  as 
I  an  app  icati  >ii  to  the  poisoned  wounds  inflicted  by 
airows.  The  arrowro -t  we  see  conslHTi  originally 
I  of  starch  grains,  wmcii  are  prodiutd  in  grc:tt 
I  quantity,  bef«  re  the  season  ot  r<  s’,  in  the  succnIeiU 
{  rliizomesor  rout->tocksot  the  tdants.  These,  graiira 
are  .separated  from  the  cellul.ir  tissue,  and  oiten 
acrid  juices,  by  tlie  simple  piocessof  w’a.>)iing  the 
grated  loot-stocks.  Arrow. tout  i>  frtquently 

adulterated  with  potato.‘>taK-h  and  reflned  sago- 
flour,  bometiims  wiili  nce-sturch.  and  ihe  starcii  of 
common  wheaten  flour.  The  granules  of  these 
inferior  starches  can  readilv  be  distmgidsiied  uirder 
the  microscope  by  tlieir  d  flerent  f  nms  and  sizea 
llEMocTi-t'Li.Y  Dscliskd  — “Little  Willie,”  in 
Two  Pans;  “.VIimtc  Emanuel;”  “The  Happy 
Babe:”  “ To  our  Queen ;  ’  “The  .Mischief-maker;” 
“A  Chrisima.s  Heconeiliatioii ;”  “A  Halluw-K'ea 
Adventure;”  ‘’The  Throne  of  France;”  “.Miss 
Turpins  .Sketch;”  “Howto  Make  a  Locomotive ;” 
“Tin*  Emig'ants,”  E.  IVnn;  *‘'lho  AJvtrlisemrnt;” 
“A  Few  Words  about  Jersey;”  “Tho  Schemer 
Outwitted.” 

Omnks.— We  have  been  asked  so  often  upon  what 
terms  wc  biml  our  books,  that  wc  now  insert  a 


tulle  containing  full  pani -  ulars  : — 

Ttiwn, 

Country. ' 

English vvtiman’s  Domestic  Maga¬ 

t.  if. 

i. 

0, 

zine.  Old  Series.  2d.  .Monthly 

1  u 

1 

2 

Englishwoman’s  Domestic  .Mag.-t- 

zine.  New  Series,  dd.  Monthly 

1  r> 

1 

10 

Boy's  Own  Magazine  . 

1  0 

1 

4 

Mrs.  Beetoii's  Book  of  Household 

Manat-enunt . 

1  » 

2 

llalf.calf 

3  0 

4 

<; 

Peeton’s  Dctlonary  of  I'liivcrsal 

information.  Yearly  Vols . 

1  r» 

2 

0 

„  Compleio  Vol  — to  Z 

2  (i 

:i 

„  „  Half  calf 

Motley  s  l{is'»of  the  Dutch  Republic 

4 

5 

1  4 

1 

8 

Abbott's  Liteot  Napoleon  Bonaparte 

2  i> 

2 

d 

Wild  Spoits  <>f  the  World  . 

2  4 

2 

lu 

Sub?>cnlK‘rs  must  forward  tlieir  Numbers  by  book- 
po.sr  (paid),  w  ith  the  cuds  of  tlic  packet  Iclt  open,  at 
the  following  rates  : — 

Not  exceeding  \lb .  Id. 

„  i/6 .  2//. 

„  H6 . 

There  being  no  3d.  rale,  when  1‘ie  packet  just 
exceeds  .)/6..  divide  it  into  two — oiic  under  i/6., 
the  other  under  |/6. 

*  For  the  above-mentioned  prices,  charged  to 
country  subscrilrers,  the  b<K>ks.  when  bound,  are 
returned  carnage  ft’ee.  All  Volumes  ready  for 
delivery  withiu  b  dayi  after  receipt. 


THE  ENGLISHWOMAN’S  CONVERSAZIONE. 


B  Juliana  C.  y  Do  we 
believe  in  love  st  first 
sight !  Indeed  we  ilo, 
nil  our  heart ;  and  not  only 
rst  sight,  but  ut  fecond, 

1,  and  nny  nniubcr  of  sights, 
er  authority  than  we— the 
'orton  (as  you  will  see  by 
“  Hlacmillan’s  Magazine’ 
:es  an  rxample,  wliich  is 
^VV’  better  fh.in  nil  our  or  any  one’s  fceiiff.  She 
V  is  writing  of  the  unfortunate  loss  England 
uv  and  I'rince  Leopold  sustained  wlien  the 
Princess  Charlotte  died,  in  1817.  The 
Prince  of  Orange  had  oiiginally  been  her  suitor, 
hut  the  match  was  broktn  off;  for  tlie  Princess 
had  seen  young  Leopold  of  Saae-Coburg,  and  her 
love  for  him  “had  been  love  at  first  sight;”  “inf 
(andniarktbesigiiifioinceof  the  “but")  “itwaaone 
of  those  eases  In  wlilch  a  .sudden  clioice  was  amply 
justified  by  subsequent  happiness.”  Tlierefure,  horn 
all  this  we  may  take  JIrs.  Xorton’s  opinion  to  be. 
that  love  at  first  siglit  may  certainly  lie  horn  of 
eiicnnistaiiecs,  lint  that  sudden  clioice  is  not  unfre- 
quently  followed  liy  disastrous  consequences. 

N.  Ascitur _ Minstrels  and  minnesingers  were  so 

•ailed  from  the  German  word  tninne,  denoting  a 
pure  and  faitlifni  att.achment  or  love.  Tlic  former 
travelled,  unmolested,  from  place  to  place,  and  were 
welcomed  In  the  castles  of  t l.c  ricli  and  noble.  Tlicy 
would  entertain  the  company  in  tlie  evenings  with 
recitals  of  deeds  of  anna,  tales  of  love,  and  with 
songs,  accompanying  tliem.«elves  upon  the  harp. 
The  Gcrinan  lyric  poets  were  called  ininm  singers — 
love  being  the  chief  subject  of  their  poems. 

ItF.RXKTiQCK _ The  dodge  called  “The  Cock-lane 

Ghost’’  was  a  deception  by  a  young  girl,  in  17C2,  in 
Cock-lane,  Smithfield.  From  the  artful  manner  In 
which  this  aff.dr  was  conducted,  many  licheved  in 
its  truth,  and  a  great  deal  of  public  excitement  nas 
created,  A  com  mission  of  inquiry,  composed  of 
clergymen  and  men  of  repute  and  eminence,  of  whom 
Dr.  Jolinsoii  was  one,  held  a  court  of  inquiry,  and 
by  thc'.r  means  the  imposition  was  soon  laid  bare. 

A.  Strargr _ There  is  nothing  new  under  the 

sun.  Paracelsus,  some  three  hundred  years  ago, 
discovered  tho  pkiloso|iher’s  stone — which  seems  to 
us  not  to  bo  of  so  much  value,  inch  for  incli,  and 
ounce  for  ounce,  as  liearthstono— and  the  elixir  of 
life.  We  don't  know  wliat  the  former  was  exactly 
to  da  Whether  it  was  to  transmute  all  metals  into 
gold,  as  is  usually  suiiposed,  or  only  some  of  them, 
or  some  portion  of  some  of  them,  is  by  no  means 
clear.  But  the  elixir  trai  somotliing.  T/iat  was  to 
lengthen  life  to  any  extent  Now,'  1‘.  seems  to  a 
moderate  man  that,  if  there  were  so  very  much 
gold,  that  same  valua'  le  representative  would  soon 
begin  to  lose  its  great  hold  on  human  nature.  Ditio 
with  life.  If  tliero  were  to  lie  an  ovcrJiupply  of  this, 
we  don’t  think  wo  should  core  so  much  about  it  as 
we  do  now,  and  as  it  is  right  and  natural  we  now 
aliould. 

C.  Atariri.— Thenameof  1  ord  Vonboddo’a  work 
was  “  The  Oi  igln  and  Progress  of  Language.”  It 
was  published  about  ninety  years  ago;  and  tho 
ideasniit  theory  he  holds  is,  that  the  human  race 
has  actually  arisen  fn>m  the  very  losvest  stage— that 
of  mere  brutality.  The  autlior  quotes  several  tra¬ 
vellers  to  show  that  tliere  were  nations  vvithout 
laws  or  any  of  the  arts  of  civilised  life — without 
even  language;  and  that  some  of  them,  to  complete 
their  relationship  to  the  ironkey  tribe,  had  actually 
tails! 

A  Bon  SlAEcnR _ The  market  women  of  Jersey, 

Normandy,  and,  indeed,  tbroughont  France,  are  a 


singularly  picturesque  and  energetic  body.  Their  ’  l 
clean  caps,  wonderfhlly  “got  up,”  and  of  graceful  It 
shape  and  quaint  deviee,  are  productions  of  industry  t 
and  art  which  always  please  and  amuse  all  who  see  I  . 
them  forthe  first  time.  Ihe  Damtt  del  IJallei  tnrm  i 
among  themselves  a  kind  of  corporation,  and  receive  [ 
a  sort  of  recognition  on  state  occasions  and  at  publie  [ 
solemnities.  Tho  Emperor  Napoleon  IlL  granted  f 
them  an  audience  not  long  sinca  j 

Artist. — Don’t  be  dismayed  at  only  getting  half.  { 
a-crown  a  lesson.  J.  M.  W.  Turner,  tho  great  R.A.,  j 
only  received  five  shillings  for  his  first  lessons  in  S ' 
water-colour  drawing— then  he  had  ten— and  sub-  ' 
seqncntly  a  guinea.  His  talent  becoming  known,  f 
he  obtained  more  money  by  making  drawings  for  a 
publisher.  Then  the  “  Oxford  Almanac”  published  i 
tome  views  of  his,  for  which  they  paid  him  well;  j 
and  gradually  he  acquired  a  reputation  which  caused 
his  drawings'  to  be  sought  after,  and  noblemen  and  I 
gentlemen  were  glad  to  see  him.  j 

£.  Grill _ The  Quaker  sect  sprang  up  in  Eng. 

land  aliout  165(1,  under  George  Fox,  and  receivisd 
their  name  from  the  peculiar  shaking  or  quaking  of  j 
their  bodies  while  preaching.  They  went  beyond  tho 
straightest  Puritans  in  disregarding  human  autho- 
rity  when  opposed  to  the  teaciiings  of  the  Bible,  yet  | " 
they  were  allowed  full  liberty  of  aetion  during  tho  | 
Protectorate  of  Oliver  Cromwell.  They  denounced  ; 
war,  persecution  fur  religious  opinions,  and,  above 
all,  the  slavish  idolatry  demanded  by  rulers  in 
Church  and  State  of  these  under  their  control  They  : 
condemned  all  ordained  and  paid  priesthoods,  re- 
fused  to  take  oatlis,  and  tl'iis  struck  a  direct  blow  ;j 
nt  the  hierarchy.  They  differed  from  the  Puritans  , 
in  many  things,  and  became  noxious  to  them.  They 
derived  their  system  of  morals  and  politics  chiefly  : 
from  the  New  Testament,  while  the  Puritans  took 
theirs  from  the  more  sanguinary  and  intolerant  i 
eodrs  of  the  old  dispensation.  Laying  aside  the 
falsehoods  of  politeness  and  flattery,  they  renounced 
all  titles,  addressed  all  men,  high  and  low,  by  the 
plain  title  of  friend,  used  the  expressiuns  jea  and 
nay,  and  thee  and  thou ;  and  offices  cf  kindness  and 
affection  to  tiieir  felloiv.creatures,  according  to  the 
iiyunction  of  tho  aiiostle  James,  eonstituted  their  11 
practical  religion,  Hildreth,  an  Amo.  lean  writer 
of  reputa  says— “  Tho  Quakers  might  lie  regarded 
as  representing  that  brunch  of  the  primitive  Cliris- 
tiaiis  who  esteemed  Christianity  an  entirely  new  | 
dispensation,  world.wide  in  its  objects;  while  the  j 
Puritans  represented  tliose  Judaixing  Christians  | 
who  could  not  get  rid  of  tile  idea  of  a  peculiar 
chosen  people— to  wit,  lliemsclves.” 

JI.  D.  JI.— It  is  not  possible  for  any  one  but 
M.  D.  M.  to  give  herself  “directions  how  to  write  a 
tale,  corrected,  and  fit  for  publication.”  Neither 
can  any  one  divine  “  by  what  niontlily  or  weekly 
serial  it  would  be  most  likely  to  be  accepted.”  It 
would  not  bo  difficult,  however,  once  having  tho 
name  of  tlie  periodical  tliat  troHp/ accept  the  MS., 
to  know  “  how  to  Inclose  or  address  It  to  the  said 
serial.”  M.  U.  M.,  and  those  wlio  are  like  unto 
tliee,  liavo  mercy  on  us  and  the  rest  of  thy  fellow- 
creatures. 


Thit  day  it  publithed,  price  3i.  6<f,, 

Be  ETON’S  HOOK  OF  BIRDS: 

Showing  how  to  Hear  and  Manage  them  in 
Sickness  and  In  Health. 

Contents. 

The  Blackbird,  Blackcap,  Bullfinch,  Canary, 
Chaffinch,  Cockatoo,  Goldfinch,  Goshawk,  Great 
Slinke  or  Butcher  Bird,  Grcenflncli,  Hawfinch, 
Hawking  Birds,  Hobby,  Jacktlaw,  Jay,  Linnet, 
Lory,  Macaw,  Magpie,  Merlin,  Mocking  Bird.  Nests 
and  Eggs,  Nightingale,  Owl,  Parrakeet,  Parrot, 
Preparing  Birds  and  Stuffing  Animals,  Kaven,  Bed- 
breast,  I’eilstart,  Skylark,  Siskin,  Starling,  Thrush, 
’Titlark,  Titmice,  Woodlark,  Wren,  Yellowhammer. 
With  Six  Colour^  Illustrutionsand  many  Woodcuts. 
London :  S.  0.  Bbxtuh,  243,  Strand,  W.C. 
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